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PREFACE. 


■«♦•- 


Tbk  dedgn  ^  the  projector  of  this  volume  was,  thai  it  shouL 
Kmtain  the  Bi  st  of  the  shorter  humorous  poems  in  the  literatures 
of  Englaad  and  the  Umted  States,  except : 

Poems  so  local  or  ootemporaxy  in  subject  or  allusion,  as  not  ti 
be  readily  understood  by  the  modem  American  reader ; 

Poems  which,  from  the  freedom  of  expression  allowed  in  the 
healthy  ages,  can  not  now  be  read  aloud  in  a  company  of  men 
and  women; 

Poems  that  have  become  perfectly  &miliar  to  every  body,  from 
their  incessant  reproduction  in  school-books  and  newspapers ;  and 

Poems  by  living  American  authors,  who  have  collected,  ih^. 

amnorous  pieces  from  the  periodicals  in  which  doo^  df:thdiii 

^    ^  *        J         • 

(ffiginally  appeared,  and  given  them  to  the  w^rld- in  their,  otltn^^ 
names.  '•'•'.  •'' 

Holmes,  Saxe,  and  Lowell  are,  therefore,  ox^^  ft^nam^Md  ^ 
this  collection.  To  have  done  more  than  fairly  repretept  th^m, 
had  been  to  infringe  rights  which  are  doubly  sacred,'  becausif 
ihey  are  not  protected  by  law.  To  have  done  less  would  have 
deprived  the  reader  of  a  most  convenient  means  of  Observing 
:hat,  in  a  kind  of  composition  confessed  to  be  among  the  most 
difficult,  our  native  wits  are  not  excelled  by  foreign. 

The  editor  expected  to  be  embarrassed  with  a  protusiun  of 
diaterial  finr  his  puipoee.  But,  on  a  survey  of  the  poeticnl  Utera< 
tare  of  the  two  countries,  it  was  discovered  that,  of  really  excel* 
'ent  humorous  poeoy,  of  the  kinds  univei-sally  ioi cresting,  ub- 
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taistod  by  obsoenitj,  not  xnarred  by  ooareenehfl  of  laDgnage,  noi 
obscured  by  remote  aUusion,  the  quantity  in  existence  is  not 
great  It  is  thought  that  this  Tolume  contains  a  Teiy  large  pro- 
Dortion  of  the  bdst  pieces  tLat  have  appeared. 

An  uoezpected  feature  of  the  book  is»  that  there  is  not  a  line 
n  it  by  a  female  hand.  The  alleged  libles  of  the  Fair  ban 
given  occasion  to  libraries  of  comic  Terse;  yet^  Tritn  dUigent 
seazx^h,  no  humorous  poems  by  women  have  been  found  whioh 
are  of  merit  sufficient  to  give  them  claim  to  a  place  in  a  colleo- 
don  like  this.  That  lively  wit  and  graceful  gayety,  that  quick 
perception  of  the  absurd,  which  ladies  are  continually  displaying 
m  thtj^  oonversation  anl  correspondence,  never,  it  seemS|  sug- 
gest tbe  successful  epigram,  or  inspire  happy  satirical  verse. 

The  reader  will  not  be  smioyed  by  an  impertinent  superfluity 
of  notes.    At  the  end  of  the  vohime  may  be  found  a  list  of  the 
sources  from  which  its  contents  have  been  taken.    For  the  conve- 
nience of  those  who  live  remote  from  biographical  dictionaries^  f 
:  • '/ipw  dates  and  other  particulars  have  been  added  to  the  mentioi 
'  •**«br  e&cti  same.    For  valuable  contributions  to  this  portion  of  tb^ 
« ^oluzob^  aiM^or.ipuch  weU-durected  work  upon  other  parts  <^  fi 
,    \  .t^^e  r^ii^f\BrhidM4^,io  Mr.  T.  Butlib  Gunk,  of  this  city. 

..» ,'V    7^^T^*i^  )^9P}ainlyf*nothing  more  delightful  than  the  fun  of  a 

•    •**  •*"•,*•••••  ' 

*  •\^(ln«<Srge9iua*    Humor,  as  Mr.  Thackeray  observes,  is  charming, 

a      *  •      a    * 

aud  pOQt^  is  Charming,  but  the  blending  of  the  two  in  the  same 

'••  •* 

composition  fa  irresistible.    There  is  much  nonsense  in  this  book, 

and  some  folly,  and  a  little  ill-nature ;  but  there  is  more  wisdom 
than  either.  They  who  possess  it  may  congratiilate  tbemaelvei 
npon  having  the  largest  ooUec^on  <«ver  made  of  ^he  sportava  eflfai* 
iteks  >f  9irai'ir 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 


TO   MY   EMPTY   PURSE. 

To  you,  my  pnrse,  and  to  none  other  wight^ 

Oomplain  I,  for  ye  be  my  lady  dere ; 

I  am  sorry  now  that  ye  be  light^ 

For,  certeS)  ye  now  niake  me  heayy  chore; 

Me  were  as  lefe  be  laid  upon  a  bere, 

For  which  unto  your  mercy  thus  I  crie^ 

Be  heayy  againe,  or  els  mote  I  die. 

How  vouchsafe  this  day  or  it  be  night, 
That  I  of  you  the  blissfol  sowne  may  here. 
Or  see  your  color  like  the  sunne  bright, 
That  of  yellowness  had  never  pere ;  • 

Ye  are  my  life,  ye  be  my  hertes  stere, 
Queen  of  comfort  and  of  good  companies 
Be  heavy  again,  or  else  mote  I  die. 

Now  purse,  thou  art  to  me  my  lives  lig^t, 
And  saviour,  as  downe  in  this  world  here. 
Out  of  this  towne  helpe  me  by  your  might, 
Sith  that  you  will  not  be  my  treasure, 
For  I  am  slave  as  nere  as  any  frere, 
But  I  pray  unto  your  curtesie, 
Be  heavy  again,  or  els  mote  I  die. 


TO    OHLOE. 


ijr  APOLOGY  TOB  GOINO  INTO  THB  OOUHTBT. 

PBTEB  VmkM 

Ghlok,  we  must  not  always  be  in  heaven, 
For  ever  toying,  ogling,  kissing,  billing; 

The  joys  for  which  I  thousands  would  have  given, 
WiU  presently  be  scarcely  worth  a  shilling. 
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Thy  neok  is  fairer  than  the  Alpine  snows. 
And,  sweetly  swelling,  beats  the  down  of  doTSS; 

Thy  cheek  of  health,  a  riral  to  the  rose ; 
Thy  pouting  lips^  the  throne  of  all  the  loves; 

Yet,  though  thus  beautiful  beyond  ezpresedoo, 

That  beauty  &deth  by  too  mnoh  possession. 

Eoonomy  in  love  is  peace  to  nature. 
Much  like  eoonomy  in  worldly  matter ; 
We  should  be  prudent,  neyur  liye  too  fiist; 
Profusion  will  not,  can  not,  always  last. 

Lovers  are  really  spendthrifts — ^'t  is  a  sLame— 
Nothing  their  thoughtless,  wild  career  can  tame^ 

Till  penury  stares  them  in  the  face ; 
And  when  they  find  an  empty  purse, 
Grown  calmer,  wiser,  how  the  fault  they  curse, 

And,  limping,  look  with  such  a  sneaking  grace  I 
Job's  war-horse  fierce,  his  neck  with  thunder  hung^ 
Sunk  to  an  humble  hack  that  carries  dung. 


SmeM  to  the  queen  of  flowers,  the  firagrant 
8mell  twenty  tames — and  then,  my  dear,  thy  noM 
Win  tell  thee  (not  so  much  for  scent  athirst) 
The  twentieth  drank  less  flavor  than  ihefinL 

h(yT%  doubtless,  is  the  sweetest  of  oU  fellows; 

Yet  often  should  the  little  god  retire — 
Absence,  dear  Ghloe,  is  a  pair  of  bf^Uows, 

That  keeps  alive  tlie  sacred  fire. 


TO    A    FLY, 

TAKSN  OUT  or  A  BOWL  OW  PUNCH. 

PETEB  PIHDlAl 

I  poor  intoxicated  litde  knave, 
Now  senseless,  floating  on  the  fragrant  wave; 

Why  not  content  the  cakes  alone  to  munch  ? 
Dearly  thou  pay'st  for  buzzing  round  the  bowl ; 
Lost  to  the  world,  thou  busy  sweet-lipped  soul — 

Thus  Death,  as  well  as  Pleasure,  dwells  with  Punch. 
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Vow  let  me  like  thee  out^  and  moralise — 
Thus  'tis  with  mortals,  as  it  is  with  flies^ 

Poreyer  hankering  after  Pleasure's  cup : 
Though  Fate,  with  all  his  legions,  be  at  hand, 
The  beasts,  the  draught  of  Circe  can't  withstand 

But  in  goes  every  nose — ^they  must,  will  sopu 

Mad  are  the  passions^  as  a  colt  untamedl 

When  Prudence  mounts  their  backs  to  ride  them  mQ^ 
They  fling,  they  snort,  they  foam,  they  rise  inflamed. 

Insisting  on  their  own  sole  will  so  wild. 

Gkbdsbud  1  my  buiaong  fiiend,  thou  art  not  dead ; 
The  Fates,  so  kind,  have  not  yet  snapped  thy  thread; 
By  heayens,  thou  mov'st  a  leg,  and  now  its  brother, 
And  kicking,  lo,  again,  thou  mov'st  another  I 

And  now  thy  little  drunken  eyes  unclose. 
And  now  thou  feelest  for  thy  little  nose, 

And,  finding  it,  thou  rubbest  thy  two  hands 
Much  as  to  say,  '^  I  'm  glad  I  'm  here  agam." 
And  well  mayest  thou  rejoice — ^'tis  very  plain. 

That  near  wert  thou  to  Death's  unsocial  land& 

And  now  thou  roUest  on  thy  back  about, 
Happy  to  find  thyself  alive,  no  doubt — 

Now  tumest— on  the  table  making  rings, 
Now  crawling,  forming  a  wet  track. 
Now  shakmg  the  rich  liquor  fix>m  thy  back; 

Now  fluttering  nectar  fix>m  thy  silken  wings. 

Now  standing  on  thy  head,  thy  streng^  to  find. 
And  poking  out  thy  small,  long  legs  behind ; 
And  now  thy  pinions  dost  thou  briskly  ply; 
Preparing  now  to  leave  me — ^forewell,  fly  I 

Qoj  join  thy  brothers  on  yon  sunny  board, 
And  rapture  to  thy  fumLy  afford — 

There  wilt  thou  meet  a  mistress,  or  a  wife. 
That  saw  thee  drunk,  drop  senseless  in  the  stream* 
Who  gave,  perhaps,  the  wide-resounding  scream, 

And  now  sits  groaning  fcr  thy  precious  life. 
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Yefl)  go  and  carry  comfort  to  thy  friendi^ 
And  wisely  tell  diem  thy  imprudence  enda. 

Let  buns  and  sugar  for  the  future  charm ; 
These  will  delight,  and  feed,  and  work  no 

While  Punch,  the  grinning,  merry  imp  of  sin, 
Invites  th*  unwary  wanderer  to  a  kiss, 
fimiles  in  his  face,  as  though  he  meant  him  UisSy 

Then,  like  an  alligator,  drags  him  in. 


MAN   MAY   BE   HAPPY. 


**  Man  may  be  happy,  if  he  will :" 
I  Ve  said  it  often,  and  I  think  so  still; 

Doctrine  to  make  tlie  miUion starel 
Know  then,  each  mortal  is  an  actual  Jove ; 
Oan  brew  what  weather  he  shall  most  approre. 

Or  wind,  or  calm,  or  foul,  or  fair. 

But  here  *s  the  mischief— man's  an  ass,  I  say ; 

Too  fond  of  thunder,  lightning,  storm,  and  rain; 
He  hides  the  charming,  cheerful  ray 

That  spreads  a  smile  o*er  hill  and  plain ! 
Dark,  he  must  court  the  skull,  and  spade,  and  shiond^ 
The  mistress  of  his  soul  must  be  a  doud  I 

Who  told  him  that  he  must  be  cursed  on  earth  7 

The  Gk)d  of  Nature  ?-— No  such  thing; 
Heaven  whispered  him,  the  moment  of  his  birth, 

"Don't  cry,  my  lad,  but  dance  and  sing ; 
Don't  be  too  wise,  and  be  an  ape: — 
In  colors  let  thy  soul  be  dressed,  not  crape. 

**  Roses  shall  smooth  life's  journey,  and  adorn ; 
Yet  mind  me — i^  through  want  of  grace. 
Thou  mean'st  to  fling  the  blesang  in  my  Amm^ 

Thou  hast  full  leave  to  tread  upon  a  thorn." 

Yet  some  there  are,  of  men,  I  think  the  worsti 
Poor  impel  unhappy,  if  they  can'«  ^e  cursed— 
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Fcnreyer  brooding  over  Misery's  eggs, 
As  though  life's  pleasure  were  a  deadly  sin; 
Mousing  foreyer  for  a  gin 

To  catch  their  happiness  by  the  legs. 

Ih'en  at  a  dinner  some  will  be  unblessed, 
However  good  the  viands,  and  well  dressed : 

They  always  come  to  table  with  a  dcowl, 
Squint  with  a  &ce  of  veijuioe  o'er  each  dish. 
Fault  the  poor  flesh,  and  quarrel  with  the  fish, 

Curse  cook  and  wife,  and,  loathing,  eat  and  growL 

A  cart-load,  lo,  their  stomachs  steal, 
Yet  swear  they  can  not  make  a  meal  " 
I  like  not  the  blue-devil-hunting  crew  I    * 

I  hate  to  drop  the  discontented  jaw  I 
0  let  me  Nature's  simple  smile  pursue, 

And  pick  even  pleasure  firom  a  straw. 


ADDRESS   TO   THE   TOOTHACHE. 

fllffU  WBIN  THK  AUTHOR  WAS  OUIVOUBLT  TORMSNTID  BT  THAI 

DXSOBDSB. 

ROBERT  BUROb 

Mt  curse  upon  thy  venom'd  stang, 
That  shoots  my  tortured  gums  alang ; 
And  thro'  my  lugs  gies  mony  a  twang, 

Wr  gnawing  vengeance; 
Tearing  my  nerves  wi'  bitter  pang, 

Like  racking  engines  t 

When  fevers  bum,  or  ague  freezes, 
Rheumatics  gnaw,  or  cholic  squeezes ; 
Our  neighbors'  sympathy  may  ease  us, 

Wi*  pitying  moan ; 
Bat  thee — ^thou  hell  o'  a*  diseases, 

Aye  mocks  our  groan' 

• 

Adown  my  beard  the  slavers  trickle  t 
I  kick  the  wee  i^xUs  o'er  the  miokla, 

2 
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As  round  the  fire  the  giglets  keddfl^ 

To  see  me  loup ; 

WhOe,  raving  mad,  I  wish  a  heckle 

Were  in  their  donpi 

O*  a*  the  num'rous  hmnaa  dools, 
in  har^sts,  daft  bargains,  cutty-stooli^ 
Or  worthy  friends  rak'd  i'  the  mools, 

Sad  sight  to  see  I 
The  tridcs  o*  knaves,  or  fiish  o'  fydk. 

Thou  bear'st  the  gree. 

Where'er  that  place  be  priests  ca*  heD, 
Whence  a*  the  tones  o*  mis'ry  yeD, 
And  ranked  plagaes  their  numbers  tell, 

In  dreadfh'  raw, 
Thou,  Toothache,  sorely  bear'st  the  beO, 

Amang  them  a' ; 

O  thou  grim  mischief-making  chid, 
That  gars  the  notes  of  discord  squeel, 
*Ti]l  daft  mankind  aft  dance  a  reel 

In  gore  a  shoe-thick  ;— 
Oie  a'  the  ftes  o*  Scotland's  weal 

A  towmond*s  Toothache  1 


THE   PIG. 

A  COLLOQUIAL  FODf. 


Jacob  !  I  do  not  like  to  see  thy  nose 
Tum'd  up  in  scornful  curve  at  yonder  pig, 
It  would  be  well,  my  friend,  if  we,  like  him. 
Were  perfect  in  our  kind  I . .  And  why  despise 
The  sow-bom  grunter  ?  . .  He  is  obstinate, 
Thou  answerest;  ugly,  and  the  filthiest  beast 
That  banquets  upon  offiiL  . . .  Now  I  pray  yon 
Hear  the  pig's  counsel 

Is  he  obstinate  ? 
We  mast  not^  Jacob,  be  deceiyed  by  words; 
We  m  ist  not  take  them  as  unheedhu?  hands 
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Keoeiye  base  money  at  the  cun-ent  worth. 

But  with  a  jost  saspicion  try  their  somidy 

And  in  the  even  balance  weigh  them  well 

See  now  to  what  this  obstinacy  comes : 

A  poor,  mistreated,  democratic  beast) 

He  knows  that  his  immercifbl  driyers  seek 

Their  profit^  and  not  his.    He  hath  not  learned 

That  pigs  were  made  for  man, . .  bom  to  be  brawn*d 

And  baconized :  that  he  must  please  to  give 

Just  what  his  gracious  masters  please  to  take ; 

Perhaps  his  tusks^  the  weapons  Nature  gave 

For  self-defense,  the  general  privilege ; 

Periu^ps, . .  hark,  Jacob  I  dost  thou  hear  that  bom  ? 

Woe  to  the  young  posterity  of  Pork  1 

Their  enemy  is  at  hand. 

Again.    Then  9^y'8t 
The  pig  is  ugly.    Jacob,  look  at  him  I 
Those  eyes  have  taught  the  loyer  flattery. 
His  &ce, . .  nay,  Jacob  1  Jacob  I  were  it  fiur 
To  judge  a  lady  in  her  dishabille  ? 
Fancy  it  dressed,  and  with  saltpeter  rouged. 
Behold  his  tail,  my  friend ;  with  curls  like  that 
The  wanton  hop  marries  her  stately  spouse : 
So  crisp  in  beauty  Amoretta's  hair 
Bings  round  her  lover's  soul  the  chains  of  love. 
And  what  is  beauty,  but  the  aptitude 
Of  parts  harmonious  ?    Give  thy  fimcy  scope^ 
And  thou  wilt  find  that  no  imagined  change 
Can  beautify  this  beast    Place  at  his  end  , 

The  stany  glories  of  the  peacock's  pride,  j 

Give  him  the  swan's  white  breast;  for  his  hom-hooft 
Shape  such  a  foot  and  ankle  as  the  waves 
Crowded  in  eager  livalty  to  kiss 
When  Venus  from  the  enamor'd  sea  arose; . . 
Jacob,  thou  canst  but  make  a  monster  of  him  t 
All  alteration  man  could  think,  would  mar 
Ss  pig-perfection. 

The  last  charge, . .  he  lives 
A  dirty  life.    Here  I  could  shelter  him 
With  noble  and  right-reverend  preoedenli^ 
And  show  by  sanction  of  authority 
That  *tis  a  veiy  honorable  thing 
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To  thiiye  by  diiiy  ways.    But  let  me  rest 

On  better  ground  the  unanswerable  defeoMi 

The  pig  is  a  philosopher,  who  knows 

No  prejudice.    Dirt?  . .  Jacob,  what  is  dirt? 

If  matter, . .  why  the  delicate  dish  that  tempts 

An  o'ergorged  epicure  to  the  last  morsel 

That  8tuf&  him  to  the  throat-gates,  is  no  more. 

If  matter  be  not,  but  as  sages  say, 

Spirit  is  all,  and  all  things  visible 

Are  one,  the  infinitely  modified, 

Think,  Jacob,  what  tiiat  pig  is,  and  the  mire 

Wherein  he  stands  knee-deep  I 

And  there  I  the  breew 
Pleads  with  me,  and  has  won  thee  to  a  smile 
That  speaks  oonviction.    O'er  yon  blossomed  field 
Of  beai^  it  came,  and  thoughts  of  bacon  rise. 


SNUFF. 

ROBERT  SODTHIT 

A  dhjoais  pinch  1  oh  how  it  tingles  up 

The  titillated  nose,  and  fills  the  eyes 

And  breast)  till  in  one  comfortable  sneesse 

The  full-collected  pleasure  bursts  at  kst  I 

Most  rare  Columbus  I  thou  shalt  be  for  this 

The  only  Christopher  in  my  calendar. 

Why,  but  for  thee  the  uses  of  the  nose 

Were  half 'mknown,  and  its  capacity 

Of  joy.    The  summer  gale  that  from  the  heath, 

At  midnoon  glowing  with  the  golden  gorse, 

Bears  its  balsamic  odor,  but  provokes 

Not  satisfies  the  sense ;  and  all  the  flowers. 

That  with  their  unsubstantial  firagrance  tempt 

And  disappoint)  bloom  for  so  short  a  space, 

That  half  the  year  the  nostrils  would  keep  Len^ 

But  that  the  kind  tobacconist  admits 

No  winter  in  his  work;  when  Nature  sleeps 

His  wheels  roll  on,  and  still  administer 

A  plenitude  of  joy,  a  tangible  smell 

What  are  Peru  and  those  Gk>lcondan  mines 
9o  thee,  Virginia  ?  miserable  realms, 
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The  produce  of  inhuman  toil,  they  send 

Gold  for  the  greedy,  jewels  for  the  vain. 

But  thine  are  common  comfortBl . .  To  omit 

Pipe-panegyric  and  tobacco-praise, 

Think  what  a  general  joy  the  snuff-box  gives, 

Europe,  and  far  above  Pizarro's  name 

Wiite  Raleigh  in  thy  records  of  renown  I 

Elm  let  the  school-boy  bless  if  he  behold 

His  master's  box  produced,  for  when  he  aces 

The  thumb  and  finger  of  authority 

Stuffed  up  the  nostrils:  when  hat,  head,  and  wig 

Shake  all ;  when  on  the  waistcoat  black,  brown  dni^ 

From  the  ofl-reiterated  pinch  profjse 

Proiusely  scattered,  lodges  in  its  folds. 

And  part  on  the  magistral  table  lights, 

Part  on  the  open  book,  soon  blown  away. 

Full  surely  soon  shall  then  the  brow  severe 

Belax ;  and  from  vituperative  lips 

Words  that  of  birch  remind  not,  sounds  of  praise. 

And  jokes  that  must  be  laughed  at  shall  proceed. 


A   FABEWEtL   TO   TOBACCO. 

OB. 

ILlt  the  Babylonish  curse 

Straight  confound  my  stanmiering  veise. 

If  I  can  a  passage  see  * 

In  ibis  word-perplexity. 

Or  a  fit  expression  find. 

Or  a  language  to  my  mind, 

(Still  the  phrase  is  VTide  or  scant) 

To  take  leave  of  thee,  great  flaitt  ! 

Or  in  any  terms  relate 

Half  my  love,  or  half  my  hate : 

For  I  hate,  yet  love  thee,  so. 

That,  whichever  thing  I  show. 

The  plain  truth  will  seem  to  be 

A  constrained  hyperbole. 

And  the  passion  to  proceed 

If  ore  from  a  mistress  than  a  weed. 
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Booty  retainer  to  the  Tine, 
Bacchus'  black  servant^  negro  fine ; 
Sorcerer,  that  mak*st  us  dote  upon 
Thy  b^primed  complexion, 
And,  for  thy  pernicious  sake, 
More  and  greater  oaths  to  break 
Than  redaimdd  bvers  take 
'Gkdnst  women :  thou  thy  siege  dost  laj 
Much  too  in  the  female  way, 
While  thon  suck'st  the  lab'ring  breath 
Faster  than  kisses  or  than  death, 

Thou  in  such  a  doud  dost  bind  us, 
That  our  worst  foes  can  not  find  us. 
And  in  fortune,  that  would  thwart  us 
Shoots  at  rovers,  shooting  at  us ; 
While  each  man,  through  thy  height*ning 
Does  like  a  smoking  Etna  seem, 
And  all  about  us  does  express 
(Fancy  and  wit  in  richest  dress) 
A  Sidlian  fruitfulnesa. 

Thou  through  such  a  mist  dost  show  v% 
That  our  best  fiiends  do  not  know  xm^ 
And,  for  those  allowM  features, 
Due  to  reasonable  creatures, 
Idken'st  us  to  fell  Ohimeras, 
Monsters  that,*  who  see  us,  fear  us; 
Worse  than  Cerberus  or  Ghryon, 
Or,  who  first  loved  a  doud,  Ixion. 

Bacchus  we  know,  and  we  allow 
His  tipsy  rites.    But  what  art  then 
That  but  by  reflex  canst  show 
What  his  deity  can  do, 
As  the  false  Egyptian  spell 
Aped  the  true  Hebrew  mirade? 
Some  few  vapors  thou  may'st  raise, 
The  weak  brain  may  serve  to 
But  to  the  reins  and  nobler  heart 
Canst  nor  life  nor  heat  impart 


Brother  of  Baochua,  later  bofn. 
The  old  world  was  sure  forloni 
Wanting  thee,  that  aidest  more 
The  god's  victories  than  belbre 
An  his  panthers,  and  the  brawb 
Of  his  piping  Bacchanals. 
These,  as  stale,  we  disallow, 
Or  jndge  of  ihee  meant*  only  tliOB 
His  tme  Indian  conquest  art: 
And,  for  \yj  round  his  dart^ 
The  reformM  god  now  weares 
A  iner  thyrsus  of  thy  leavesL 

Scent  to  match  thy  rich  perfhins 
Ghemic  art  did  ne'er  presume 
Through  her  quaint  alembic  stniiiy 
None  so  sovereign  to  the  brain ; 
Nature,  that  did  in  thee  excel, 
Framed  again  no  second  smelL 
Boses,  violets,  but  toys 
For  the  smaller  sort  of  boys, 
Or  for  greener  damsels  meant; 
Thou  art  the  only  manly  scent 

Stinking^st  of  the  stinking  kind, 
filtii  of  the  mouth  and  fog  of  the  mM^ 
Africa,  that  brags  her  foison, 
Breeds  no  such  prodigious  poison 
Henbane,  nightdiade,  both  together, 
Hemlock,  aoonito 

Nay,  ratfaei; 
Plant  divine,  of  rarest  virtue; 
Bfisters  on  the  tongue  would  hurt  yon, 
"Twas  but  in  a  sort  I  blamed  thee; 
None  e'er  prospered  who  defiuned  thee 
Irony  all,  and  feign'd  abuse, 
Such  as  perplex'd  lovers  use, 
At  a  need,  when,  in  despair 
To  paint  forth  their  fiiirest  fiur. 
Or  in  part  but  to  express 
That  exceeding  comeliness 
Which  their  fimcies  doth  so  strike, 
They  borrow  language  of  dislike : 
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And,  instead  of  Dearest  Wsb, 
Jewel,  Honey,  Sweetheart^  Blifl% 
And  those  forms  of  old  admiring^ 
Oall  her  Oockatrice  and  Siren, 
Basilisk:,  and  all  that^s  evil, 
Witch,  Hyena,  Mermaid,  Deyil, 
Ethiop,  Wench,  and  Blacltamoor, 
Monkey,  Ape,  and  twenty  more; 
Friendly  Trait'ress,  loving  Foe-^ 
Not  that  she  is  truly  so, 
But  no  other  way  ^ey  know 
A  contentment  to  express, 
Borders  so  upon  excess^ 
That  they  do  not  rightly  wot 
Whether  it  be  pain  or  not 

Or,  as  men,  oonstrain'd  to  part 
With  what's  nearest  to  their  hearty 
While  their  sorrow 's  at  the  hei§^ 
Lose  discrimination  quite, 
And  their  hasty  wrath  let  &I], 
To  appease  their  frantic  gall, 
On  the  darling  thing  whatever, 
Whence  they  feel  it  death  to  sever 
Though  it  be,  as  they,  perforce, 
Gkiiltless  of  the  sad  divorce. 

For  I  must  (nor  let  it  grieve  thee, 
Friendliest  of  plants,  that  I  must)  leave 
For  thy  sake,  tobacco,  I 
Would  do  any  thing  but  die, 
And  but  seek  to  extend  my  days 
Long  enough  to  sing  thy  praise. 
But,  an  she,  who  once  ha^  been 
A  kinged  consort,  is  a  queen 
Ever  after,  nor  will  bate 
Any  title  of  her  state, 
Txiough  a  widow,  or  divorced, 
So  I,  fi-om  thy  converse  fbroed, 
The  old  name  and  style  retain, 
A  right  Katherine  of  Spain; 
And  a  seat,  too,  'mongst  the  joys 
Of  the  blest  Tobacco  Bov« 
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Where^  though  I,  by  sour  phyacitti, 
Am  debazT^d  the  full  fruition 
Of  thy  favors^  I  may  catch 
Some  collateral  sweets,  and  smitdi 
Sidelong  odors,  that  give  life 
Like  Ranees  from  a  neighbor's  wife; 
And  still  live  in  the  by-places 
And  the  suburbs  of  thy  graces; 
And  in  thy  borders  take  delight^ 
An  nnconquei^d  Gaoaanita 


UnEUTTEN  AFTEB  SWIMMING  FROM  SBSTOS  TO 

ABTDOS. 

1^  in  the  month  of  dark  December, 

Leander,  who  was  nightly  wont 
(What  maid  will  not  the  tale  remember  f) 

To  cross  thy  stream  broad  Hellespont! 

If|  when  the  wint'ry  tempest  roar'd. 

He  sped  to  Hero  nothing  loth, 
And  thus  of  old  thy  current  poured, 

Fair  Yenns  I  how  I  pity  both  1 

For  fne,  degenerate,  modem  wretch. 
Though  in  the  genial  month  of  May, 

My  dripping  limbs  I  faintly  stretch, 
And  think  I  Ve  done  a  feat  to-day. 

Bat  since  he  crossed  the  rapid  tide,  . 

According  to  the  doubtful  story, 
To  woe — and — ^Lord  knows  what  beside^ 

And  swam  for  Love,  as  I  for  Glory; 

T  were  hard  to  say  who  fared  the  best : 
Sad  mortals  1  thus  the  gods  still  plague  yoaf 

He  lost  his  labor,  I  my  jest ; 
For  he  was  drowned,  and  I  Ve  the  ague 
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THE  LISBON  PACKET. 

Hnazal  Hodgson,  we  are  going, 

Our  embargo  *8  off  at  last ; 
Favorable  breezes  blowing 

Bend  the  canvas  o'er  the  mast 
From  aloft  the  signal's  streaming, 
Harkl  the  fiBireweU  gun  is  fired ; 
Women  screeching,  tars  blaspheming; 
Tell  us  that  our  time's  ex^red. 
Here 's  a  rascal 
Oome  to  task  all. 
Prying  fh>m  the  custom-house; 
Trunks  unpacking; 
Cases  cracking, 
Not  a  comer  for  a  mouse 
'Sci^>es  unsearched  amid  the  rackety 
Ere  we  sail  on  board  the  Packet 

Now  our  boatmen  quit  their  moorings 

And  all  hands  must  plj  the  oar ; 
Baggage  from  the  quay  is  lowering. 

We  're  impatient— push  fit>m  shore. 
''  Have  a  care!  that  case  holds  liquor- 
Stop  the  boat— I  'm  sick— 0  Lord  T 
**  Sick,  ma'am,  damme,  you  11  be  sicker 
Ere  you  We  been  an  hour  on  board." 
Thus  are  screaming 
Men  and  women, 
Qemmen,  ladies,  servants,  Jacks; 
Here  entangUng, 
All  are  wrangling, 
Stuck  together  dose  as  wax.— 
Such  the  general  noise  and  racket. 
Ere  we  reach  the  lisbon  Packet 


Now  we  've  reached  her,  lo  1  the 
Gkdlant  Slid,  commands  the  crew; 

Passengers  their  berths  are  clapped  in, 
Some  to  grumble,  some  to  spew. 


MI80BLLAKS017S.  fi 

'  Hey  day !  can  jou  that  a  cabin  7 

Why,  'tis  hardly  three  feet  square; 
Not  enough  to  stow  Queen  Mab  ii^~ 
Who  the  deuce  can  harbor  there?" 
"Who,  sir?  plenty- 
Nobles  twenly 
Did  at  once  my  vessel  fiD." — 
*<  Did  they?  Jesus, 
How  you  squeeze  us  I 
Would  to  Gk)d  they  did  so  still: 
Then  I  'd  'scape  the  heat  and  rackeft 
Of  the  good  ship  Lisbon  Packet" 


Fletcher  I  Murray!  fiobl  where  are  ycmf 

Stretched  along  the  decks  like  logs — 
Bear  a  hand,  yon  jolly  tar,  you  1 

Here 's  a  rope's  end  fbr  ^e  dogs. 
Hobhouse  muttering  fearfbl  curses^ 

As  the  katchway  down  he  rolls^ 
Now  his  break&st,  now  his  verses, 

Vomits  fortib — and  damns  our  souki 
"  Here 's  a  stanza 
On  Braganro— 

Help  r— "  A  couplet  ?"— "  No,  a  oq) 
«0f  warm  water — " 
"What's  the  matter?" 
"  Zounds  I  my  liver '  s  coming  op ; 
I  shall  not  survive  the  racket 
Of  this  brutal  Lisbon  Packet" 


Now  at  length  we  're  off  for  Turkey, 

Lord  knows  when  we  shall  come  baokl 
Breeaes  foul  and  tempests  murky 

May  unship  us  in  a  crack. 
But,  since  life  at  most  a  jest  is, 

As  philosophers  allow, 
Still  to  laugh  by  far  the  best  is, 

Then  laugh  on — as  I  do  now. 
Laugh  at  all  things, 
Great  and  small  thingi» 
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Sick  or  wen,  at  sea  or  shore; 
While  we  're  quaffing. 
Let's  ha^e  laii^iing — 
Who  the  devil  cares  for  more? — 
Borne  good  wine  I  and  who  wotdd  lack  it^ 
Sven  on  board  the  Lisbon  Packet  7 


TO   FANNY. 

THOMIB  noon 

NcTBB  mind  how  the  pedagogue  proses, 

You  want  not  antiquity's  stamp, 
The  lip  that's  so  scented  by  roses, 

Oh  I  never  must  smell  of  the  lamp. 

Old  Chloe,  whose  withering  kisses 

Have  long  set  the  loves  at  defiance, 
Now  done  with  the  sdenoe  of  blisses, 

May  fly  to  the  blisses  of  science  1 

Young  Sappho,  for  want  of  emptoymentSi 

Alone  o'er  her  Ovid  may  melt, 
Condemned  but  to  read  of  enjoyments^ 

Which  wiser  Corinna  had  felt^ 

But  for  you  to  be  buried  in  books — 

Oh,  Fannt  1  they're  pitiful  sages; • 
Who  could  not  in  one  of  your  looks 

Read  more  than  in  millions  of  pagesl 

Astronomy  finds  in  your  eye 

Better  light  than  she  studies  above. 
And  music  must  borrow  your  si^ 

As  the  melody  dearest  to  love. 

In  Ethics — ^'tis  you  that  can  check. 
In  a  minute,  their  doubts  and  their  quarreli 

Oh  I  show  but  that  mole  on  your  neck, 
And  'twill  soon  put  an  end  to  their  morals. 

Your  Arithmetic  only  can  trip 

When  to  kiss  and  to  count  you  endeavor; 
But  eloquence  glows  on  your  lip 

When  vou  swear  that  you'll  love  me  forevei 
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Thus  70a  see  what  a  briUiant  alliaooe 
Of  arta  is  assembled  in  yoo— 

A  course  of  more  exquisite  science 
Man  never  need  wish  to  go  throu^  I 

And,  oh  1 — ^if  a  fellow  like  me 
May  confer  a  diploma  of  hearts, 

'With  mj  Up  thus  I  seal  your  degree, 
My  divine  little  Mistress  of  Arts! 


YOUNG   JESSICA. 

THQHli  UOOm 

Touvo  Jbsbioa  sat  all  the  day, 

In  love-dreams  languishingly  pining, 
Her  needle  bright  neglected  lay, 

Like  truant  genius  idly  shining. 
Jessy,  'tis  in  idle  hearts 

That  love  and  mischief  are  most  nimble ; 
The  safest  shield  agdnst  the  darts 

Of  Cupid,  is  Minerva*8  thimble. 

A  child  who  with  a  magnet  play'd, 

And  knew  its  winning  ways  so  wily, 
The  magnet  near  the  needle  laid. 

And  laughing,  said,  ''  We  '11  steal  it  8%.** 
The  needle,  having  naught  to  do. 

Was  pleased  to  lel^  the  magnet  wheedle, 
Till  closer  still  the  tempter  drew. 

And  off,  at  length,  eloped  the  neddla 

Now,  had  this  needle  tum'd  its  eye 

To  some  gay  reticule's  construction, 
It  ne'er  had  stra/d  from  dntjr's  tie, 

Nor  felt  a  magnet's  sly  seduction. 
GKils  would  you  keep  tranquil  hearts^ 

Your  snowy  fingers  must  be  nimble ; 
The  safest  shield  against  the  darts 

Of  Cupid,  is  Minerva's  thimble. 


MI8GBLLANB0U8. 


BIN6S   AND   SEALS. 

THOITAa  MOOI 

**  Go  1**  said  the  angiy  weeping  nmid, 
^  The  oharm  ib  broken  !^-once  betray'd, 
Ohl  never  can  m J  heart  tely 
On  word  or  look,  on  oath  or  sigh. 
Take  back  the  gifts^  so  sweetly  given, 
With  promis'd  faith  and  vows  to  heaven; 
That  little  ling,  which,  night  and  mom, 
With  wedded  tnith  my  hand  hath  worn ; 
That  seal  which  oft,  in  moments  blesty 
Thou  hast  upon  my  lip  impresty 
And  sworn  its  dewy  spring  should  be 
A  fountain  seal'd  for  only  thee  I 
Take,  take  them  back,  the  gift  and  tow, 
All  sullied,  lost^  and  hateful,  nowl*' 

I  took  the  ring — ^the  seal  I  took. 
While  ohl  her  every  tear  and  look 
Were  such  as  angels  look  and  shed, 
When  man  is  by  the  world  misled  1 
Gently  I  whieper'd,  "  Fahht,  dearl 
Not  half  thy  lover's  gifts  are  here : 
Say,  where  are  all  the  seals  he  gave 
To  eveiy  ringlet's  jetty  wave. 
And  where  is  every  one  he  printed 
Upon  that  Up,  so  ruby-tinted — 
Seals  of  the  purest  gem  of  bliss, 
Oh  I  richer,  softer,  fiur  than  this  I 

*'  And  then  the  ring — ^my  love  1  recaU 
How  many  rings,  delicious  all. 
His  arms  around  that  neck  hath  twisted, 
Twining  warmer  far  than  this  did  1 
Where  are  they  all,  so  sweet,  so  many? 
Oh  I  dearest,  give  back  all,  if  any  I" 

While  thus  I  murmur'd,  trembling  too 
Lest  all  the  nymph  had  voVd  was  troe, 
I  saw  a  smile  relenting  rise 
liid  the  moist  asure  of  her  eyes, 
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like  day-light  o*er  a  sea  of  bine, 
While  yet  the  air  is  dim  with  dew  I 
She  let  her  cheek  repose  on  mine. 
She  let  my  arms  aromid  her  twin&^> 
Oh  1  who  can  tell  the  bliss  one  feels 
Ic  thus  exchanging  rings  and  seals  I 


NETS   AND   GAGES. 

THOIUS  Mooim 
Oom,  listen  to  my  stoiy,  while 

Your  needle's  task  you  ply ; 
At  what  I  sing  some  maids  wiOl  smiley 

While  some,  perhaps,  may  sigh. 
Thoi]£^  Love's  the  theme,  and  Wisdom  blanks 

Such  florid  songs  as  ours, 
Yet  Truth,  sometimes,  like  eastern  dames^ 

Oan  speak  her  thoughts  by  floweia 
Then  listen,  maids,  come  listen,  while 

Your  needle's  task  you  ply ; 
At  -what  I  sing  there's  some  may  smiley 

While  some,  perhaps,  will  mgfa. 

Young  Oloe,  bent  on  catching  Lotcs^ 

Such  nets  had  leam'd  to  frame. 
That  none,  in  all  our  yales  and  gro^es^ 

Ere  cau^t  so  much  small  game : 
While  gentle  Sue,  less  given  to  roam, 

When  Gloe's  nets  were  taking 
These  flights  of  birds,  sat  still  at  home, 

One  small,  neat  Love-cage  making. 
Oome,  listen,  maids,  etc. 

Much  Qoe  laugh  d  at  Susan's  task ; 
But  mark  how  things  went  on : 
These  light-caught  Loves,  ere  you  oonM  §ak 

Their  name  and  age,  were  gone  1 
So  weak  poor  Oloe's  nets  were  wove. 
That,  though  she  charm'd  into  them 
New  game  each  hour,  the  youngest  Lore 
able  to  break  through  them. 
Oome^  listen,  maids,  etc. 
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Meanwhiley  yotmg  Sue,  whose  cage  was  wroan^ 

Of  bars  too  strong  to  sever, 
One  Love  with  golden  pinions  caught^ 

And  caged  him  there  forever ; 
Instructing  thereby,  all  coquettes, 

Whate'er  their  looks  or  ages, 
That,  though  'tis  pleasant  weaving  Neti^ 

'Tis  wiser  to  make  Gages., 
Thhs,  maidens,  thus  do  I  beguile 

The  task  your  fingers  ply — 
May  all  who  hear,  like  Susan  smQe^ 

Ahl  not  like  Cloe  si^^I  « 


SALAD. 

HfDMIf 

To  make  this  condiment,  your  poet  begs 

The  pounded  yellow  of  two  hard-boiled  eggs ; 

Two  boiled  potatoes,  passed  through  kitchen-sieve, 

Smoothness  and  softness  to  the  salad  give ; 

Let  onion  atoms  lurk  within  the  bowl. 

And,  half-suspected,  animate  the  whole. 

Of  mordant  mustard  add  a  single  spoon, 

Distrust  the  condiment  that  bites  so  soon; 

But  deem  it  not,  thou  maa  of  herbs,  a  &ult^ 

To  add  a  double  quantity  of  salt 

And,  lastly,  o'er  the  flavored  compound  toss 

A  magic  soup-spoon  of  anchovy  sauce. 

Oh,  green  and  glorious  I     Oh,  herbaceous  treat  I 

T  would  tempt  the  dying  anchorite  to  eat; 

Back  to  the  world  he  'd  turn  his  fleeting  soul, 

And  plunge  his  fingers  in  the  salad  bowl  I 

Serenely  fiill,  the  epicure  would  say. 

Fate  pan  not  harm  me,  I  have  dined  to-day  1 
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MY    LETTER8. 

R.  HABBn  BABHiK 
tttn  MrfirtB  maaet**— Old  Saw. 

▲hotbkb  mizzling,  drizzling  day  I 

Of  dearing  up  there 's  no  appearance ; 
Bo  III  sit  down  Tnthout  delay, 

And  here,  at  least^  1 11  make  a  clearance  i 

Oh  ne'er  "  on  sach  a*  day  as  this,'* 

Would  Dido  with  her  woes  oppressed 
Hare  woo'd  JBneas  back  to  bliss, 

Or  Trolius  gone  to  hunt  for  Oresmd  I 

No,  they  'd  have  stay'd  at  home,  like  me^ 

And  popp'd  their  toes  upon  the  fender, 
And  drank  a  quiet  cap  of  tea: 

On  days  like  this  one  can't  be  tender. 

80,  Molly,  dtaw  that  basket  nigher, 

And  put  my  desk  upon  the  table- 
Bring  that  portfolio— «tir  the  firo— 

Now  off  as  fiist  as  you  are  able ! 

Ftrst  here 's  a  card  from  MrSb  Grimei^ 
<<  A  ball  I"— «be  knows  that  I  'm  no  danoer*" 

Tliat  woman 's  ask'd  me  fifty  times, 
And  yet  I  never  send  an  answer. 

**  DiAR  Jack, — 

Just  lend  me  twenty  pounds, 
Tin  Monday  next,  when  I  'U  return  it 
Yours  truly, 

Henbt  Gibbsl" 
WhyZ— dsl 
I  'Te  seen  the  man  but  twice— here,  bum  it 

One  from  my  cousin  Sophy  Daw — 

Fun  of  Aunt  Margery's  distresses ; 
''The  cat  has  kitten'd  '  in  the  draw,' 

And  ruin'd  two  bran-new  silk  dresses." 
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From  Sam,  *'  The  01ianceIlor*B  motto,"-  ^nay 
Oonfomid  his  puns,  he  knows  I  hat£  'em; 

**  Pro  Rege,  Lege,  Grege,"— Ay, 
•<  For  King  read  Mob  I"    Brougham's  old  arraliMii 


From  Seraphina  Price—"  At  two" — 
"  Till  then  I  can't^  my  dearest  John,  stir ;" 

Two  more  because  I  did  not  go. 
Beginning  "  Wretch"  and  "  Faithless  Moosler  I 

"DkarSib,— 

«  This  morning  Mrs.  P 

Who 's  doing  quite  as  well  as  may  be, 

Presented  me  at  half  past  three 
Precisely,  with  another  baby. 

**  We  'U  name  it  John,  and  know  with  pleasure 
You  '11  stand" — ^Fiye  guineas  more,  confound  it  t— > 

I  wish  they  'd  call  it  NebuchadneKzar, 
Or  thrown  it  in  the  Thames  and  drown'd  it 

What  have  we  next?    A  civil  dun : 
<<  John  Brown  would  take  it  as  a  favor" — 

Another,  and  a  surlier  one, 

"  I  can't  put  up  with  aieh  behavior." 

**  Bin  so  long  standing," — "  quite  tired  out,**^ 
"Must  sit  down  to  insist  on  payment^" 

*  Galled  ten  times," — ^Here  's  a  fiiss  about 
A  few  coats,  waistcoats^  and  small  raiment 

For  once  I'll  send  an  answer,  and  in- 
form Mr.  Snip  he  need  n't  "  call"  so ; 

But  when  his  bill 's  as  "  tired  of  standing" 
As  he  is^  beg 't  will  "  sit  down  alsa" 

ffhis  from  my  rich  old  Uncle  Ned, 

Thanking  me  for  my  annual  present ; 
And  saying  he  last  Tuesday  wed 

His  cook-maid,  MoUy — ^vastly  pleasaoi  ^ 

An  ill-spelt  note  from  Tom  at  school, 

Begging  I  '11  let  him  learn  the  fiddle ; 
Another  from  that  precious  fool, 

Miss  Pyefinch,  with  a  stupid  riddle. 
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•  ly  ye  give  it  upT    Indeed  I  dol 
Confound  those  antiquated  minxes : 

I  won't  play  "  BiSy  Black'  to  a  '<  JSIim," 
Or  (EdipuB  to  such  old  sphinxes. 

A  note  sent  up  fix>m  Kent  to  show  me, 

Left  with  my  bailiff  Peter  £ing ; 
^^  11  bum  them  predous  stacks  down,  blow  met 

'^  YouiB  most  mnoerely, 

^'Oaftain  Swnra" 

Pour  begging  letters  with  petitions^ 

One  from  my  sister  Jane,  to  pray 
I H  execute  a  few  commissions" 

In  Bond-street^  *'  when  I  go  that  way." 

^  And  buy  at  PearaaU's  in  the  cily 
Twelre  skeins  of  silk  for  netting  purses : 

Color  no  matter,  so  it's  pretty; — 
Two  hundred  pens" — two  hundred  carssst 

/fom  Mistress  Jones :  "My  little  Billy 

Gk)es  up  his  schooling  to  begin, 
Wm  you  just  step  to  PiocadUly, 

And  meet  him  when  the  coach  comes  in  f 

^  And  then,  perhaps,  you  will  as  well,  see 
The  poor  dear  fellow  safe  to  school 

At  Dr.  Smith's  in  Little  Chelsea  1" 
Heayen  send  he  flog* the  little  fool! 

From  Lady  Snooks :  "  Dear  Sir,  you  know 
You  promised  me  last  week  a  Rebus ; 

A  something  smart  and  apropos^ 
For  my  new  Album  ?" — ^Aid  me,  Phosbost 

^  My  first  is  followed  by  my  second ; 

Yet  should  my  first  my  second  see, 
A  dire  mishap  it  would  be  reckon'd. 

And  sadly  shock'd  my  first  would  be. 

•*Were  I  but  what  my  whole  implies. 
And  paas'd  by  chance  across  your  portK 

Tou*d  cry  '  Can  I  believe  my  eyes  ? 
1  never  saw  so  queer  a  mortal  Y 
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**  For  tilien  my  head  would  not  be  on, 
My  arms  their  shoulders  mu0t  abandon ; 

My  rery  body  would  be  gone, 
I  should  not  haye  a  leg  to  stand  on." 

Gome  that's  dispatchM — ^wfaat  follows  ?—8tsy 
^  Reform  demanded  by  the  nation; 

Vote  for  Tagrag  and  Bobtail  1"    Ay, 
By  Joye  a  blessed  B^armaium/ 


Jack,  dap  the  saddle  upon 

Or  no  I — the  filly— sae's  the  fleeter ; 
Hie  devil  take  the  rain — here  goes, 

Fm  off— -a  plumper  for  Sir  Peter  I 


THE   POPLAR. 

R.  HABRIB 

At,  here  stands  the  Poplar,  so  tiill  and  so  stately, 
On  whose  tender  rind — ^'twas  a  little  one  then— > 

We  carved  her  initials ;  though  not  very  lately. 
We  think  in  the  year  eighteen  hundred  and  ten. 

Tea,  here  is  the  Gh  which  proclaimed  Qeorgiana ; 

Olir  heart's  empress  then ;  see,  'tis  grown  all  aedcew  ; 
And  it's  not  without  grief  we  {Perforce  entertain  a 

Conviction,  it  now  looks  much  more  like  a  Q. 

This  shocld  be  the  great  D  too,  that  once  stood  fer  DobUin, 
Her  lov'd  patronymic— ah  I  can  it  be  so  ? 

Its  once  fair  proportions,  time,  too,  has  been  robbing; 
A  D?— we'll  be  Deed  if  it  isn't  an  01 

Alas  1  how  the  soul  sentimental  it  vexes, 

That  thus  on  our  labors  stem  Ghranoa  should  frown ' 
Should  change  our  soft  liquids  to  imards  and  Xes, 

And  turn  true-love's  alphabet  all  upside  down  I 
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SPRING. 

▲    VXW    Y1B8I0N. 

THOMAS  EH)Oi^ 

TIm  dr  Utot  ilir»irdlj^-4t  li  Teiy  oold. 
Sm%  UliftiilpplBgaBdMgwaSr.**— HAMLn. 

GoMS,  genUe  Spring  I  ethereal  mOdnesSj  oome  I*' 
01  Thomson,  void  of  rhyme  as  well  as  reason, 

How  couldst  thou  thus  poor  human  nature  hum  ? 
There 's  no  such  season. 

Thid  Spring!  I  shrink  and  shudder  at  her  name ! 

For  why,  I  find  her  breath  a  bitter  blighter  I 
And  suffer  from  her  hlom  as  if  they  came 

From  Spring  the  Fighter. 

Her  praises,  then,  let  hardy  poets  sing, 
And  be  her  tonefbl  laureates  and  upholden^ 

Who  do  not  feel  as  if  they  had  a  Spring 
Poured  down  their  shoulders  I 

Let  others  eulogize  her  floral  shows ; 

Ftom  me  they  can  not  win  a  single  stann* 
I  know  her  blooms  are  in  fiiU  blow— and  so 's 

The  Influensa. 

Her  cowsUps,  stocks^  and  lilies  of  the  vale, 
Her  honey-blossoms  that  you  hear  the  bees  «t^ 

Her  pansies,  daffodils,  and  primrose  pale, 
Are  things  I  sneeze  atl 

Pair  is  the  vernal  quarter  of  the  year  I 
And  fidr  its  early  buddings  and  its  blowinga-— 

But  just  suppose  Consumption's  seeds  appear 
With  other  sowings  1 

Fcr  me,  I  find,  when  eastern  winds  are  high| 

A  frigid,  not  a  genial  inspiration ; 
Nor  can,  like  Iron-Chested  Chubb,  defy 

An  inflammation. 
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Smitten  by  breeEes  from  the  land  of  plagiM^ 
To  me  all  yemal  luxuries  are  fiibles, 

0 1  where 's  the  Spring  in  a  rheumatic  leg. 
Stiff  as  a  table's  ? 

I  Hmp  in  agon  j — ^I  wheeze  and  cough ; 

And  quake  with  Ague,  that  great  Agitator  ^ 
Nor  dream,  before  July,  of  leaving  off 

My  Bespirator. 

What  wonder  if  in  May  itself  I  lack 
A  peg  for  laudatory  verse  to  hang  on  ? — 

^ring,  mild  and  gentle  1 — yes,  a  Spring-heeled  Jadk 
To  those  he  sprang  on. 

In  shorty  whatever  panegyrics  lie 
In  fulsome  odes  too  many  to  be  cited, 

The  tenderness  of  Spring  is  all  my  eye^ 
And  that  18  blighted  I 


ODE. 
ov  ▲  vmrAXT  PRoeraor  of  clapham  academt. 

THOMAS  B00» 

Ah  me  I  those  old  fiumliar  bounds  1 
That  classic  house,  those  classic  grounds^ 

My  pensive  thought  recalls  1 
What  tender  urchins  now  confine. 
What  little  captives  now  repine^ 

Within  yon  irksome  walls  I 

Ay,  that's  the  very  house  I  I  know 
Its  ugly  windows,  ten  a  row  I 

Its  chimneys  in  the  rear  1 
And  there 's  the  iron  rod  so  high. 
That  drew  the  thunder  from  the  skj 

And  tomed  our  table-beer  I 
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There  I  was  birched  I  there  I  was  bred  i 
There  like  a  little  Adam  fed 

From  Leaming^s  woeful  tree  1 
The  weary  tasks  I  iised  to  con  I^ 
The  hopeless  leaves  I  wept  upon  I— ' 

Most  fruitful  leaves  to  me  1 

The  summoned  class  I — ^the  awful  bowt-» 
I  wonder  who  is  master  now 

And  wholesome  anguish  sheds  1 
How  many  ushers  now  empbya. 
How  many  maids  to  see  the  boys 

Have  nothing  in  their  heads  1 

And  Mis.  S  *  *  *?— Doth  she  abet 
(Like  Pallas  in  the  palor)  yet 

Some  favored  two  or  three-« 
The  little  Grichtons  of  the  hour, 
Her  muffin-medals  that  devour, 

And  swin  her  prize — ^bohea? 

Ay,  there 's  the  playground  I  there 's  the  bm% 
Beneath  whose  shade  in  summer's  prime 

So  wfldly  I  have  read  I — 
Who  sits  there  naWj  and  skims  the  cream 
Of  young  Romance,  and  weaves  a  dream 

Of  Love  and  Oottage-bread  ? 

Who  struts  the  Randall  of  the  walk  ? 
Who  models  tiny  heads  in  chalk  7 

Who  scoops  the  light  canoe  ? 
What  early  genius  buds  apace  ? 
Where 'sPoynter?  Harris?  Bowers?  QhaMt 

Hal  Baylis  ?  blithe  Carew  ? 

Alack  1  they're  gone — a  thousand  ways! 
And  some  are  serving  in  "  the  Careys," 

And  some  have  perished  young  I^ 
Jack  Harris  weds  his  second  wife ; 
Hal  Baylis  drives  the  wa/y^vt  ot  life ; 

And  blithe  Carew — is  hungl 
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Gkave  Bowers  teaches  ABO 
To  Savages  at  Owhyee ; 

Poor  Chase  is  wi^  the  wozms  1 — 
All  are  gone — ^the  olden  breed  1 — 
New  crops  of  mushroom  boys  snooeedi^ 

^  And  posh  us  from  our  formsr 

Lol  where  thej  scramble  forth,  and  shouts 
And  leap,  and  skip,  and  ijiob  about^ 

At  play  where  we  have  played! 
Some  hop,  some  run  (some  fiill),  some 
Their  crony  arms;  some  in  the  shine, 

And  some  are  in  the  shadel 

Lo  there  what  mixed  conditions  nm  I 
The  orphan  lad ;  the  widow's  son ; 

And  Fortune's  &yored  care-^ 
The  wealthy  bom,  for  whom  she  hath 
Macadamiased  tlie  future  path — 

The  nabob's  pampered  heirl 


Some  brightly  starred — some  evil 
For  honor  some,  and  some  for  scorn — 

For  fiur  or  foul  renown  1 
Good,  bad,  indifferent— ^one  they  lack  I 
Look,  here's  a  white,  and  there's  a  black? 

And  there 's  a  Creole  brown  I 


Some  laugh  and  sing,  some  mope  and 
And  wish  fheir  frugal  sres  would  keep 

Their  only  sons  at  home; — 
Some  tease  the  future  tense,  and  plan 
The  fuU-grown  doings  of  the  man, 

And  pant  for  years  to  come  1 


A  foolish  wish  1    There 's  one  at  hoop ; 
And  four  &%  fives/  and  five  who  stoop 

The  marble  taw  to  speed  1 
And  one  that  curvets  in  and  ont^ 
Reining  his  fellow-cob  abouty 

Would  I  were  in  his  tietdl 
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Tet  he  would  gladly  halt  and  drop 
That  boyish  harness  o%  to  swop 

With  this  world's  heavy  van — 
To  toil,  to  tug.    OlitUefooll 
While  thou  can  be  a  horse  at  school 

To  wish  to  be  a  mani 

Perchance  thou  deem'st  it  were  a  thing 
To  wear  a  crown — ^to  be  a  kingi 

And  sleep  on  regal  down  I 
Alas  I  thou  knoVst  not  kingly  cares; 
Far  happier  is  thy  head  that  wears 

That  hat  without  a  crown  I 

And  dost  thou  think  that  years  acquire 
New  added  joys  ?    Dost  think  thy  sire 

More  happy  than  his  son? 
That  numhood's  mirth? — 0,  go  thy  ways 
To  Drury-lane  when P^^ 

And  see  how  forced  our  fun  I 

Thy  taws  are  brave  1 — thy  tope  are  rare  I— 
Our  tops  are  spun  with  ooils  of  care, 

Our  dumps  are  no  delight  1^ 
The  Elgin  marbles  are  but  tame, 
And  'tis  at  best  a  sorry  game 

To  fly  the  Muse's  kite  1 

Our  hearts  are  dough,  our  heels  are  lead^ 
Our  topmost  joys  M  duU  and  dead, 

Like  baUs  with  no  rebound  I 
And  often  with  a  faded  eye 
We  look  behind,  and  send  a  sigh 

Toward  that  merry  ground  1 

Then  be  contented.    Thou  hast  gol 
The  most  of  heaven  in  thy  young  lot; 

There 's  sky-blue  in  thy  cup  I 
Thou  'It  find  thy  manhood  all  too  fas^^ 
Soon  come,  soon  gone  I  and  age  at  lasl 

A  Sony  Jntakmg  up  I 
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SCHOOL  AND   SCHOOL-FELLOWS. 

W.  MAOKWOBTB  PSAMI 

TwKLvs  years  ago  I  made  a  mock 

Of  filthy  trades  and  traflSlcs : 
I  wondered  what  they  meant  by  stook; 

I  wrote  delightUd  sapphics : 
I  knew  the  streets  of  Rome  and  Troy, 

I  sapped  with  &tes  and  furies ; 
Twelve  years  ago  I  was  a  boy, 

A  happy  boy  at  Drury's. 

Twelve  years  ago  I — ^how  many  a  thought 

Of  ^ed  paios  and  pleasures. 
Those  whispered  syllables  have  brought 

From  memory's  hoarded  treasures  I 
The  fields,  the  forms,  the  beasts,  the  bookm 

The  glories  and  disgraces, 
The  voices  of  dear  fiiends,  the  looks 

Of  old  familiar  &ce& 

Where  are  my  fiiends? — ^I  am  alone, 

No  playmate  shares  my  beaker^  - 
Some  he  beneath  the  church-yard  stone. 

And  some  before  the  Speaker; 
And  some  compose  a  tragedy, 

And  some  compose  a  rondo; 
And  some  draw  sword  for  liberty. 

And  some  draw  pleas  for  John  Doe. 

Tom  Mill  was  used  to  blacken  eyes, 

Without  the  fear  of  sessions ; 
Charles  Medler  loathed  false  quantitiee, 

As  much  as  fiilse  professions ; 
Now  Mill  keeps  order  in  the  land, 

A  magistrate  pedantic ; 
And  Medler's  feet  repose  unscanned 

Beneath  the  wide  Atlantic 

Wild  Nick,  whose  oaths  made  such  a  diB« 

Does  Dr.  Martext's  duty; 
And  Mullion,  with  that  monstrous  diin. 

Is  married  to  a  beauty ; 
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And  Darrel  stadies,  week  bj  week. 

His  Maat  and  not  his  Man  ton; 
And  Ball,  who  was  but  poor  at  Greek, 

Is  Yeiy  rich  at  Canton. 

And  I  am  eight-and-twentj  now^ 

The  world's  cold  chain  has  bound 
And  darker  shades  are  on  my  brow, 

And  sadder  scenes  around  me : 
In  Parliament  I  fill  my  seat, 

With  many  other  noodles; 
And  lay  my  head  in  Gkrmyn-streei, 
•  And  sip  my  hock  at  Doodle's, 

But  often  when  the  cares  of  life, 

Have  set  my  temples  aching, 
When  visions  haunt  me  of  a  wife, 

When  duns  await  my  waking, 
When  Lady  Jane  is  in  a  pet, 

Or  Hobby  in  a  hurry, 
When  Oaptain  Hazard  wins  a  bet, 

Or  Beanlieu  q>oil3  a  cuny : 

For  hours  and  hours,  I  think  and  talk 

Of  each  remembered  hobby : 
I  long  to  loimge  in  Poet's  Walk— 

Or  shiver  in  the  lobby ; 
I  wish  that  I  could  run  away 

From  House,  and  oourt,  and  levee, 
Where  bearded  men  appear  to-day, 

JTust  Eton  boys,  grown  heavy ; 

That  I  could  bask  in  childhood's  sun, 

And  dance  o'er  childhood's  rosee; 
And  find  huge  wealth  in  one  pound 

Vast  wit  and  broken  noses; 
And  pray  Sir  Qtilea  at  Datchet  Lane, 

And  call  the  milk-maids  Houris; 
That  I  could  be  a  boy  again — 

A  happy  boy  at  Ihruiy's  I 
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THE  VICAR. 

W.  MAOKWOBTH  PmAtt 

Bom  jeaiB  ago^  ere  Time  and  Taste 

Had  tamed  our  parish  topsj-torvj, 
When  Darnel  Park  was  Darnel  Waste, 

And  roads  as  little.known  as  scurvy, 
The  man  who  lost  his  waj  between 

St  Maiys'  Hm  and  Sandy  Thicket^ 
Was  always  shown  across  the  Green, 

And  guided  to  the  Parson*s  Wicket 

Back  flew  the  bolt  of  lisson  lath; 

Fair  Margaret  in  her  tidy  kirtle, 
Led  the  lorn  trayeler  iq>  the  path, 

Through  dean-dipped  rows  of  box  and  myrtie : 
And  Don  and  Sancho,  Tramp  and  Tray, 

Upon  the  paiior  steps  ooUected, 
Wagged  all  ^eir  taila^  and  seemed  to  say, 

«Oar  master  knows  you ;  you  're  expected  I" 

Up  rose  the  Beverend  Doctor  Brown, 

Up  rose  tlie  Doctor's  ''winsome  mazrow;" 
The  lady  lay  her  knitting  down. 

Her  husband  clasped  his  ponderous  Banow; 
Whate'er  the  stranger's  caste  or  creed. 

Pundit  or  papist^  saint  or  sinner, 
He  found  a  stable  for  his  steed, 

And  welcome  for  himsdf^  and  dinner. 

I^  when  he  reached  his  journey's  end, 

And  warmed  himself  in  court  or  college^ 
He  had  not  gained  an  honest  friend. 

And  twenty  curious  scraps  of  knowledge:-* 
If  he  departed  as  he  came. 

With  no  new  light  on  love  or  liquor,^ 
Gkwd  sooth  the  traveler  was  to  blame, 

And  not  the  Vicarage,  or  the  Vicar. 

ffis  talk  was  like  a  stream  whidi  runs 
With  rapid  change  from  rocks  to  roses; 

It  slipped  from  politics  to  puns: 
It  passed  from  Mobammed  to  Moses: 
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Begimiing  with  the  laws  which  keep 

The  planets  in  their  radiant  couraes^ 
And  ending  with  some  precept  deep 

For  dreeaing  eels  or  shoeing  horsea 

He  was  a  shrewd  and  sound  diyme, 

Of  loud  Dissent  the  mortal  terror ; 
And  when,  bj  dint  of  page  and  line, 

He  'stablished  Truth,  or  started  Error, 
The  Baptist  found  him  &r  too  deep; 

The  Deist  sighed  with  saying  sorrow; 
And  the  lean  Levite  went  to  sleep^ 

And  dreamed  of  tasting  pork  to-morrow. 

His  sermons  never  said  or  showed 

That  Earth  is  foul,  that  Heaven  is  gradoas^ 
Without  refreshment  on  the  road 

From  JTerome,  or  from  Athanasius; 
And  sure  a  righteous  zeal  insfpired 

The  hand  and  head  that  penned  and  plim^  them, 
For  all  who  understood,  admired. 

And  some  who  did  not  understand  thein. 

He  wrote,  too,  in  a  quiet  way, 

SmaQ  treatises  and  smaller  verses ; 
And  sage  remarks  on  chalk  and  daj, 

And  hints  to  noble  lords  and  nurses ; 
True  histories  of  last  year's  ghost^ 

Lines  to  a  ringlet  or  a  turban; 
And  trifles  for  the  Morning  Poet, 

And  nothing  for  Sylvanus  Urban. 

He  did  not  think  all  mischief  fair. 

Although  he  had  a  knack  of  joking; 
He  did  not  make  himself  a  bear. 

Although  he  had  a  taste  for  smoking 
And  when  religious  sects  ran  mad. 

He  held,  in  spite  of  all  his  learning, 
That  if  a  man's  belief  is  bad, 

It  win  not  be  improved  by  bumini^ 

And  he  was  kind,  and  loved  to  sit 
Tn  the  low  hut  or  garnished  cottage, 
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And  praise  the  fanner's  homelj  wit. 
And  share  the  widow's  homelier  pottage : 

At  his  approach  complaint  grew  mild, 
And  when  his  hand  unbarred  the  Gutter, 

The  dammj  lips  of  Fever  smiled 
The  welcome  which  thej  could  not  utter. 

He  always  had  a  tale  for  me 

Of  Juli'os  Caesar  or  of  Venus : 
From  him  I  learned  the  rule  of  three, 

Oat's  cradle,  leap-frog,  and  Quae  genus ; 
I  used  to  singe  his  powdered  wig, 

To  steal  the  staff  he  put  such  trust  in ; 
And  make  the  puppj  dance  a  jig 

When  he  began  to  quote  Augustin. 

Alack  the  change  I  in  vain  I  look 

For  haunts  in  which  my  boyhood  trifled ; 
The  level  lawn,  the  trickling  brook, 

The  trees  I  dimbed,  the  beds  I  rifled: 
The  church  is  larger  than  befbre : 

You  reach  it  by  a  carriage  entry : 
It  holds  three  hundred  people  more: 

And  pews  are  fitted  up  for  gentry. 

Sit  is  %e  Yicar^s  seat:  you'll  hear 

The  doctrine  of  a  gentle  Johnian, 
Whose  hand  is  white,  whose  tone  is  dear, 

Whose  tone  is  very  Ciceronian. 
Where  is  the  old  man  laid  ? — ^look  down, 

And  construe  on  the  slab  before  you, 
Hio  Jaoit  GUJLqLMUS  BROWN, 

YiR  Nulla,  non  donandus  laura. 


THE  BACHELOR'S  CANE-BOTTOMED  CHAIR. 

W.  M.  THAOnSAI 

bf  tattered  old  slippers  that  toast  at  the  bars, 
And  a  ragged  old  jacket  perfumed  with  dgars, 
Away  from  the  world  and  its  toils  and  its  cares, 
I  Ve  a  snug  little  kmgdom  up  four  pair  of  stairs. 
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To  mount  to  thia  realm  is  a  toil,  to  be  sure, 

But  thb  fire  there  is  bright  and  the  air  rather  pure ; 

And  the  view  I  behold  on  a  smishiny  day 

Is  gnmd  through  the  chimney-pots  over  the  way. 

This  snug  little  chamber  is  crammed  in  all  nooks, 

With  worthless  old  knicknacks  and  silly  old  books, 

And  foolish  old  odds  and  foolish  old  ends, 

Cracked  bargains  from  brokers^  cheap  keepsakes  from  friemk 

Old  armor,  prints,  pictores,  pipes^  china  (all  cracked), 

Old  rickety  tables,  and  chairs  broken-badked ; 

A  twopenny  treasury,  wondrous  to  see ; 

What  matter?  'tis  pleasant  to  you,  friend,  and  me. 

No  better  divan  need  the  Sultan  require, 
Than  the  creaking  old  sofk  that  basks  by  the  fire; 
And  'tis  wonderfbl,  surely,  what  music  you  get 
From  the  rickety,  ramshackle,  wheezy  spinet 

That  praying-rug  came  fi*om  a  Turcoman's  camp; 
By  Tiber  once  twinkled  that  brazen  old  lamp ; 
A  Mameluke  fierce  yonder  dagger  has  drawn: 
'Tis  a  murderous  knife  to  toast  muffins  upon. 

Long,  long  through  the  hours,  and  the  night,  and  the  dhuna^ 
Here  we  talk  of  old  books,  and  old  friends,  and  old  times; 
As  we  sit  in  a  fog  made  of  rich  Latakie 
This  chamber  is  pleasant  to  you,  fiiend,  and  me. 

But  of  all  the  cheap  treasures  that  garnish  my  nest^ 
There 's  one  that  I  love  and  I  cherish  the  best ; 
For  the  finest  of  couches  that 's  padded  with  hair 
I  never  would  change  thee,  my  cane-bottomed  chair. 


•» 


Tis  a  bandy-legged,  high-shouldered,  worm-eaten 
With  a  creaking  old  back,  and  twisted  old  feet; 
But  since  the  fair  morning  when  Fanny  sat  there, 
I  bless  thee  and  love  thee,  old  cane-bottomed  chair. 

if  chairs  have  but  feeling  in  holding  such  charma 

A  thrill  must  have  passed  through  your  wiC  Jted  old  anosf 

I  looked,  and  I  longed,  and  I  wished  in  despair; 

I  wished  myself  turned  to  a  cane- bottomed  diair. 
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It  was  but  a  moment  she  sat  in  this  place. 

She  'd  a  scarf  on  her  neck,  and  a  smile  on  her  fiuse  I 

A  smile  on  her  face,  and  a  rose  in  her  hair, 

And  she  sat  there,  and  bloomed  in  my  cane-bottomed  ehaic 

And  so  I  have  valued  mj  diair  ever  since. 

Like  the  shrine  of  a  saint^  or  the  throne  of  a  piinoe; 

Saint  Fahnt,  mj  patroness  sweet  I  declare, 

The  queen  of  my  heart  and  my  cane-bottomed  chiir. 

When  the  candles  bum  bw,  and  the  company 's  gone, 
In  the  silence  of  night  as  I  sit  here  alone — 
I  sit  here  alone,  but  we  yet  are  a  pair — 
My  Fannt  I  see  in  my  cane-bottomed  chair. 

She  oomes  from  the  past  and  revisits  my  room ; 
She  looks  as  she  then  did,  all  beauty  and  bloom; 
So  smiling  and  tender,  so  fresh  and  so  £ur, 
And  yonder  she  sits  in  my  cane-bottomed  chur 


STANZAS   TO    PALE   ALE. 

Oh  1  I  have  loved  thee  fondly,  ever 
.  Preferred  thee  to  the  choicest  wine ; 
From  thee  my  lips  they  could  not  sever 

By  saying  thou  contain'dst  strychnine. 
Did  I  believe  the  slander?    Never! 

I  held  thee  still  to  be  divine. 

For  me  thy  color  hath  a  charm, 
Although  'tds  true  they  call  thee  Pale ; 

And  be  thou  cold  when  I  am  warm, 
As  late  I  Ve  been — so  high  the  scale 

Of  FAHREiniEiT — and  febrile  harm 
Allay,  refrigerating  Ale  I 

How  sweet  thou  art  I-^yet  bitter,  too 
And  sparkling,  like  satiric  fon ; 

But  how  much  better  thee  to  brew, 
Than  a  conundrum  or  a  pun, 

It  is,  in  every  point  of  view, 
Mtipt  be  aIlow*d  by  every  ona 


nnraft 
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Befteah  my  heart  and  cool  my  throaty 

light^  aiiy  child  of  malt  and  hops  I 
That  dost  not  stuf^  engross,  and  bloat 

The  skin,  the  ades^  the  diin,  the  chopi^ 
And  burst  the  buttons  off  the  ooat^ 

Like  stout  and  porter — ^&ttening  slops  I 


CHILDREN   MUST   BE   PAID   FOR." 

tVMHUL 

Sweet  is  the  sound  of  infant  voice ; 

Young  innocence  is  full  of  charms: 
There 's  not  a  pleasure  half  so  choice, 

As  tossing  up  a  child  in  annsL 
Babyhood  is  a  blessed  state, 

Fdidty  expressly  made  for; 
But  still,  on  earth  it  is  our  fate, 

That  even  '*  Children  must  be  paid  for.** 

If  in  an  omnibus  we  ride, 

It  is  a  beauteous  sight  to  see. 
When  fuU  the  vehicle  inside. 

Age  taking  childhood  on  its  knee. 
But  in  the  dog-days'  scorching  heat, 

When  a  slight  breath  of  air.  is  pray*d  fiir, 
Half  suffocated  in  our  seat^ 

We  feel  that  "  Children  must  be  paid  for." 

There  is  about  the  sports  of  youth 

A  charm  that  reaches  eveiy  hear^ 
Marbles  or  tops  are  games  of  truth, 

The  bat  plays  no  deceiver's  part 
But  if  we  hear  a  sudden  crash, 

No  explanation  need  be  stay'd  for, 
We  know  there 's  something  gone  to  smash ; 

We  feel  that  "  Children  must  be  paid  for." 

How  exquisite  the  infant's  pjace, 

When,  clambering  upon  the  knee, 
The  chemb,  smiling,  tAkos  his  place 

Fpon  his  mother's  lap  at  tea; 

3* 
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PerchAnoe  the  beverage  flows  o*er, 
And  leaves  a  stain  there  is  no  aid  fin*, 

On  carpet^  dress,  or  chair.    Once  more 
We  feel  that  "  Children  must  be  paid  Sat.** 

Presiding  at  the  festive  board, 

With  many  faces  laughing  round, 
DoU  melancholj  is  ignored 

Whije  mirth  and  joUity  abonnu : 
We  see  our  table  amply  spread 

With  knives  and  forks  a  docen  laid  fat; 
Then  pause  to  think : — ''How  are  thej  fed T' 

Yes,  ''  Children  must  indeed  be  paid  fori** 


THE   MUSQUITO. 

WILUAM  OULLBT  BKTiUn 

insect  1  that,  with  thread-like  legs  spread  out^ 

And  blood-extracting  bill,  and  filmy  wing. 
Dost  murmur,  as  thou  slowly  sail'st  about, 

In  pitiless  ears  fiill  many  a  plaintive  thing, 
And  tell  how  little  our  large  veins  should  bleed, 
Would  we  but  yield  them  to  thy  bitter  need* 

Unwillingly,  I  own,  and,  what  is  worse, 

FuU  angrily  men  hearken  to  thy  plaint; 
Thou  gettest  many  a  brush  and  many  a  curse, 

For  saying  thou  art  gaunt,  and  starved,  and  fiunt : 
Even  the  old  beggar,  while  he  asks  for  food, 
Would  kill  thee,  hapless  stranger,  if  he  could. 

I  call  thee  stranger,  for  the  town,  I  ween. 

Has  not  the  honor  of  so  proud  a  birfh — 
Thou  com'st  from  Jersey  meadows,  fresh  and  greeo, 

The  ofi^ring  of  the  gods,  though  bom  on  earth; 
For  Titan  was  thy  sire,  and  fair  was  she, 
The  ocean -nymph  that  nursed  thy  in^cy. 

Beneath  the  rushes  was  thy  cradle  swung. 
And  when,  at  length,  thy  gauzy  wings  grew  strong. 

Abroad  to  gentle  airs  their  folds  were  flung. 
Rose  in  the  sky,  and  bore  thee  soft  along ; 
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The  Boath  wind  breathed  to  waft  thee  on  thy  way, 
And  danced  and  shone  beneath  the  billowy  bay. 

Oalm  rose  a&r  the  city  spires,  and  thence 
Game  the  deep  murmur  of  its  throng  of  men, 

And  as  its  grateful  odors  met  thy  sense, 
They  seemed  the  perfumes  of  thy  native  fen. 

Fair  lay  its  crowded  streets,  and  at  the  sight 

Thy  tiny  song  grew  shriller  with  delight 

At  length  thy  pinion  fluttered  in  Broadway — 
Ah,  there  were  fairy  steps,  and  white  necks  kissed 

By  wanton  airs,  and  eyes  whose  killing  ray 
Shone  through  the  snowy  vails  like  stars  through  mist; 

And  fresh  as  mom,  on  many  a  cheek  and  chin, 

Bloomed  the  bright  blood  through  the  transparent  ddn. 

Sure  these  were  sights  to  tempt  an  anchorite  1 
What  I  do  I  hear  thy  slender  voice  complain? 

Tbou  wailest  when,  I  talk  jof  beauty  *s  light^ 
As  if  it  brought  th^  memory  of  pain: 

Thou  art  a  wayward  being — ^well— <X)me  near, 

And  pour  thy  tale  of  sorrow  in  my  ear.  . 

What  say^st  thou,  slanderer! — ^rouge  makes  thee  sick? 

And  Ohina  Bloom  at  best  is  sorry  food? 
And  Rowland's  Ealydor,  if  laid  on  thick, 

Poisons  the  thirsty  wretch  that  bores  for  blood? 
Gol  'twas  a  Just  reward  that  met  thy  crime — 
But  shun  the  sacrilege  another  tame. 

That  bloom  was  made  to  look  at — ^not  to  touch ; 

To  worship— not  approach — that  radiant  white; 
And  well  might  sudden  vengeance  light  on  such 

As  dared,  Uke  thee,  most  impiously  to  bite. 
Thou  should'st  have  gased  at  distance,  and  admired— 
Murmured  thy  admiration,  and  retired. 

Thou  *rt  welcome  to  the  town — ^but  why  come  here 

To  bleed  a  brother  poet,  gaunt  Uke  thee? 
Alas  I  the  little  blood  I  have  is  dear, 

And  thin  will  be  the  banquet  drawn  from  me. 
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Look  round — ^the  pale-ejed  eisters  in  my  ceD, 
Thy  old  aoquaintanoo,  Song  and  Famine,  dwelL 

Try  some  plmnp  alderman,  and  sock  the  blood 
Enriched  by  generous  wine  and  oosdy  meat ; 

On  well-filled  skins,  sleek  as  thy  natiye  mud, 
Fix  thy  light  pump,  and  press  thy  fi^ckled  £9el: 

Go  to  the  men  for  whom,  in  ocean's  halls. 

The  oyster  breeds,  and  the  green  turtle  sprawki 

There  corks  are  drawn,  and  the  red  vintage  flowi^ 
To  fill  the  swelling  veins  for  thee,  and  now 

The  ruddy  cheek,  and  now  the  ruddier  nose 
Shall  tempt  thee,  as  thou  flittest  round  the  bro^  : 

And  when  the  hour  of  sleep  its  quiet  brings. 

No  angry  hand  shall  rise  to  brush  thy  winga 


TO  THE  LADY  IN  THE  CHEMISETTE  AVITH 

BLACK  BUTTONS. 

V,  p.  WILLia 

I  KNOW  not  who  thou  art,  thou  lovely  one. 
Thine  eyes  were  drooped,  thy  lips  half  sorrowful, 
Yet  didst  thou  eloquently  smile  on  me, 
While  handing  up  thy  sixpence  through  the  hole 
Of  that  o'er-fi*eighted  omnibus  I — ah,  me  !— 
The  world  is  full  of  meetings  such  as  this; 
A  thrill — a  voiceless  challenge  and  reply. 
And  sudden  partings  after — ^we  may  pass, 
And  know  not  of  each  other's  nearness  now, 
Thou  in  the  Knickerbocker  line,  and  I 
Lone  in  the  Waverley  1    Oh  1  life  of  pain ; 
And  even  should  I  pass  where  thou  dost  dwell— 
Nay,  see  thee  in  the  basement  taking  tea — 
So  cold  is  this  inexorable  world, 
I  must  glide  on,  I  dare  not  feast  mine  eye, 
I  dare  not  make  articulate  my  love, 
Nor  o'er  the  iron  rails  that  hom  thee  in 
Venture  to  throw  to  thee  my  innocent  card, 
Not  imowing  thy  papa. 


Hast  thoa  papa? 
Is  Hiy  progenitor  aliv  e,  fair  girl  ? 
And  what  doth  he  for  lucre?    Loagainl 
A  shadow  o*er  the  face  of  this  fair  dreamt 
For  thou  maj'st  be  as  beautiful  as  Love 
Oan  make  thee,  and  the  ministering  hands 
Of  mininerS)  incapable  of  more, 
Be  lifted  at  thy  shapeliness  and  air, 
And  sdn  'twixt  me  and  thee,  invisiblj, 
Majrisea  wall  of  adamant    My  breath 
TJp<m  m J  pale  lip  freezes  as  I  name 
l^nhattan's  orient  verge,  and  eke  the  west 
In  its  &r  down  extremity.    Thy  sire 
May  be  the  signer  of  a  temperance  pledge^ 
And  dad  all  deoently  may  walk  the  earths 
Nay — may  be  numbered  with  that  blessed  few 
Who  never  ask  for  discount — yet^  alas  I 
If,  homeward  wending  from  his  daily  cares. 
He  go  by  Murphy's  line,  thence  eastward  tending* 
Or  westward  from  the  line  of  Eipp  &  Brown — 
My  vision  is  departed  1    Harshly  falls 
The  doom  upon  the  ear,  "  She 's  not  genteel  I" 
And  pitOess  is  woman  who  doth  keep 
Of  "  good  society"  the  golden  key  I 
And  gentlemen  are  bound,  as  are  the  stan^ 
To  stoop  not  after  riang  1 

Butfiirewell, 
And  I  shall  look  for  thee  in  streets  where  dwell 
The  passengers  by  Broadway  Lines  alone  1 
And  if  my  dreams  be  true,  and  thou,  indeed, 
irt  only  not  more  bvely  than  genteel — 
Then,  lady  of  the  snow-white  chemisette, 
The  heart  which  venturously  cross'd  o'er  to  (hat 
Upon  that  bridge  of  sixpence,  may  remain — 
And,  with  up-town  devotedness  and  truth, 
Mj  love  shall  hover  round  thee  I 
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COME   OUT,    LOVE. 

N.  P.   WILL1& 

AvffmwunL-'ThB  poel  •tortafrom  Um  BoiHlng  Green  to  take  hie  eweefeheert  09 
to  Tlunnpeon'e  for  en  loe,  or  (If  ehe  le  InoUned  for  more)  loe^  He  ennflnai  Ui 
■raee  to  mettore  vhleh  eny  ereiy-dej  men  end  yonng  women  mey  eee  in  taklag 
llie  eeme  promenede  to  the  eeme  innooant  refreehmenk 

CoMS  out^  love — the  night  is  enchanting ! 

The  moon  hangs  just  over  Broadway; 
The  stars  are  all  lighted  and  panting — 

(Hot  weather  np  there,  I  dare  say  1) 
'Tis  seldom  that  "  coolness*'  entices, 

And  love  is  no  better  for  chiUing— 
But  come  up  to  Thompson's  for  ices. 

And  cool  your  warm  heart  for  a  shilling  t 

What  perfume  comes  balmily  o'er  us  ? 

l£nt  juleps  from  Oity  Hotel  1 
A  loafer  is  smoking  before  us — 

(A  nasty  cigar,  by  the  smell  I) 
O  Woman  I  thou  secret  past  knowing 

Like  lilacs  that  grow  by  the  wall. 
You  breathe  evexy  air  that  is  going, 

Yet  gather  but  sweetness  from  aU  I 

On,  on  I  by  Bl  Paul's,  and  the  Astor  I 

Religion  seems  veiy  ill-plann'd ! 
For  one  day  we  list  to  the  pastor, 

For  six  days  we  list  to  the  band  I 
The  sermon  may  dwell  on  the  future. 

The  organ  your  pulses  may  calm — 
When — ^pest  1 — that  remembered  cachudia 

Upsets  both  the  sermon  and  psalm  1 

Oh,  pity  the  love  that  must  utter 

While  goes  a  swift  omnibus  by  1 
(Though  sweet  is  I  scream*  when  tibie  fluttar 

Of  tans  shows  thermometers  high)-— 
But  if  wha^i  I  bawl,  or  I  mutter, 

Falls  into  your  ear  but  to  die, 
Oh,  the  dew  that  falls  into  the  gutter 

Is  not  mori>  unhappy  than  1 1 


QiMry   aBiOTld  fhie  be  ie»  crmm,  or  Xeortam  f— Ainlir'e  Aii<L 
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THE  WHITE   CHIP   HAT. 

K.  P.  wnui 
I  fasb'd  her  one  day  in  a  hurry. 

When  late  for  the  Post  with  a  letter — 
I  think  near  the  corner  of  Murray — 

And  up  rose  my  heart  as  I  met  her  1 
I  ne*er  saw  a  parasol  handled 

So  like  to  a  duchess's  doing — 
I  ne'er  saw  a  slighter  foot  sandal'd, 

Or  80  fit  to  exhale  in  the  shoeing— 
Lovely  thing  1 

Surprising  I— one  woman  can  dish  us 

So  many  rare  sweets  up  together  I 
Toumure  absolutely  delicious — 

Chip  hat  without  flower  or  feather — 
Well-gloved  and  enchantingly  boddiced, 

Her  waist  like  the  cup  of  a  lily — 
And  an  air,  that^  while  daintily  modesty 

Bepell'd  both  the  saucy  and  silly — 
Quite  the  thing  1 

For  such  a  rare  wonder  you  11  say,  sir, 

There 's  reason  in  tearing  one's  tether— 
And,  to  see  her  again  in  Broadway,  sir, 

Who  would  not  be  lavish  of  leather  I 
I  met  her  again,  and  as  you  know 

I  'm  sage  as  old  Voltaire  at  Femey — 
But  I  said  a  bad  word — ^for  my  Juno 

Lookd  sweet  on  a  sneaking  attorney-* 
Horrid  thing  1 

Away  flies  the  dream  I  had  nourish'd-*- 

My  castles  like  mockery  fall,  sir ! 
And,  now,  the  fine  airs  that  she  flourish'd 

Seem  varnish  and  crockery  all,  sir  1 
The  bright  cup  which  angels  might  handle 

Turns  earthy  when  finger'd  by  asses— 
And  the  star  tiiat  "swaps"  light  with  a  oandk^ 

Thflooeforth  for  a  pennyworth  passes  I — 
mot  the  thing  1 


|4  MIBOXLLAKEOVfr. 

TOU   KNOW   IF   IT   WAS  YOU. 

V.  p. 

Ab  the  chill'd  robin,  bound  to  Florida 

Upon  a  mom  of  autumn,  crosses  flying 
The  air-track  of  a  snipe  most  passing  faiiv^ 
Yet  colder  in  her  blood  than  she  is  fiur— 
And  as  that  robin  lingers  on  the  wing, 
And  feels  the  snipe's  flight  in  the  eddying  air, 
And  loves  her  for  her  coldness  not  the  looD 
But  fain  would  win  her  to  that  warmer  sky 
Where  love  lies  waking  with  the  fragrant  stanh 
Lo  I-— a  languisher  for  sunnier  dimes. 
Where  fruity  lea^  blossom,  on  the  trees  foreTer 
Image  the  tropic  deaUilessness  of  love — 
Have  met^  and  long'd  to  win  thee,  fairest  lady, 
To  a  more  genial  dime  than  cold  Broadway  I 

Tranquil  and  effortless  thou  glidest  on. 
As  doth  the  swan  upon  the  yielding  water, 
And  with  a  cheek  like  alabaster  cold ! 
But  as  thou  didst  divide  the  amorous  air 
Just  opposite  the  Astor,  and  didst  lift 
That  Tail  of  languid  lashes  to  look  in 
At  Leary's  tempting  window — lady  1  then 
My  heart  sprang  in  beneath  that  fring6d  vai]. 
Like  an  adventurous  bird  that  would  escape 
To  some  warm  chamber  from  the  outer  cold  I 
And  there  would  I  delightedly  remain, 
And  dose  that  fring6d  window  with  a  kisa^ 
And  in  the  warm  sweet  chamber  of  thy  bretil^ 
Be  prisoner  forever  1 


THE   DECLARATION. 

V.  p. 

T  WAS  late,  and  the  gay  company  was  gone, 
And  light  lay  soft  on  the  deserted  room 
From  alabaster  vases,  and  a  scent 
Of  orange-leaves,  and  sweet  verbena  cama 
njough  the  uci^utterVl  window  on  ^Ha  aid 
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And  the  rich  pIctoreB  with  their  dark  M  iiiiti 
Hong  like  a  twiligiit  landscape^  and  all  things 
Seem'd  hush'd  into  a  aluinber.    Isabel, 
The  dark-eyed,  spiritaal  Isabel 
Was  leaning  on  her  harp,  and  I  had  staj'd 
To  whisper  what  I  oonld  not  when  the  crowd 
Hung  on  her  look  like  worshipers.    I  knelt, 
And  with  the  fervor  of  a  lip  unused 
To  ^ae  cool  breath  of  reason,  told  my  love. 
There  was  no  answer,  and  I  took  the  hand 
That  rested  on  the  strings,  and  preas'd  a  kias 
Upon  it  unfbrbidden — and  again 
Besought  her,  that  this  silent  eyidenoe 
That  I  was  not  indifferent  to  her  hearty 
Might  have  the  seal  of  one  sweet  syllable. 
I  kias'd  the  small  white  fingers  as  I  spoke. 
And  she  withdrew  them  gently,  and  upraised 
Her  forehead  from  its  resting-place,  and  U)Qk'<3 
Eamestiiy  on  me-^She  had  been  adeep  I 


LOVE   IN   A    COTTAGB. 

x.  P 

may  talk  of  love  in  a  cottage, 

And  bowers  of  trellised  yine— 
Of  nature  bewitchingly  simple. 

And  milkmaids  hdf  divine ; 
They  may  talk  of  the  pleasure  of  sleeping 

In  the  shade  of  a  spreading  tree, 
And  a  walk  in  the  fields  at  morning, 

By  the  side  of  a  footstep  freo  I 

But  give  me  a  sly  flirtation 

By  the  light  of  a  chandelier — 
With  music  to  play  in  the  pauses 

And  nobody  veiy  near : 
Or  a  seat  on  a  silken  so&, 

With  a  glass  of  pure  old  wine, 
And  mamma  too  blind  to  discover 

The  small  white  hand  in  mine. 
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Tour  love  in  a  cottage  is  hungry. 

Your  vine  is  a  nest  for  flies— 
Toor  milkmaid  shocks  the  Graces^ 

And  simplicity  talks  of  pies  I 
You  lie  down  to  jour  shady  slumber 

And  wake  with  a  bug  in  your  ear. 
And  your  damsel  that  walks  in  the  momiof 

Is  shod  like  a  mountaineer. 

True  love  is  at  home  on  a  carpet, 

And  mightily  Ukes  his  ease 
And  true  love  has  an  eye  for  a  duaKer, 

And  starves  beneath  shady  treeSb 
His  wing  is  the  &n  of  a  lady, 

His  foot's  an  invisible  thing, 
And  his  arrow  is  tipp'd  with  a  jewel, 

And  shot  from  a  silver  string. 


TO   HELEN   IN   A   HUPP. 

N.  P. 

Nat,  lady,  one  ftown  is  enough 

In  a  life  as  soon  over  as  this — 
And  though  minutes  seem  long  in  a  hufl^ 

They  're  minutes  'tis  pity  to  miss  1 
The  smiles  you  imprison  so  lightly 

Are  reckon'd,  like  days  in  edipee ; 
And  though  you  may  smile  again  brightly. 

Yon  've  lost  so  much  light  from  your  lips  I 
Pray,  lady,  smile  I 

The  cup  that  is  longest  untasted 

3£ay  be  with  our  bliss  running  o'er, 
And,  love  when  we  wiH,  we  have  wasted 

An  age  in  not  loving  before  I 
Perchance  Cupid 's  forging  a  fetter 

To  tie  us  together  some  day. 
And,  just  for  the  chance,  we  had  better 

Be  laying  up  love,  I  should  say  I 
Nay,  lady,  smile  1 
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THE  HEIGHT  OF  THE  RIDICULOUS. 

OLXYEB  WZNDKTJi  HOLim 

I  WROTE  some  lines,  onoe  on  a  time. 

In  wondrous  merry  mood, 
And  thought^  as  usual,  men  would  saj 

They  were  exceeding  good 

They  were  so  queer,  so  very  queer, 

I  laughed  as  I  would  die ; 
Albeit^  in  the  general  way, 

A  sober  man  am  L 

I  called  my  servant^  and  he  came ; 

How  kind  it  was  of  him, 
To  mind  a  slender  man  like  me, 

He  of  the  mighty  limb  I 

**  These  to  the  printer,'*  I  ezdaimed, 

And,  in  my  humorous  way, 
I  added  (as  a  trifling  jest), 

<<  There  11  be  the  devil  to  pay." 

He  took  the  paper,  and  I  watched, 

And  saw  him  peep  within ; 
At  the  first  Ime  he  read,  his  face 

Was  all  upon  the  grin. 

He  read  the  next ;  the  grin  grew  broad, 

And  shot  firom  ear  to  ear ; 
He  read  the  third;  a  chuckling  noise 

I  now  began  to  hear. 

The  fourth ;  he  broke  into  a  roar ; 

The  fifth ;  his  waistband  split ; 
The  sixth ;  he  burst  five  buttons  oS, 

And  tumbled  in  a  fit 

Ten  days  and  nights,  with  sleepless  ejje 

I  wi^ed  that  wretched  man, 
iLsd  smce,  I  never  dare  to  write 

As  funny  as  I  can. 


fS  XISCBLLAVKOUll. 

THE   BBIEFLBSS   BARRISTER. 

A  BALLAD. 

JOHK  o.  Bum. 
As  Attorney  was  taking  a  turn, 

In  shabby  habiliments  drest ; 
His  ooat  it  was  shockingly  worn, 

And  the  rust  had  invested  his  vest 

Wb  breeches  had  suflfored  a  breach. 
His  linen  and  worsted  were  worse ; 

He  had  scarce  a  whole  crown  in  his  hat^ 
And  not  half-a-crown  in  his  purse. 

And  thus  as  he  wandered  along, 

A  cheerless  and  comfortless  el^ 
He  sought  for  relief  in  a  song, 

Or  oomplamingly  talked  to  himself: 

^  Unfortonate  man  that  I  am  I 

I  Ve  never  a  client  but  grief; 
The  case  is,  I've  no  case  at  all. 

And  in  brie^  I  've  ne'er  had  a  brief  I 

''I've  waited  and  waited  in  vain, 

Expecting  an  '  opening*  to  find, 
Where  an  honest  young  lawyer  might  gum 

Some  reward  for  the  toil  of  his  mind. 

« 'Tis  not  that  I  'm  wanting  in  law, 

Or  lack  an  intelligent  face, 
That  others  have  cases  to  plead, 

While  I  have  to  plead  for  a  casa 

*'  U,  now  3an  a  modest  young  man 
E'er  hope  for  the  smallest  progressiofr— 

The  profession's  already  so  full 
Of  lawyers  so  full  of  profession !' 


•»» 


While  thus  he  was  strolling  aronnd. 

His  eye  aoddentally  fell 
On  a  very  deep  hole  in  the  ground^ 

And  he  sighed  to  himself  ^ It  is  veil P 
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To  curb  his  emotions^  he  sat 

On  the  curb-stone  the  space  of  a  minute^ 
Then  cried,  '^  Here 's  an  opening  at  lastl** 

And  in  less  than  a  jifi^  was  in  it ! 

Next  morning  twelve  citizens  came 
CTwas  the  coroner  bade  them  attend), 

To  the  end  that  it  might  be  determined 
How  the  man  had  determined  his  end  I 

"  The  man  was  a  lawyer,  I  hear," 
Quoth  the  foreman  who  sat  on  the  oone ; 

**  A  lawyer  ?    Alas  1"  said  another, 
**  Undoubtedly  he  died  of  remorse  1** 

A  tliird  said,  "  He  knew  the  deceased, 
An  attorney  well  versed  in  the  lawa^ 

And  as  to  the  cause  of  his  death, 
'Twas  no  doubt  from  the  want  of  a  omsft" 

The  jury  decided  at  length, 

After  solemnly  weighing  the  matter, 
*  That  the  lawyer  was  drowncled,  because 

He  could  not  keej)  his  head  above  water  I** 


SONNET   TO   A    OLAM. 

JOHH  &  1AZ& 


IvoLORious  FsiEin> !  most  confident  I  am 

Thy  life  is  one  of  very  little  ease ; 

Albeit  men  mock  thee  with  their  similes 
And  prate  of  being  "  happy  as  a  clam  I" 
What  though  thy  shell  protects  thy  fragile  head 

From  the  sharp  bailifis  of  the  briny  sea  ? 

Thy  valves  are,  sure,  no  safety-valves  to  thee^ 
While  rakes  are  free  to  desecrate  thy  bed, 
And  bear  thee  off— as  foemen  take  their  spoil— 

Far  frt>m  thy  friends  and  fiunily  to  roam ; 

Forced,  like  a  Hessian,  from  thy  native  home^ 
To  meet  destruction  in  a  foreign  broil  I 

Though  thou  art  tender,  yet  thy  humble  bard 

Dedarefly  0  dam  I  thy  cas^^  is  locking  hard  I 
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VENUS   OF   THE   NEEDLE. 

WILLIAM  ALUVaVAl 

0  MiBTAmn,  you  pretty  girl, 

Intent  on  silky  labor, 
Of  sempstresses  the  pink  and  peail, 

Excuse  a  peeping  neighbor  1 

Those  eyes^  forever  drooping,  give 

The  long  brown  lashes  rarely ; 
But  yiolets  in  the  shadows  live, — 

For  once  unvail  them  fairly. 

Hast  thoa  not  lent  that  flounce  enough 

Of  looks  so  long  and  earnest  ? 
Lo,  here 's  more  ''penetrable  stuf^" 

To  which  thou  never  cumest 

Te  graceful  fingers,  defUy  sped  I 

How  slender,  and  how  nimble! 
0  vai^t  I  wind  their  skeins  of  thread. 

Or  but  pick  up  their  thimble  1 

How  blest  the  youth  whom  love  shall  brim^ 

And  happy  stars  embolden, 
To  change  the  dome  into  a  ring. 

The  diver  into  golden! 

Who'll  steal  some  morning  to  her  side 

To  take  her  finger's  measure, 
WhUe  3£aryanne  pretends  to  chide^ 

And  blushes  deep  with  pleasure^ 

Who  11  watch  her  sew  her  wedding-gowa^ 

Well  conscious  that  it  ia  hers, 
Who  11  glean  a  tress,  without  a  fi'own, 

With  those  so  ready  scissors. 

Who  H  taste  those  ripenings  of  the  south. 

The  fragrant  and  delicious — 
Don't  put  the  pins  into  your  mouth, 

0  Maiyanne,  my  prodousl 
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1  almost  wish  it  were  my  trust 

To  teach  how  shocking  that  is; 
I  wish  I  had  not^  as  I  must^ 

To  quit  this  tempting  lattice. 

Sore  aim  takes  Capid,  fluttering  fbe^ 

Acrofls  a  street  ro  narrow ; 
▲  thread  of  silk  to  string  his  boW| 

▲  needle  for  his  arrowl 


ISARRATIVE. 


NARRATIVE 


TAKE  THY  OLD   CLOAK  ABOUT  THEE 

[old  ballad,  quoted  BT  BHAXBPIABSy  Bl  OTHlLLa] 

nBOT  BXLIQDH 

Tms  winters  weather  itt  wazeth  oold, 

And  frost  doth  freese  on  every  hill. 
And  Boreas  blowes  his  blasts  soe  bold, 

That  all  our  catteU  are  like  to  spin ; 
Bell,  my  wifie,  who  loves  noe  strife, 

Shee  sayd  unto  me  quietlye, 
Bise  up,  and  save  oow  Oumbockes  liffe, 

Man,  put  thine  old  doake  about  thee. 

He. 

U  Bell,  why  dost  thou  flyte  and  scome  7 

Thou  kenst  my  doak  is  very  thin : 
Itt  is  soe  bare  and  overwome 

A  cricke  he  theron  cannot  renn : 
Then  Be  no  longer  borrowe  nor  lend. 

For  once  He  new  appareld  bee. 
To-morrow  Be  to  towne  and  spend, 

For  Be  have  a  new  doake  about  mea 


Cow  Crumbocke  is  a  very  good  oowe, 

Shee  ha  beene  alwayes  true  to  the  payle. 
She  has  hdpt  us  to  butter  and  cheese,  I  trow 

And  other  things  shee  will  not  &yle ; 
I  wold  be  loth  to  see  her  pine, 

Good  husband  councell  take  of  mee, 
It  is  not  for  us  to  go  soe  fine, 

Man,  take  thine  old  doake  about  thee. 
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My  (doake  it  was  a  very  good  doake 

Itt  hath  been  al  wajes  trae  to  the  weai% 
Bat  now  it  is  not  worth  a  groat ; 

I  have  had  it  four  and  forty  yeere ; 
Sometime  itt  was  of  doth  in  graine, 

*Ti8  now  bat  a  sigh  clout  as  you  may  99^ 
It  will  neither  hold  out  winde  nor  raine; 

And  De  have  a  new  doake  about  mee. 


Shi. 

It  is  four  and  fortye  yeeres  agoe 

Since  the  one  of  us  the  other  did  ken, 
And  we  have  had  betwixt  us  towe 

Of  children  either  nine  or  ten ; 
Wee  have  brought  them  up  to  women  and  mon; 

In  the  feare  of  Gh>d  I  trow  they  bee ; 
And  why  wilt  thou  thyselfe  misken? 

Ifan,  take  thine  old  doake  about  thea 


O  Bell,  my  wiffe,  why  dost  thou  floute  I 

Now  is  nowe,  and  then  was  then : 
Seeke  now  all  the  world  throughout^ 

Thou  kenst  not  downes  from  gentlemen. 
They  are  dadd  in  blacke,  greene,  yellowe,  or  gray, 

Soe  &r  above  their  owne  degree : 
Onoe  in  my  life  He  doe  as  they. 

For  lie  have  a  new  doake  about  mee. 


King  Stephen  was  a  worthy  peere, 

His  breeches  cost  him  but  a  crowne, 
He  hdd  them  sixpence  all  too  deere ; 

Therefore  he  calld  the  taylor  Lowne. 
He  was  a  wight  of  high  renowne, 

And  thouse  but  of  a  low  degree : 
Itt*B  pride  that  putts  this  countrye  downe^ 

Man,  take  thine  old  doake  about  thee. 


VASSATIYB.  79 

El. 

"  BeD,  my  wife,  she  loves  not  strife, 

Yet  she  wOl  lead  me  if  she  can; 
And  oft^  to  live  a  quiet  life, 

I  am  foroed  to  jield,  though  Lne  good-mail ;' 
Itt  's  not  for  a  man  with  a  woman  to  threape, 

Unleese  he  first  gave  oer  the  plea : 
As  wee  began  wee  now  will  leave. 

And  lie  take  mine  old  doake  about  mee. 


KING   JOHN   AND   THE   ABBOT. 

[ah  old  biqlish  ballad— loho  vxrt  populab.] 

pibot  skuquh 

Av  ancient  stoiy  Be  tell  you  anon 
Of  a  notable  prince,  that  was  called  King  John; 
And  he  ruled  England  with  maine  and  with  might, 
For  he  did  great  wrong,  and  maintein'd  little  right 

And  He  tell  you  a  story,  a  story  so  merrye, 
Oonceming  ^e  Abbot  of  Oanterbdrye ; 
How  for  his  house-keeping,  and  high  renowne, 
They  rode  poste  for  him  to  fair  London  towna 

An  hundred  men,  the  king  did  heare  say. 
The  abbot  kept  in  his  house  every  day ; 
And  fifty  golde  chayaes^  without  any  doubt^ 
In  velvet  coates  waited  the  abbot  about 

How  now,  &ther  abbot^  I  heare  it  of  thee. 
Thou  keepest  a  fiure  better  house  than  mee. 
And  for  thy  house-keeping  and  high  renowne, 
[  feare  thou  work'st  treason  against  my  crown. 

■ 

My  liege,  quo'  the  abbot,  I  would  it  were  knowne^ 
I  never  spend  nothing  but  what  is  my  owne ; 
And  I  trust  your  grace  will  doe  me  no  deere 
For  landing  of  my  owno  true-gotten  geere. 
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Yes,  jea,  fiither  abbot^  thy  &ult  it  is  hig^ 
And  now  for  the  same  thou  needest  must  dye; 
For  except  thou  canst  answer  me  questions  three^ 
Thy  head  shall  be  smitten  from  thy  bodie. 

And  firsts  quo'  the  king,  when  I  'm  in  this  stead, 
With  my  crowne  of  golde  so  faire  on  my  head, 
Among  all  my  liege-men,  so  noble  of  birthe, 
Thou  must  tdl  me  to  one  penny  what  I  am  worthii 

Secondlye,  teD  me,  without  any  doubt^  I 

How  soone  I  may  ride  the  whole  world  about^  ' 

And  at  the  third  question  thou  murt  not  shrink,  , 
But  tell  me  here  truly  what  I  do  think. 

0,  these  are  hard  questions  for  my  shallow  witt» 
Nor  I  cannot  answer  your  grace  as  yet ; 
But  if  you  will  give  me  but  three  weekes  spaoe^ 
Be  do  my  endeavour  to  answer  your  graoo. 

Now  three  weeks  q)aee  to  thee  will  I  gire^ 
And  that  is  the  Icmgest  time  thou  hast  to  live; 
For  if  thou  dost  not  answer  my  questions  threes 
Thy  lands  and  thy  livings  are  forfeit  to  mee. 

Away  rode  the  abbot,  all  sad  at  that  word, 
And  he  rode  to  Cambridge  and  Oxenford ; 
But  never  a  doctor  there  was  so  wise, 
That  coidd  with  his  learning  an  answer  devise. 

Then  home  rode  the  abbot,  of  comfort  so  cold, 
And  he  mett  his  shepheard  agoing  to  fold : 
How  now,  my  lord  abbot,  you  are  welcome  bome^ 
What  newes  do  you  bring  us  firom  good  King  John  f 

Bad  newes,  sad  newes,  shepheard,  I  must  give : 
That  I  have  but  three  days  more  to  live ; 
For  if  I  do  not  answer  him  questions  three, 

Ify  head  will  be  smitten  from  my  bodis. 

• 
The  first  is  to  tell  him  there  in  that  stead, 

With  his  crowne  of  golde  so  fair  on  his  head 
Among  all  his  liege-men  so  noble  oi  birth. 
To  within  one  penny  of  what  he  is  worth. 
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Hie  seoonde,  to  teQ  bim,  without  any  doubt^ 
How  soone  he  may  ride  this  whole  world  about : 
And  at  the  third  question  I  must  not  ahrinV^ 
But  teQ  him  there  truly  what  he  does  thinke. 

Now  bheare  up^  sire  abbot^  did  you  never  hear  yet, 
That  a  fool  he  may  leame  a  wise  man  witt  ? 
Lend  me  horae,  and  serring^men,  and  your  H^para^ 
And  1 11  ride  to  London  to  auswere  your  quuroL 

Nay  fixnrne  not^  if  it  hath  bin  told  unto  mee^ 
I  am  like  your  lordship,  as  ever  may  bee : 
And  if  you  wiH  but  lend  me  your  gowne. 
There  is  none  shall  knows  us  in  fair  London  towne 

Now  horses  and  serving-men  thou  shalt  have, 
With  sumptuous  array  most  gaUant  and  brave ; 
With  orozier,  and  miter,  and  rochet,  and  oope^ 
Fit  to  appeare  'fore  our  fader  the  pope. 

Now  welcome,  sire  abbot^  the  king  he  did  say, 
Tis  well  thou 'rt  come  back  to  keepe  thy  day; 
For  and  if  thou  caost  answer  my  questions  three^ 
Thy  life  and  thy  living  both  saved  shall  bee. 

And  first,  when  thou  seest  me  here  in  this  stead, 
With  my  crown  of  gdde  so  fiiir  on  my  head, 
Among  all  my  liege-men  so  noble  of  birthe, 
TeQ  me  to  one  penny  what  I  am  worth. 

For  thirty  pence  our  Saivour  was  sold 
Among  the  fidse  J'ewes,  as  I  have  bin  told: 
And  twenty-nine  is  the  worth  of  thee^ 
For  I  thinke,  thou  art  one  penny  worser  than  hee. 

The  king  he  laughed,  and  swore  by  St  Bittel, 
I  did  not  think  I  had  been  worth  so  littell 
— Now  secondly  teQ  me,  without  any  doubt, 
How  soone  I  may  ride  this  whole  world  about 

Tou  must  rise  with  the  sun,  and  ride  with  the  same, 
Until  the  next  morning  he  riseth  agsdne ; 
And  then  your  grace  need  not  make  any  doubt 
But  in  twenty-four  hours  you  11  ride  it  about 
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The  king  he  laughed,  and  swore  by  Qt,  Jone, 

I  did  not  think  it  could  be  gone  bo  soone ! 

— ^Now  from  the  third  question  thou  must  not  whriiifcB^ 

But  tell  me  here  truly  what  I  do  thinke. 

Yea^  that  shaD  I  do,  and  make  your  grace  merry: 
You  thinke  I  'm  the  abbot  of  Canterbi^ry ; 
But  I  *m  his  poor  shepheard,  as  plain  you  may  see, 
That  am  come  to  beg  pardon  for  him  and  for  mee. 

The  king  he  laughed,  and  swore  by  the  masse, 
He  make  thee  lord  abbot  this  day  in  his  place  1 
Now  naye,  my  liege,  be  not  in  such  speede, 
For  alac^  I  can  neither  write,  ne  reade. 

Four  nobles  a  week,  then,  I  will  give  thee. 
For  this  merry  jest  thou  hast  showne  unto  mee : 
And  tell  the  old  abbot,  when  thou  oomest  home. 
Thou  hast  brought  him  a  pardon  from  good  King  John. 


THE  BAFFLED  KNIGHT,  OR  LADY'S  POLIOr 
[a  ymby  rAvosm  anoiemt  ballad.] 

Thibi  was  a  knight  was  drunk  with  wine, 

A  riding  along  the  way,  sir; 
And  there  he  met  with  a  lady  fine. 

Among  the  cocks  of  hay,  sir. 

Shall  yon  and  I,  0  lady  faire. 

Among  the  grass  lye  down-a: 
And  I  will  have  a  special  care. 

Of  rumpling  of  your  gowne-a. 

Upon  the  grass  there  is  a  dewe, 

Win  spoil  my  damask  gowne,  sir: 
ILj  gowne  and  kirtle  they  are  newe^ 

And  cost  me  many  a  crowne,  nr. 
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I  faaye  a  doak  of  scarlet  red, 
Upon  the  ground  I  '11  throwe  it ; 

Then,  lady  &ire,  come  lay  thy  head ; 
We  11  play,  and  none  shall  knowe  ii 

O  yonder  stands  my  steed  so  free 

Among  the  cocks  of  hay,  sir. 
And  if  the  pinner  should  chance  to  sec^ 
'    He  *11  take  my  steed  away,  air. 

Upon  my  finger  I  have  a  ring. 

Its  made  of  finest  gold-a, 
And,  lady,  it  thy  steed  shall  bring 

Oat  of  the  pinnei's  fold-4k 

O  go  with  me  to  my  Other's  hall; 

Vidr  ohambeiB  there  are  three,  sir: 
And  you  shall  have  the  best  of  all, 

And  1 11  your  chamberlaine  bee,  nr. 

He  mounted  himself  on  his  steed  so  tal^ 
And  her  on  her  dimple  gray,  sir: 

And  there  they  rode  to  her  father's  b«]^ 
Fast  pricking  along  the  way,  air. 

To  her  other's  hall  they  arrived  strait ; 

T  was  moated  round  about-a ; 
iShe  slipped  herself  within  the  gate. 

And  lockt  the  knight  without-a. 

Here  is  a  sUver  penny  to  spend, 
And  take  it  for  your  pain,  sir ; 

And  two  of  my  fatiiei's  men  I  'U  send 
To  wait  on  you  back  again,  sir. 

He  fix>m  his  scabbard  drew  his  brand, 
And  wiped  it  upon  his  sleeve-al 

And  cursed,  he  said,  be  eveiy  man, 
That  will  a  maid  believe-a  I 

She  drew  a  bodkin  from  her  haire^ 
And  wq>'d  it  upon  her  gown-a ; 
And  oun^d  be  every  maiden  Aire, 

That  win  with  men  lye  down-al 

4* 
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A  herb  there  is,  that  lowly  growi^ 
And  some  do  call  it  rue,  sir : 

The  smallest  dmighill  cock  that  crowi 
Would  make  a  capon  of  yon,  sir. 

A  flower  there  is,  that  shioeth  bright 
Some  call  it  maiy-gold-«: 

He  that  wold  not  when  he  migh^ 
He  shall  not  when  he  wold-a. 

The  knight  was  riding  another  day, 
With  cloak,  and  hat,  and  feather: 

He  met  again  with  that  lady  gay, 
Who  was  angling  in  the  river. 

Now,  lady  fi^ire,  I've  met  with  yoo^ 
You  shaU  no  more  escape  me ; 

Remember,  how  not  long  agoe 
You  falsely  did  intrap  me. 

He  from  his  saddle  down  did  lights 

In  all  his  riche  attyer ; 
And  ctyed,  As  I  'm  a  noble  knigh^ 

I  do  thy  channs  admyer. 

He  took  the  lady  by  the  hand, 
Who  seemingly  consented ; 

And  would  no  more  diluting  stand: 
She  had  a  plot  invented. 

Looke  yonder,  good  sir  knight^  I  pi^i 
Methinks  I  now  discover 

A  riding  upon  his  dapple  gray, 
My  former  constant  lover. 

On  tip-toe  peering  stood  the  knight, 
Fast  by  the  rivers  brink-a ; 

The  lady  pusht  with  all  her  might: 
Sir  knight^  now  swim  or  sink-a* 

O'er  head  and  ears  he  plunged  in. 
The  bottom  faire  he  soimded ; 

Then  risiug  up,  he  cried  amam,* 
Help,  heipe,  or  else  I  *m  drownded  t 
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Now,  fiufe-you-weD,  sir  knight^  adieu  I 
You  see  what  comes  of  fooling : 

That  is  the  fittest  place  for  you ; 
Your  courage  wanted  cooling. 

Ere  many  days^  in  her  &ther8  park, 

Just  at  the  dose  of  eve-a, 
Again  she  met  with  her  angry  sparke ; 

Which  made  this  lady  grieve-a. 

False  lady,  here  thou  'rt  in  my  powre, 
And  no  one  now  can  hear  thee : 

And  thou  shalt  sorely  rue  the  hour 
That  e'er  thou  dar'dst  to  jeer  me. 

I  pray,  sir  knight,  be  not  so  warm 

With  a  young  silly  maid-a : 
I  vow  and  swear  I  thought  no  haniiy 

'Twas  a  gentle  jest  I  playd-a. 

A  gentle  jest,  in  soothe  he  ciy'd, 
To  tumble  me  in  and  leave  met 

What  if  I  had  in  the  river  d/d? 

That  fetch  will  not  deceive  me. 

Once  more  I  'U  pardon  thee  this  day, 

Tho'  ii^ur'd  out  of  measure ; 
But  thou  prepare  without  delay 

To  yield  thee  to  my  pleasore. 

Well  then,  if  I  must  grant  your  sm^ 
Yet  think  of  your  boots  and  spon^  rfp 

Let  me  pull  off  both  spur  and  ISoot^ 
Or  else  you  cannot  stir,  sir. 

He  set  him  down  upon  the  grass. 
And  be^d  her  kind  assistance : 

Now,  smiling,  thought  this  lovely  lass, 
1 11  make  you  keep  your  distance. 

Then  pulling  off  his  boots  half-way ; 

Sir  knight,  now  I  'm  your  betters : 
You  shall  not  make  of  me  your  prey ; 

Sit  there  like  a  knave  in  fettArs. 
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The  knight)  when  she  had  aerred  hun 
He  fretted,  fhm'd,  and  grumbled : 

For  he  oonld  neither  stand  nor  goe, 
But  like  a  cripple  tumbled. 

Farewell,  sir  knight,  the  dock  strikes  tei^ 
Yet  do  not  move  nor  stir,  sir : 

I  '11  send  you  my  father's  serving  men, 
To  pull  off  your  boots  and  spurs^  sir. 

This  merry  jest  you  must  excuse, 
You  are  but  a  stingless  netde : 

You  *d  never  have  stood  for  boots  or  ahoe% 
Had  you  been  a  man  of  mettla 

AH  nig^t  in  grievous  rage  he  lay, 

Boiling  upon  the  plain-a ; 
Next  morning  a  shepherd  past  that  way, 

Who  set  him  right  again-a. 

Then  mounting  upon  his  steed  so  taU, 
By  hill  and  dale  he  swore-a: 

1 11  ride  at  once  to  her  &ther's  haU; 
She  shall  escape  no  more-a. 

1 11  take  her  father  by  the  beard, 
1 11  challenge  all  her  kindred ; 

Each  dastard  soul  shall  stand  affeard ; 
My  wc&ih  shall  no  more  be  hindred. 

He  rode  unto  her  fisither's  house. 
Which  every  side  was  moated : 

The  lady  heard  his  Virions  vows^ 
And  an  his  vengeance  noted. 

Thought  shoe,  sir  knight,  to  quench  ^our 
Once  more  I  vrill  endeavour : 

This  water  shall  your  fury  'swage, 
Or  else  it  shall  bum  for  ever. 

Then  faining  penitence  and  feare^ 

She  did  invite  a  parley : 
Sir  knight,  if  you  11  forgive  me  heara^ 

Henceforth  I  'II  love  you  dearty. 
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If 7  &tlier  he  is  now  from  home^ 

And  I  am  aU  alone,  sir : 
Therefore  across  the  water  oome^ 

And  I  am  all  your  own,  sir. 

False  maid,  thou  canst  no  more  deoeive ; 

I  scorn  the  treacherous  bait-a; 
If  thou  would'st  have  me  thee  believe, 

Now  open  me  ihe  gate-«. 

The  bridge  is  drawn,  the  gate  is  barr'd, 
My  father  he  has  the  keys^  sir ; 

But  I  have  for  my  love  prepared 
A  shorter  way,  and  easier. 

Over  the  moate  IVe  laid  a  plank 
Full  seventeen  feet  in  measure. 

Then  step  across  to  the  other  bank. 
And  there  we  'U  take  our  pleasure. 

These  words  she  had  no  sooner  spoke^ 
But  straight  he  came  tripping  over : 

The  plank  was  saVd,  it  snapping  broke, 
And  Bous'd  the  unhappy  lover. 


TRUTH   AND   FALSEHOOD. 

A  TAIJL 


Ohos  on  a  time,  m  sunshine  weather, 

Falsehood  and  Truth  walk'd  out  together, 

The  neighboring  woods  and  lawns  to  view, 

As  opposites  wiU  sometimes  do. 

Throi^  many  a  blooming  mead  they  passed, 

And  at  a  brook  arrived  at  last 

The  purling  stream,  the  margin  green, 

With  flowers  bedeck'd,  a  vernal  scene^ 

Invited  each  itinerant  maid. 

To  rest  a  while  beneath  the  shada 

Under  a  spreading  beach  they  sat, 

And  pass*d  the  time  with  female  diat; 
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Whilst  eiMsh  her  character  imuntein'd ; 
One  spoke  her  thoughts^  the  other  feign'cL 
At  length,  quoth  Falsehood,  sister  Truth 
(For  so  she  call'd  her  from  her  youth), 
What  i^  to  shun  yon  sultry  beun, 
We  bathe  in  this  delightful  stream ; 
The  bottom  smooth,  the  water  dear, 
And  there 's  no  prying  shepherd  near  T-  • 
With  all  my  hearty  the  nymph  replied, 
And  threw  her  snowy  robes  aside, 
Stript  herself  naked  to  the  skin, 
And  with  a  spring  leapt  headlong  in. 
Falsehood  more  leisurely  undrest^ 
And,  laying  by  her  tawdry  yest^ 
Trick'd  herself  out  in  Truth's  array, 
And  'cross  the  meadows  tript  away. 

From  this  curst  hour,  the  fraudfbl  daoM 
Of  sacred  Truth  usurps  the  name. 
And,  with  a  vile,  perfidious  mind, 
Boams  far  and  near,  to  cheat  mankind ; 
False  sighs  suborns,  and  artful  tears, 
And  starts  with  yain  pretended  fears; 
In  Tisits,  still  appears  most  wise. 
And  rolls  at  chuixsh  her  saint-likd  eyes; 
Talks  very  much,  plays  idle  tricks. 
While  rising  stodc*  her  conscience 
When  being,  poor  thing,  extremely 
The  secrets  op'd,  and  all  unraveVd. 
But  on  she  will,  and  secrets  tell 
Of  John  and  Joan,  and  Ned  and  Nell, 
Reviling  every  one  she  knows^ 
As  fancy  leads,  beneath  the  rose. 
Her  tongue,  so  voluble  and  Idnd, 
It  always  runs  before  her  mind ; 
As  times  do  serve,  she  slyly  pleads, 
And  copious  tears  still  show  her  needs. 
With  promises  as  thick  as  weeds — 
Speaks  pro  and  con.,  is  wondrous  civil, 
To-day  a  saint,  to-morrow  devil 

Poor  Truth  she  stript,  as  has  been  said, 
And  naked  left  the  lovely  maid. 


VABBATIYB.  •* 


Wbo,  Boormng  from  her  cause  to  winoe^ 
Has  gone  stark-naked  ever  since ; 
And  ever  naked  wiU  appear, 
BdoVd  by  all  who  Truth  revere. 


FLATTBBT. 

▲  FABUL 
■IB  OHABIiB  HAXBUBT   WHLUMB 

FAinrr,  beware  of  flattery, 
Your  sex's  muoh-loT'd  enemy ; 
For  other  foes  we  are  prepared, 
AndlTature  puts  us  on  our  guard : 
In  that  alone  such  charms  are  found, 
We  court  the  dart,  we  nurse  the  hand; 
And  this^  my  child,  an  JBaop^s  Fable 
Will  prove  much  better  than  I  'm  abia 

A  young  vain  female  Grow, 

Had  perch'd  upon  a  june  tree's  boog^ 

And  sitting  there  at  ease, 
Was  going  to  indulge  her  taste^ 
In  a  most  delicious  feast, 

Oonsisting  of  a  slice  of  cheese. 
A  shsip-set  Fox  (a  wily  creature) 
Passed  by  that  way 
In  search  of  prey; 
When  to  his  nose  the  smell  of  cheese^ 
Came  in  a  gentle  western  breese ; 
Ko  Welchman  knew,  or  lov'd  it  better: 
He  bless'd  th'  auspicious  wind, 
And  strait  look'd  round  to  find, 
What  might  his  hungry  stomach  fill. 
And  quickly  spied  the  Grow, 
Upon  a  lo%  bough, 
Holding  the  tempting  prize  within  her  bdL 
But  she  was  perch'd  too  high. 
And  Beynard  could  not  fly : 
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EShe  ohose  the  tallest  tree  in  all  the  woo^ 
What  then  could  bring  her  down  ? 
Or  make  the  prise  his  own  ? 
Nothing  but  flatt'rj  could. 
He  soon  the  silence  broke, 
And  thus  ingenious  hunger  spoke: 
*'0h,  lovely  bird, 
Whose  glossy  plumage  oft  has  stiir'i 

The  envy  of  the  grove ; 
Thy  form  was  Nature's  pleasing  can^ 
So  bright  a  bloom,  so  soft  an  air, 

All  that  behold  must  love. 
But,  if  to  suit  a  form  like  thine, 
Thy  voice  be  as  divine ; 

If  both  in  these  together  meel^ 
The  feather'd  race  must  own 
Of  all  their  tribe  there's  none, 

Of  form  so  fair,  of  voice  so  sweet 
Who  11  then  regard  the  linnet^s  note, 
Or  heed  the  hu*k's  melodious  throat  ? 
What  pensive  lovers  then  shall  dwell 
With  raptures  on  their  Philomel? 
The  goldfinch  shall  his  plumage  hids^ 
The  swan  abate  her  stately  pride^ 
And  Juno*s  bird  do  more  display 
His  various  glories  to  the  sunny  day: 
Then  grant  thy  Suppliant's  prayer. 
And  bless  my  longing  ear 
With  notes  that  I  would  die  to  hearP 
Flattery  prevail'd,  the  Crow  believed 
The  tale,  and  was  with  joy  deceived ; 
In  haste  to  show  her  want  of  skill, 
She  open'd  wide  her  bill: 

She  scream'd  as  if  the  de'el  was  in  h«r 
Her  vanity  became  so  strong 
That)  wrapt  in  her  own  frightful  song, 

She  quite  forgot,  and  dropt  her  dinner  • 
The  morsel  fell  quick  by  the  place 
Where  Reynard  lay, 
Who  seized  the  prey 
And  eat  it  without  saying  graoau 
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He,  sneesiiigi  cried  ''  The  day's  my  awii| 
My  end's  obtfiin'd, 
The  prize  is  gain'd. 
And  now  1 11  ehange  my  note. 
Vain,  foolish,  cheated  Crow, 
Lend  your  attention  now, 
A  truth  or  two  1 11  tell  yon  1 
For,  since  I  Ve  fill'd  my  belly, 

Of  course  my  flatf  ry's  done : 
Tfamk  yon  I  took  snch  pains^ 
And  spoke  so  well  only  to  hear  yon  croak? 
No,  'twas  the  luscious  bait^ 
And  a  keen  appetite  to  eat^ 
That  first  inspir'd,  and  carried  on  the  cheat 
T  was  hunger  fumish'd  hands  and  matter, 
Flatterers  must  live  by  those  they  flatter ; 
But  weep  not,  Grow;  a  tongue  like  mine 
Might  turn  an  abler  head  than  thine ; 

And  though  reflection  may  displease. 
If  wisely  you  apply  your  thought, 
To  learn  the  lesson  I  have  taught, 
Bzpoience,  sure,  is  cheaply  bought, 

And  richly  worth  a  slice  of  cheese." 


THE  PIG  AND  MAGPIE. 

PBTEB  PIHDAK 

Ooohno  his  tail,  a  saucy  prig, 
A  Magpie  hopped  upon  a  Pig, 

To  pull  some  ^mr,  forsooth,  to  line  his  nest ; 
And  with  such  ease  began  the  hair  attack, 
As  thinking  the  fee  simple  of  the  back 

Was  by  Imns^,  and  not  the  Pig,  possessed. 

The  Boar  looked  up  as  thunder  black  to  Mag, 
Who^  squinting  down  on  hitn  like  an  arch  wag. 

Informed  Mynheer  some  bristles  must  be  torn* 
Then  briskly  went  to  work,  not  nicely  culling : 
Qd  a  good  handsome  beakful  by  good  pulling. 

And  flew,  without  a  '*  Thank  ye"  to  his  thorn. 
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The  Pig  set  ap  a  dismal  yeUiDg : 
Followed  the  robber  to  bis  dwellizig^ 

Who  like  a  fool  had  built  it  'midst  a  bramble. 
In  maofallj  he  sallied,  M  of  mi^t, 
Betennined  to  obtain  his  right, 

And  'midst  the  bushes  now  began  to  sonmble. 

He  drove  the  Magine,  tore  his  nest  to  ragi^ 
And,  happy  on  the  downfikD,  poured  his  brags: 

But  ere  he  from  the  brambles  oame,  alack  I 
Hjs  ears  and  eyes  were  miserably  torn, 
His  bleeding  hide  in  sodh  a  plight  forkun. 

He  could  not  count  ten  hairs  upon  his  back. 


ADVICB  TO  YOUNG  WOMEN, 

OB,  TBI  BOai  AITD  STBAWBIRBT. 


Youivo  women  I  don't  be  fond  of  killing, 
Too  well  I  know  your  hearts  unwiOiqg 

To  hide  beneath  the  vail  a  charm — 
Too  pleased  a  sparkling  eye  to  roU, 
And  with  a  nedc  to  thrill  the  soul 

Of  every  swain  with  love's  alarm. 

Yet,  yet,  if  prudence  be  not  near 
Its  snow  may  melt  into  a  tear. 

The  dimple  smile,  and  pouting  Iqi, 
Where  little  Oupids  nectar  sip. 

Are  very  pretty  lures  I  ovni : 
But,  ah  I   if  prudence  be  not  nig^ 
Those  lips  where  all  the  Cupids  lis^ 

l£ay  give  a  passage  to  a  groan. 

A  Boee,  in  all  tJie  pride  of  bloom. 
Flinging  around  her  rich  perfume 

Her  form  to  public  notice  pushing, 
Amid  the  summer's  golden  glow 
Peeped  on  a  Strawberry  below. 

Beneath  a  lealf  in  secret  blushing. 
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^  WsB  Strawberry,"  ezdAimed  the  Rose, 

**  What  'b  beantj  that  no  mortal  knows  7 
What  is  a  charm,  if  never  seen  ? 

You  reall J  are  a  pretty  creature : 

Then  wherefore  hide  each  blooming  featoref 
Come  up,  and  show  yoiir  modest  mien." 


''  Miss  Rose,"  the  Strawberry  replied, 

^  I  never  did  poesess  a  pride 
That  wished  to  dash  the  public  eye : 

Indeed,  I  own  that  I  'm  afraid — 

I  think  there 's  safety  in  the  shade, 
Ambition  causes  many  a  sigh." 

^  Go^  simple  child,"  the  Boee  r^oined, 
**  See  how  I  wanton  in  the  wind : 

I  feel  no  danger^s  dread  alarms : 
And  then  observe  the  god  of  day, 
How  amorous  with  his  golden  ray. 

To  pay  his  visits  to  my  charmsl" 

No  sooner  said,  but  witJi  a  scream 

She  started  from  her  &vorite  theme— 
A  down  had  on  her  fixed  his  pat. 

In  vain  she  screeched— Hob  did  but  smile ; 

Bubbed  with  her  leaves  his  nose  awhilci 
Then  bluntly  stuck  her  in  his  hat. 


ECONOMY. 


PBTER  Fimi 


Eoonokt's  a  very  useful  broom ;    ' 

Yet  should  not  ceaseless  hunt  about  the  room 

To  <&tch  each  straggling  pin  to  make  a  plumb : 
Too  oft  Economy's  an  iron  vice, 
That  squeezes  even  the  little  guts  of  mice, 

That  peep  with  fearful  eyes,  and  ask  a  crumt. 

Proper  Economy's  a  comely  thing — 
Qood  in  a  subject — ^better  in  a  king ; 
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Yet  poahed  too  &r,  it  duUs  each  finer  feelii^^ 
Most  easflj  indined  to  make  folks  mean; 
Inclines  them  too,  to  villainy  to  lean, 

To  over -leaching,  peijmy,  and  stealing. 

Even  when  the  heart  should  only  think  of  grief 
It  creeps  into  the  bosom  like  a  thic^ 
And  swallows  up  th*  affections  all  so  mild — 
Witneas  the  Jewess^  and  her  only  child: — 


THB   JBWBSS   AND    HEB   SOB 

Poor  Mistress  Levi  had  a  luckless  son, 

Who,  rushing  to  obtain  the  foremost  seat^ 

In  imitation  of  th'  ambitious  great^ 
High  from  the  gallery,  ere  the  play  begun, 

He  fell  an  plump  into  the  pit^ 

Dead  in  a  minute  as  a  nit : 
In  shorty  he  broke  his  pretty  Hebrew  neck  ^ 
Indeed  and  very  dreadful  was  the  wreck ! 

The  mother  was  distracted,  raving,  wild — 
Shrieked,  tore  her  hair,  embraced  and  kissed  her  ohikl- 

Afflicted  every  heart  with  grief  around : 
Soon  as  the  shower  of  tears  was  somewhat  pas^ 
And  moderately  calm  th'  hysteric  blast^ 

She  cast  about  her  eyes  in  thought  profound* 
And  being  with  a  saving  knowledge  blessed. 
She  thus  the  playhouse  manager  addressed: 

"  Sher,  I  *m  de  moder  of  de  poor  Chew  lad, 
Dat  meet  mishfartin  here  so  bad — 
Sher,  I  muss  hof  de  shilling  back,  you  know, 
Ass  Moses  haf  not  see  de  show." 

« 

But  as  for  Avarice,  'tis  the  very  devil; 
The  foimt,  alas  I  of  every  evil : 

The  cancer  of  the  heart — the  worst  of  ills: 
Wherever  sown,  luxuriantly  it  thrives ; 
No  flower  of  virtue  near  it  lives : 

Like  aconite  where'er  it  spreads,  it  Idlkk 
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Id  every  soil  behold  the  poison  spring  I 
Gbn  taint  the  beggar,  and  infeot  the  king. 

The  mi^ty  Marlborough  pilfered  doth  and  bread 
So  says  that  gentle  satirist  Squire  Pope  ; 

And  Peterborough's  Earl  upon  this  head, 
Affords  us  little  room  to  hope, 

That  what  the  Twitnam  bard  avowed, 

IC^  not  be  readily  aDowed. 


THB   COUNTRY   LASSES. 

PKTEB  PINDA& 
Hm  LidlM.— He  tornafh  Btory-tttQer.— Peter  grIeTetk 


Although  the  ladies  with  such  beauty  blaze, 

Th^  very  frequently  my  passion  raise — 
Their  charms  compensate,  scarce,  their  want  of  tatt^. 

Passing  amidst  the  Exhibition  crowd, 

I  heard  some  damsels  fcuhionahly  loud ; 
And  thus  I  give  the  dialogue  that  pass'd. 

"Ohl  the  dear  man  1"  cried  one,  'Hookl  here's  a  bonnet  I 
He  shall  paint  me — ^I  am  determin'd  on  it — 

Lordl  cousin,  see  1  how  beautiful  the  gown  1 
What  charming  colors  1  here  *s  fine  lace,  here 's  gauze  I 
What  pretty  sprigs  the  fellow  draws  1 

Lord,  cousin  I  he's  the  cleverest  man  in  town  I"  ^ 

"Ay,  cousin,'*  cried  a  second,  "  very  true — 

And  here,  here's  charming  green,  and  red,  and  blue  1 

There 's  a  complexion  beats  the  rouge  of  Warreu  I 
See  those  red  lips ;  oh,  la !  they  seem  so  nice  1 
What  rosy  cheeks  then,  cousin,  to  entice ! — 

Compar'd  to  this,  all  other  heads  are  carrion. 

Cousin,  this  limner  quickly  will  be  seen. 
Painting  the  Princess  Royal,  and  the  Queen : 
Pray,  don't  you  think  as  I  do,  0<xs  f 
But  we  '11  be  painte<l  first  that's  ^hml" 
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Such  was  the  very  prdti/  oonyersfttlon 
That  pass'd  between  ^e  jpreUy  miaaei^ 

While  uDobaery'd,  the  glory  of  our  nation, 
Gose  by  them  hung  Sir  Joshua's  matchless  pieces 

Works  1  that  a  Titian's  hand  could  form  alone — 

Works  I  that  a  Reubens  had  been  proud  to  own. 

Permit  me,  ladies,  now  to  lay  before  ye 

What  lately  happened — ^therefore  a  true  story :» 

A  STOBT. 

Walking  one  afternoon  along  the  Strand, 

My  wond*ring  eyes  did  suddenly  expand 

Upon  a  pretty  leash  ^f  country  lassea 

*  Heay'ns  \  my  dear  beauteous  angels^  how  d'ye  do  ? 

Upon  my  soul  I  'm  monstrous  glad  to  see  ye.'* 
^  Swinge  I  Peter,  we  are  glad  to  meet  with  you  ; 

We're  just  to  London  come — ^well,  pray  how  be  y*, 

*^  We're  just  a  going,  while  'tis  light, 

To  see  St  Paul's  before  'tis  dark. 
Lord  1  come,  for  once,  be  so  polite, 

And  condescend  to  be  our  spark." 

•*  With  an  my  heart,  my  angels." — On  we  walk'dy 
And  much  of  London — ^much  of  Cornwall  talk'd. 

Now  did  I  hug  myself  to  think 
How  much  that  glorious  structure  would  surprJae, 

How  from  its  awful  grandeur  they  would  shrink 
With  open  mouths,  and  marv'ling  eyes  I 

As  near  to  Ludgate-Hill  we  drew, 

St,  Paul's  just  opening  on  our  view ; 

Behold,  my  lovely  strangers,  one  and  all, 

Gave,  all  at  once,  a  diabolic  squawl, 

Ab  if  they  had  been  tumbled  on  the  stones. 

And  some  confounded  cart  Lad  crush'd  their  boneft 

After  well  fright'ning  people  witli  their  cries, 
And  sticking  to  a  ribbon-shop  their  eyes, 
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Tbej  all  ruah'd  in,  with  sounds  enough  to  sion, 
And  clattering  all  together,  thus  begun : — 

**  Swinge  1  here  are  colors  then,  to  please  I 

Delightful  things,  I  vow  to  heaVn  1 
Why  I  not  to  see  such  lidngs  as  these, 

We  never  should  have  been  forgiy'n. 

*'  Here,  here,  are  cLeyer  things — good  Lord  I 
And,  sister,  here,  upon  mj  word- 
Here,  here  1— 4ook !  here  are  beauties  to  delight : 
Why  I  how  a  body's  heels  might  dance 
Along  from  Launceston  to  Penzance, 
Before  that  one  might  meet  with  such  a  sight  !'* 

"  Come,  ladies,  'twill  be  dark,"  cried  I — " I  fear. 
Pray  let  us  view  St.  Paul's^  it  is  so  near" — 
*'  Lord!  Peter,"  cried  the  girls,  <'  don't  mind  St  Paul  I 
Sure  I  you're  a  most  tneuriouB  soul- 
Why — we  can  see  the  church  another  day ;     • 
Don't  be  afraid — St  Paul's  can't  run  aivay" 

Reader, 
If  e'er  thy  bosom  felt  a  thought  mftfmie, 
Drop  tears  of  pitj  with  the  man  of  rhyme  I 


THE   PILGRIMS   AND   THE    PEAS. 

PETKR  PIUDaB. 

rUw  oaBdnotftk  to.  glre  great  Advloe,  and  »  exhibit  deep  refleottott— H*  tolMt 

a  nlfMnloBt  Btorx. 

Thxrk  is  a  knack  in  doing  many  a  thing, 
Which  labor  can  not  to  perfection  bring: 
Therefore,  however  great  in  your  own  oyea, 
Phiy  do  not  hints  from  other  folks  despise: 

A  fool  on  something  great,  at  times,  may  stumble, 

And  consequently  be  a  good  adviser : 
On  which,  forever,  your  wise  men  may  fumble,  * 

And  never  be  a  whit  the  wiBer 
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Yes  I  I  advise  you,  for  there 's  wisdom  in  % 
Never  to  be  superior  to  a  hint— 

The  genius  of  each  man,  with  keenness 
A  spark  from  this,  or  t'other,  caught, 
liay  kindle,  quick  as  thought^ 
A  glorious  bonfire  up  in  you. 

A  question  of  you  let  me  beg — 

Of  &m'd  Columbus  and  his  egg, 
Kay,  have  you  heard?    ^  Yea." — 0,  then,  if  you  pleiM 
I  '11  give  you  the  two  Pilgrims  and  the  Pea& 


THB   PILGBIICS  AND   THB   PBA8. 

▲  TBUB  BTOBT. 

A  brace  of  sinners,  for  no  good, 
Were  order'd  to  the  Virgin  Mary's  shrine. 

Who  at  Loretto  dwelt,  in  wax,  stone,  wood. 
And  in  a  fiiir  white  wig  look'd  wondrous  fine. 

Fifiy  long  miles  had  those  sad  rogues  to  travel, 
With  something  in  their  shoes  much  worse  than  gravel ' 
In  short,  their  toes  so  gentle  to  amuse, 
The  priest  had  order'd  peas  into  their  shoes : 

A  nostrum  fiunous  in  old  Popish  times 
For  purifying  souls  that  stunk  of  crimes: 

A  sort  of  apostolic  salt, 

Which  Popish  parsons  for  its  powers  exah^ 
For  keeping  souls  of  sinners  sweety 
Just  88  our  kitchen  salt  keeps  meat. 

The  knaves  set  off  on  the  same  day. 
Peas  in  their  shoes,  to  go  and  pray: 

But  very  diff'rent  was  their  speed,  I  wot; 
One  of  the  sinners  gallop'd  on. 
Swift  as  a  bullet  firom  a  gun ; 

The  other  limp'd,  as  if  he  had  been  shot 

One  saw  the  Virgin  soon— jieomvi  cried — 
Had  his  soul  white-wash'd  all  so  clever; 

Then  home  again  he  nimbly  hied, 
Made  fit,  with  saints  above,  to  live  forever. 


VABBATIVB.  97 

In  ooiDing  back,  howeyer,  let  me  ea j, 

He  met  his  brotiier  rogae  about  half  way — 

Hobbtingy  with  ou&«tretch'd  hands  and  bending  ku<)ei; 

Damning  the  aools  and  bodies  of  the  peas : 

His  eyes  in  tears,  his  oheeks  and  brows  in  sweat, 

Beep  sympathizing  with  his  groaning  feet 

"How  now/'  the  light-toed,  white-wash' d  pilgrim  broke 

^  You  lazy  lubber  1*' 
'*  Ods  curse  it^"  cried  the  other,  "  'tis  no  jok»~ 
My  feet^  once  hard  as  any  rock, 

Are  now  as  soft  as  any  blubber. 

''Excuse  me,  Virgin  ICary,  that  I  swear- 
As  for  Loretto  I  shall  not  get  there; 
No  1  to  the  DeVl  my  sinful  soul  must  go^ 
For  damme  if  I  ha*nt  lost  ev'ry  toe. 

''But,  brother  sinner,  pray  explain 
How  'tis  that  you  are  not  in  pain : 

What  pow*r  hath  work'd  a  wonder  for  ymr  toes 
While  I,  just  like  a  snail  am  crawling, 
Now  sweanng,  now  on  saints  devoutly  bawling. 

While  not  a  rascal  comes  to  ease  my  woes  ? 

*How  is't  that  you  can  like  a  greyhound  go, 

Merry,  as  if  ^t  naught  had  happened,  bum  ye?'* 
"Why,"  cried  the  other,  grinning,  "  you  must  Imow, 
That  just  before  I  ventured  on  my  journey. 
To  walk  a  litde  more  at  ease, 
I  took  the  liberty  to  boil  my  peas.'  ** 


ON  THB  DEATH  OP  A  FAVORITE  OAT, 

DBOWHXD  IN  ▲  TUB  OF  GOLDFIBHBL 

THOMAS  OBAT. 

T  WAS  on  a  lofty  vase's  side, 
Where  China's  gayest  art  had  dyed 

The  azure  flowers  that  blow, 
Demurest  of  the  tabby  kind, 
The  pensive  Selima,  reclined, 

Gased  on  the  lake  below. 

ft 
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Her  conscious  tail  her  joj  declared ; 
The  fair  round  &ce,  the  snowy  bear^ 

The  velvet  of  her  paws, 
Her  coat  that  with  the  tortoise  yies^ 
Her  ears  of  jet,  and  emerald  eyes^ 

She  saw,  and  purred  applause. 

Still  had  she  gaz'd,  but,  'midst  the  tidi^ 
Two  angel  forms  were  seen  to  glide. 

The  Gknii  of  the  stream : 
Their  scaly  armor's  Tyrian  hue. 
Through  richest  purple,  to  the  view 

Betrayed  a  golden  g^eam. 

The  hapless  nymph  with  wonder  saw . 
A  whisker  firsts  and  then  a  daw. 

With  many  an  ardent  wish, 
She  stretched  in  yam  to  reach  the  priie: 
What  female  heart  can  gold  despise  ? 

What  Gat's  averse  to  fish  ? 

Presumptuous  maid !  with  looks  inten^ 
Again  she  stretched,  again  she  bent. 

Nor  knew -the  gulf  between: 
(Malignant  Fate  sat  by  and  smiled) 
The  slippery  yerge  her  feet  beguiled ; 

She  tumbled  headlong  in. 

Eight  tames  emerging  firom  the  flood. 
She  mewed  to  eyery  watery  god 

Some  speedy  aid  to  send. 
No  Dolphin  came,  no  Nereid  stirred, 
Nor  cruel  Tom  or  Susan  heard : 

A  fey'rite  has  no  friend  I 

From  hence,  ye  Beauties !    undeceived, 
Know  one  false  step  is  ne'er  retrieyed. 

And  be  with  caution  bold  : 
Not  all  that  tempts  your  wandering  eyei^ 
And  heedless  hearts,  is  lawful  prise, 

Nor  all  that  glistens  gold. 
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THE  RETIRED  CAT. 

A  Posr*8  Oat^  sedate  and  grave 

As  poet  well  could  wish  to  have, 

Was  much  addicted  to  inquire 

For  nooks  to  which  she  might  retire^ 

And  where,  secure  as  mouse  in  chink. 

She  mig^t  repose,  or  sit  and  think. 

I  know  not  where  she  caught  the  trick ; 

Nature  perhaps  herself  had  cast  her 

In  such  a  mold  philosophiqdi, 

Or  else  ahe  learned  it  of  her  master. 

SometimBS  ascending,  debonair. 

An  i^ple-tree,  or  lofty  pear, 

Lodged  with  convenience  in  the  foric. 

She  watched  the  gardener  at  his  work; 

Sometimes  her  ease  and  solace  sought 

In  an  old  empty  watering-pot, 

There  wanting  nothing,  save  a  fiu:k. 

To  seem  some  nymph  in  her  sedan, 

Appareled  in  exactest  sort^ 

And  ready  to  be  borne  to  coivt 

But  love  of  change  it  seems  has  plao# 
Not  only  in  our  wiser  race ; 
Cats  also  feel,  as  well  as  we, 
That  passion's  force,  and  so  did  8fa& 
Her  climbing,  she  began  to  find, 
Exposed  her  too  much  to  the  wind, 
And  the  old  utensil  of  tin 
Was  cold  and  comfortless  within : 
She  therefore  wished,  instead  of  those^ 
Some  place  of  more  serene  repose, 
Where  neither  cold  might  come,  nor 
Too  rudely  wanton  in  her  hair, 
And  sought  it  in  the  likeliest  mode 
Within  her  master's  snug  abode. 

A  drawer,  it  chanced,  at  bottom  lin 
With  linen  of  the  softest  kind, 
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With  such  as  merchantfl  mtroduoe 
From  India,  for  the  ladies*  use ; 
A  drawer,  impending  o*er  the  reet^ 
Half  open,  in  the  topmost  chest, 
Of  depth  enough,  and  none  to  spare. 
Invited  her  to  slumher  there ; 
Puss  with  delight  beyond  ezpressioii, 
Surreyed  the  scene  and  took  poesessioai 
Becumbent  at  her  ease,  ere  long. 
And  lulled  by  her  own  humdrum  song, 
She  left  the  cares  of  life  behind, 
And  slept  as  she  would  sleep  her  last, 
When  in  came,  housewifely  inclined, 
The  chambermaid,  and  shut  it  fut. 
By  no  malignity  impelled, 
But  all  tmoonsdous  whom  it  held. 

Awakened  by  the  shock  (cried  pan) 
^  Was  eyer  cat  attended  thus  I 
The  open  drawer  was  left,  I  see. 
Merely  to  prove  a  nest  for  me, 
For  soon  as  I  was  well  composed. 
Then  came  the  maid,  and  it  was  dosed. 
How  smooth  those  "kerchief^  and  how 
Oh  what  a  delicate  retreat  I 
I  vnU  resign  myself  to  rest 
Till  Sol  declining  in  the  wes^ 
Shall  call*  to  supper,  when,  no  doubt^ 
Susan  wiU  come,  and  let  me  out*' 

The  evening  came,  the  sun  descended, 
And  puss  remuned  still  unattended. 
The  night  rolled  tardily  away 
(With  her  indeed  't  was  never  day). 
The  sprightly  mom  her  course  renewed. 
The  evening  gray  again  ensued, 
And  puss  came  into  mind  no  more 
Than  if  entombed  the  day  before ; 
With  hunger  pinched,  and  pinched  for 
She  now  presaged  approaching  doouL 
Nor  slept  a  single  wink,  nor  purred, 
Conscious  of  jeopardy  incurred. 
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That  nighty  by  chanoe,  the  poet^  witching^ 
Heard  an  inexplicable  scratchiBg ; 
His  noble  heart  went  pit-a-pat. 
And  to  himself  he  said— "  What's  that T 
He  drew  the  curtain  at  his  side, . 
And  forth  he  peeped,  but  nothing  Bnued. 
Yet,  by  his  ear  direoted,  guessed 
Something  imprisoned  in  the  chest ; 
And,  doubtful  what^  with  prudent  care 
Besolved  it  should  continue  there. 
At  length  a  voice  which  well  he  kneW| 
A  long  sad  melancholy  mew, 
Saluting  his  poetic  ears, 
Ck>nsoled  him,  and  dispelled  his  team ; 
He  left  his  bed,  he  trod  the  5oor, 
He  'gan  in  haste  the  drawers  ezplorsy 
The  lowest  first,  and  without  stop 
The  next  in  order  to  the  top. 
For  'tis  a  truth  well  know  to  most, 
That  whatsoever  thing  is  lost. 
We  seek  it,  ere  it  come  to  lig^t. 
In  eveiy  cranny  but  the  right 
Forth  skipped  the  cat,  not  now  replete 
As  erst  with  airy  self-conceit. 
Nor  in  her  own  fond  comprehension, 
A  theme  for  all  the  world's  attentioo. 
But  modest,  sober,  cured  of  all 
Her  notions  hyperbolical. 
And  wishing  for  a  place  of  rest^ 
Any  thing  rather  than  a  chest 
Then  stepped  the  poet  into  bed 
With  this  reflection  in  his  head : 

MOBAL. 

Beware  of  too  sublime  a  sense 
Of  your  own  worth  and  consequenoa 
The  man  who  dreams  himself  so  greal| 
And  his  importance  of  such  weight, 
That  all  around  in  all  that  *s  done 
Must  move  and  act  for  him  alone^ 
Will  learn  in  school  of  tribulation 
The  folly  of  his  expectation. 
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SAYING   NOT   MEANING. 

WILLUM  BASIL  WiSE 

Two  gentlemen  their  appetite  had  fed, 

When  opening  his  toothpick-case,  one  said, 

<<  It  was  not  untQ  lately  that  I  knew 

That  anchovies  on  ierrd  firmd  grew. 

"  Grow!"  jried  the  other,  "yea,  they  grow,  indeed, 

Like  other  fish,  but  not  upon  the  land ; 
You  might  as  well  say  grapes  grow  on  a  reed, 

Or  in  the  Strand  r 

**  Why,  sir,"  returned  the  irritated  other 

"My  brother, 
When  at  Calcutta 
Beheld  them  hanAfide  growing; 

He  would  n't  utter 
A  lie  for  love  or  money,  sir ;  so  in 

This  matter  you  are  thoroughly  mistasen.** 
"  Nonsense,  sir  I  nonsense  I    I  can  give  no  credit 
To  the  assertion — none  e*er  saw  or  read  it ; 
Your  brother,  like  his  evidence,  should  be  shakeBi,'' 

"  Be  shaken,  air  I  let  me  observe^  yoa  are 

Perverse — ^in  short — " 
"  Sir,"  said  tiie  other,  sucking  his  cigar, 

And  then  his  port^ 
"  If  you  will  say  impossibles  are  true. 

You  may  affirm  just  any  thing  you  ploaao 
That  swans  are  quadrupeds,  and  Uons  blue^ 

And  elephants  inhabit  Stilton  cheese  I 
Only  you  must  not  force  me  to  believe 
What^B  propagated  merely  to  deceive." 

"^Then  you  force  me  to  say,  sir,  you're  a  fbol, 

Betum'd  the  bragger. 
Language  like  this  no  man  can  suffer  cod : 

It  made  the  listener  stagger ; 
So,  thunder-stricken,  he  at  once  replied, 

"  The  traveler  Ued 
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Who  had  the  unpodenoe  to  tell  it  you ;" 
*^  Zounds  I  then  d'ye  mean  to  swear  before  my  &oe 
That  anchovies  don*t  grow  like  dovee  and  mioe  ?" 

DispotantB  often  after  hot  debates 
Leaye  the  contention  as  they  found  it — bone^ 

And  take  to  duelling  or  thumping  iiie$  ; 
Thinking  by  strength  of  artery  to  atone 

For  strength  of  argument ;  and  he  who  winoes 

From  force  of  words^  with  ibroe  of  anns  conTinoes  I 

With  pistols^  powder,  buUets,  surgeons,  hnt^ 

Seconds,  and  smelling-botdes,  and  forebodmg. 

Our  friends  adyanoed ;  and  now  portentous  loading 
(Thdr  hearts  already  loaded)  sery'd  to  show 
It  might  be  better  iJiey  shbok  hands — but  no ; 

When  each  opines  himself  though  fiighten'd,  ri^t^ 

Each  is,  in  courtesy,  obliged  to  fight  I 
And  they  did  fight :  fix)m  six  fiiU  measured  paces 

The  unbelieyer  pulled  his  trigger  first ; 
And  fearing,  firom  the  braggart's  ugly  &ees^ 

The  whizzing  lead  had  whizz'd  its  very  wsrsi^ 
Ran  up,  and  with  a  dudbUc  fear 

(His  ire  eyanishing  like  morning  yapors), 
Found  him  possessed  of  one  remaining  ear, 

Who  in  a  manner  sudden  and  uncouth. 

Had  given,  not  lent^  the  other  ear  to  tmdi; 
For  while  the  surgeon  was  applying  lint^ 
He,  wriggling,  cried — "The  deuce  k  in't— 

"Sir    I  ftMonl— OAPm r 
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JULIA. 

BAMUEL  TATLOB  OOLBIMa 

— »  medio  de  fcnte  lepomm 
Borgit  amail  aUqnld.-- XiMr A 

JxjLLL  was  blest  with  beauty,  wit,  and  grace :  ' 

Small  poets  loved  to  sing  her  blooming  face. 

Before  her  altars^  lo !  a  nmnerous  train 

Preferr'd  their  vows ;  yet  all  preferred  in  vain. 

Tin  charming  ilorio,  bom  to  conquer,  came. 

And  touch'd  the  fiur  one  with  an  equal  flama 

The  flame  she  felt,  and  ill  could  she  conceal 

What  every  look  and  action  would  reveal 

With  boldness  then,  which  seldom  fails  to  move, 

He  pleads  the  cause  of  marriage  and  of  love ; 

The  course  of  hymeneal  joys  he  rounds. 

The  fair  one's  eyes  dance  pleasure  at  the  sounds. 

Naught  now  remain'd  but  ^  Noes" — ^how  little  meani*' 

And  the  sweet  coyness  that  endears  consent 

The  youth  upon  his  knees  enraptured  fell  :— 

The  strange  misfortune,  oh  I  what  words  can  tell  7 

Tell  I  ye  neglected  sylphs  I  who  lap-dogs  guard, 

Why  snatch'd  ye  not  away  your  precious  ward? 

Why  suffered  ye  the  lover's  weight  to  fiiU 

On  the  ill-fated  neck  of  much-loved  BaU? 

The  &voiite  on  his  mistress  casts  his  eyes. 

Gives  a  melancholy  howl,  and— -dies  I 

Sacred  his  ashes  lie,  and  long  his  resti 

Anger  and  grief  divide  poor  Julia's  breast 

Her  eyes  she  fix'd  on  guil^  Florio  first, 

On  him  the  storm  of  angry  grief  must  burst 

That  storm  he  fled : — he  woos  a  kinder  &ir, 

Whose  fond  affections  no  dear  puppies  shareu 

'T  were  vain  to  tell  how  Julia  pined  away ;  — 

Unhappy  fair,  that  in  one  luckless  day 

(Fi*om  future  almanacs  the  day  be  croas'd!) 

At  once  her  lover  and  her  lap-dog  lost  1 
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A   OOGE   AND   HBN   STORT. 

BOBKBT  flOUTHn, 
PART    I. 

Qmoi  on  a  time  three  Pilgrixmi  trae, 

Being  Father  and  Mother  and  Son, 

For  pore  devotion  to  the  Saint^ 

A  pilgrimage  begun. 

Their  namea^  little  Menda^  I  am  aarrj  to  aaj. 

In  none  of  my  books  can  I  find; 
But  the  BOOf  if  yon  please,  we  11  call  Pierre, 

What  the  parents  were  called,  never  mind. 

From  Franoe  they  came,  in  which  fiiir  land 
They  were  people  of  good  renown ; 
And  they  took  up  their  lodging  one  night  on  the  way 

In  La  Galzada  town. 

Now,  if  poor  Pilgrims  they  had  been, 
And  had  lodged  in  the  Hospice  instead  of  the  Imii 
My  good  litUe  women  and  men. 
Why  then  you  never  would  have  heard, 
This  tale  of  the  Cock  and  the  Hen. 

For  the  Innkeepers  they  had  a  daughter, 

Sad  to  say,  who  was  just  such  another 

As  Potq>har'8  daughter,  I  think,  would  have 

If  she  followed  the  ways  of  her  mother. 

This  wicked  woman  to  our  Pierre 
Behaved  like  Potiphar's  wife; 
And  because  she  fidled  to  win  his  love^ 
She  resolved  to  take  his  life. 

So  she  packed  up  a  silver  cup 
In  his  wallet  privily ; 
And  then,  as  soon  as  they  were  gone^ 
She  raised  a  hue  and  ciy. 


1 


HM  NABBATITX. 

The  Pilgrims  were  oyertakeo, 
The  people  gathered  round, 
Their  wallets  were  searched,  and  in  Pierre's 
The  silver  cup  was  found. 

'Riey  dragged  him  before  the  Alcayde ; 
A  hasty  Judge  was  he, 
''The  theft,"  he  said,  "was  plain  and  psofe^ 
And  hanged  the  thief  must  be." 
So  to  the  gallows  our  poor  Pierre 
Was  hurried  instantly. 

If  I  should  now  relate 
The  piteous  lamentation, 
Which  for  their  son  these  parents  midi^ 
My  little  friends,  I  am  afraid 
You  'd  weep  at  the  relation. 

But  Pierre  in  Santiago  still 
His  constant  &ith  profess'd ; 

When  to  the  gallows  he  was  led, 
''*T  was  a  short  way  to  Heaven,**  he  ni^ 

«  Though  not  tiie  pleasanteet" 

And  from  their  pilgrimage  he  charged 

His  parents  not  to  cease, 
Saying  that  unless  they  promised  thii^ 
He  could  not  be  hanged  in  peace. 

They  promised  it  with  heavy  hearts; 
Pierre  then,  therewith  content^ 
Was  hanged :  and  they  upon  their  way 
To  Compostella  went 


PART   II- 

Four  weeks  they  traveled  painfbl^. 
They  paid  their  vows,  and  then 
To  La  Galzada*s  &tal  town 
Ihd  they  come  back  again. 
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Toe  Mother  would  not  be  withheld, 
But  go  she  must  to  see 
Where  her  poor  Pierre  was  left  to  hang 
TJpon  the  gallows  tree. 

Oh  tale  most  marvelous  to  hear, 
Most  marvelous  to  tell  I 
Bight  weeks  had  he  been  hanging  there, 
And  jet  was  alive  and  well  I 

**  Mother,"  said  he,  '^  I  am  glad  jou  're  retoni'd, 
It  18  time  I  should  now  be  released : 
Though  I  oan  not  complain  that  I  'm  tired, 
And  my  neck  does  not  ache  in  the  least 

"  The  Sun  has  not  soorch'd  me  by  day. 
The  Moon  has  not  chiDed  me  by  night; 
And  the  winds  have  but  he^>ed  me  to  swii^ 
As  if  in  a  dream  of  delight 

''  Go  you  to  the  Alcayde^ 

That  hasty  Judge  unjust^ 
Tell  him  Santiago  has  saved  me^ 
And  take  me  down  he  must  I" 

Now,  you  must  know  the  Alcayde^ 
Not  thinking  himself  a  great  sinner, 
Just  then  at  table  had  sate  down. 
About  to  begin  his  dinner. 

His  knife  was  raised  to  carve 
The  dish  before  him  then ; 
Two  roasted  fowls  were  laid  therein, 
That  veiy  morning  they  had  been 
A  Oock  and  his  fidthful  Hen. 

In  came  the  Mother,  wild  with  joy: 

"  A  miracle  I"  she  cried ; 
But  that  most  hasty  Judge  unjust 

Bepell'd  her  in  his  pride. 
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«  Think  not^**  qaoOi  he,  *<  to  tales  like  ttdi 

That  I  should  give  belief  1 

Santiago  nerer  would  bestow 

His  miradefl^  full  well  I  know. 

On  a  Frendunan  and  a  tfaieC** 

And  pointing  to  the  Fowls,  o'er  which 
He  held  his  ready  knife, 
''As  easily  might  I  belieye 
These  birds  should  come  to  life  I" 

The  good  Sidnt  would  not  let  him  thue 

The  Mother's  true  tale  withstand ; 

So  up  rose  the  Fowls  in  the  dish, 
And  down  dropt  the  knife  from  his  hand. 

The  dock  would  have  croVd  if  he  oodd : 
To  cadde  the  Hen  had  a  wish ; 
And  they  both  dipt  about  in  the  grayj 
Before  they  got  out  of  the  dish. 

And  when  each  would  have  open'd  its  ejei^ 
For  the  purpose  of  looking  about  them, 
They  saw  they  had  no  eyes  to  open, 
And  that  there  was  no  seeing  withoat  them. 

All  this  was  to  them  a  great  wonder, 
They  stagger'd  and  reel'd  on  the  table; 
And  either  to  guess  where  they  were. 
Or  what  was  their  plight^  or  how  they  came  theic^ 
Alas  I  they  were  wholly  unable : 

Because,  you  must  know,  that  that  morning, 
A  thing  which  they  thought  very  hard, 
The  Cook  had  cut  off  their  heads^ 
And  thrown  them  away  in  the  yard. 

The  Hen  would  have  pranked  up  her  feathers^ 
But  plucking  had  sadly  deform'd  her ; 
And  for  want  of  them  she  would  have  shiver'd  with  oolo. 
If  the  roasting  she  had  had  not  warm'd  her. 
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And  the  Oock  felt  exceedingly  queer ; 
He  thoaght  it  a  yery  odd  thing 
That  his  head  and  his  yoice  were  he  did  not  know  where, 
And  his  gizzard  tuck'd  under  his  wing. 

The  gizEard  got  into  its  place, 

But  how  Santiago  knows  best : 
And  60^  by  the  help  of  the  Saint^ 

Did  the  liyer  and  all  the  resti 

The  heads  saw  their  way  to  the  bodien^ 
Ln  they  came  from  the  yard  without  check, 
And  each  took  its  own  proper  station, 
To  the  veiy  great  joy  of  the  neck. 

And  in  flew  the  feathers,  like  snow  in  a  shower, 
For  they  all  became  white  on  the  way ; 
▲nd  the  Oock  and  the  Hen  in  a  trice  were  refledged, 
And  then  who  so  hi^py  as  they  I 

OhMsk  I  duck  I  cried  the  Hen  right  merrily  then, 
The  Cock  his  clarion  blew, 
Fun  fjiad  was  he  to  hear  again 
His  own  oock-a-doo-dei-doo  1 


PART   IIL 

''A  lOHAOLB I  a  miracle T 
The  people  shouted,  as  they  might  well, 
When  the  news  went  through  the  towi 
And  erery  chfld  and  woman  and  mai 
Took  up  ihe  cry,  and  away  they  ran 
To  see  Pierre  taken  down. 

They  made  a  &mous  procession' 
Hy  good  little  women  and  men, 
8ach  a  sight  was  never  seen  before^ 
And  I  think  will  never  again. 
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Santiago's  Image,  large  as  life^ 
Went  first  with  banners  and  drum  and  flib; 

And  next,  as  was  most  meel^ 
The  twice-born  Cock  and  Hen  were  borne 

Along  the  thronging  street 

Perched  on  a  cross-pole  hoisted  high, 
They  were  raised  in  sight  of  the  crowd ; 
And  when  the  people  set  up  a  orj. 
The  Hen  she  cluck'd  in  sympathy, 
And  the  Cock  he  crow'd  aload. 


And  because  they  yery  well  knew  for  why 

They  were  carried  in  such  solemnity, 

And  saw  the  Saint  and  his  banners  before  *em 

They  behaved  with  the  greatest  propriety, 

And  most  correct  decorum. 

The  Knife,  which  had  cut  off  their  heads  that  mon\ 
Stin  red  with  their  innocent  blood,  was  borne, 

.  The  scullion  boy  he  carried  it, 
And  the  Skewers  also  made  part  of  the  show. 
With  whidi  they  were  tross'd  for  the  spit 

The  Gook  in  triumph  bore  that  Spit 
As  hi^  as  he  was  able ; 
And  the  Dish  was  displayed  wherein  they  were  laid 
When  they  had  been  served  at  UJble. 

With  eager  fiuth  the  crowd  prest  round ; 

There  was  a  scramble  of  women  and  men 

for  who  should  dip  a  finger-tip 

In  the  blessed  Qravy  then. 

Next  went  the  Alcayde,  beatmg  his  breast, 
drying  aloud  like  a  man  distrest. 
And  amazed  at  the  loss  of  his  dinner, 
"  Santiago,  Santiago  1 
Have  mercy  on  me  a  sinner  T 
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And  lifting  oftentimee  his  handu 

Toward  the  Gock  and  Hen, 
"  OraUpro  nahiB  r  deroutly  he  cried, 
And  as  devoutly  the  people  replied, 

Whenever  he  said  it^  "Amen I*' 

Ihe  Father  and  Mother  were  last  in  the  traia; 
Rejoicingly  they  came, 
And  extoH'd,  with  tears  of  gratitude, 
Santiago's  glorious  name. 

Bo,  with  an  honors  that  might  be, 

They  gently  nnhang'd  Pierre ; 
No  hurt  or  harm  had  he  sostain'd, 

But)  to  make  the  wonder  dear, 
A  deep  biack  halter-mark  remain'd 
Just  under  his  left  ear. 


PART    IV. 

And  now,  my  little  listening  dears 
With  open  mouths  and  open  ears, 
Like  a  rhymer  whose  only  art  is 
That  of  telling  a  plain  unvamish'd  tale, 
To  let  you  know  I  must  not  fail, 
What  became  of  all  the  parties. 

Pierre  went  on  to  ComposteUa 
To  finish  his  pilgrimage. 
His  parents  went  back  with  him  joyfully, 
After  which  they  returned  to  their  own  country , 
And  there,  I  believe,  that  all  the  three 
Lived  to  a  good  old  age^ 

For  the  gallows  on  which  Pierre 

So  happily  had  swung, 
It  was  resolved  that  never  more 

On  it  should  man  be  hung. 
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To  tiie  Chuidi  it  was  transplaiited* 

Ab  ancient  books  dediure : 

And  the  people  in  commotion, 

With  an  uproar  of  deyotion. 

Set  it  up  for  a  relio  there. 

What  became  of  the  halter  I  know  noli 
Because  the  old  books  show  not ; 
But  we  may  suppose  and  hope^ 
That  the  city  presented  Pierre 
With  that  interesting  rope. 

For  in  his  fiunfly,  and  this 
The  Corporation  knew, 
It  rightly  would  be  valued  mora 
Than  any  oondcm  Ueu^ 

The  Innkeepei's  wicked  dau^ter 
Ck>nfe8s'd  what  she  had  done, 
So  they  put  her  in  a  Oonvent^ 
And  she  was  made  a  Nun. 

The  Alcayde  had  been  so  fHg^ten'd 

That  he  never  ate  fowls  again ; 
And  he  always  pulled  off  his  hat 
When  he  saw  a  Cock  and  Hen. 
Wherever  he  sat  at  table 
Not  an  egg  might  there  be  placed ; 
And  he  never  even  muster'd  courage  for  a  ouitw^ 
Though  garlic  tempted  him  to  taste 
Of  an  omelet  now  and  then. 

But  always  after  such  a  transgression 
He  hastened  away  to  make  confession ; 

And  not  till  he  had  confess'd, 
And  the  Priest  had  absolved  him,  did  he  ftel 

His  conscience  and  stomach  at  rest 

The  twice-born  Birds  to  the  Pilgrim's  Ohnroh 
As  by  miracle  consecrated. 
Were  given ;  and  there  unto  the  Saint 
They  were  publicly  iledicated. 
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At  tliflir  dedioatioii  the  Oorporation 
A  fond  for  their  keep  supplied ; 
And  after  following  the  Saint  and  his  bannen^ 
flhki  Gock  and  Hen  were  so  changed  in  their  mannei% 
That  the  Friests  were  edified. 

Gentle  as  any  turtle-doTe, 
Saint  Oock  became  all  meekness  and  love ; 

ft  ' 

Host  datifbl  of  wives^ 
Saint  Hen  she  never  peck'd  again, 
So  they  led  happy  Uvea 

The  ways  of  ordinary  fowls 
You  must  know  they  had  dean  forsaken; 
And  if  every  Gock  and  Hen  in  Spain 
Had  their  example  taken. 
Why  then — the  Spaniards  would  have  bad 
No  eggs  to  ef^t  with  bacon. 


These  Uessed  Fowls,  at  seyen  years  end, 

In  ^the  odor  of  sanctity  died : 
They  wiere  carefutlj  pluck'd  and  then 

They-were  buried,  side  by  side. 

And  lest  the  &ct  should  be  forgotten 
(Which  would  haye  been  a  pity), 
T  was  decreed,  in  honor  of  their  worth, 
Thai  a  Oock  and  Hen  should  be  borne  thenceforth, 
In  the  arms  of  that  ancient  City. 

Two  eggs  Saint  Hen  had  laid — ^no  more — 
The  chickens  were  her  delight ; 
A  Oock  and  Hen  they  proved, 
And  both,  like  their  parents,  were  virtuous  and  whila- 

The  last  act  of  the  Holy  Hen 
Was  to  rear  this  precious  brood;  and  wheo 
Saint  Oock  and  she  were  dead. 
This  couple^  as  the  lawful  hein^ 
Succeeded  in  their  stead. 
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They  also  lived  aeren  yean^ 
And  they  laid  eggs  but  two, 
ftom  which  two  milk-white  chickieiia 
To  dock  and  Henhood  grew ; 
And  always  their  posterity 
The  self-same  course  pursue. 

Not  one  of  these  eggs  ever  addled, 

(With  wonder  be  it  spoken  1) 
Not  one  of  them  ever  was  lost^ 
Not  one  of  them  ever  was  broken. 

Sacred  they  are ;  neither  magpie  nor  rat^ 
finake,  weasel,  nor  marten  approaching  then] 

And  woe  to  the  irreverent  wretch 
Who  should  even  dream  of  poaching  them  I 

Thus  then  is  this  great  miracle 
Oontinued  to  this  day; 
And  to  their  Church  all  Pilgrims  ga, 
When  they  are  on  the  way; 
And  some  of  the  feathers  are  giv^i  tfaam; 
SVy  which  they  always  pay. 

No  price  is  set  upon  them, 
And  this  leaves  all  persons  at  ease; 
The  Poor  give^  much  as  they  can, 
The  Rich  as  much  as  they  pleaseu 

But  that  the  more  they  give  the  better. 
Is  very  well  understood; 
Seeing  whatever  is  thus  disposed  iji, 
Is  for  their  own  souls'  good; 

For  Santiago  will  always 
Befriend  his  true  believers; 
kod  the  money  is  for  him,  the  Priests 
Being  only  his  reoavera 

To  make  the  miracle  the  more, 
Of  these  feathers  there  is  always  stora, 
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And  an  are  genuine  too; 
All  of  the  original  Cock  and  Hen, 
Which  the  FriestB  will  swear  is  true. 

Thousands  a  thousand  times  told  have  bought  them, 
And  if  myriads  and  tens  of  myriads  sought  theii^ 
They  would  sdll  find  some  to  buy ; 
For  however  great  were  the  demand, 
So  great  would  be  the  supply. 

And  if  any  of  you,  my  small  friends, 
Should  visit  those  parts,  I  dare  say 
You  will  bring  away  some  of  the  featheri^ 
And  think  of  old  Bobin  Gkay. 


THE  SEARCH  AFTER  HAPPINESS; 

OB,   TBI  QUEST  OF  SXTLTAUK  80LIMAUN. 

BIB  WALTIB  soon 

Oh,  for  a  glance  of  that  gay  Muse's  eye, 
That  lightened  on  Bandello's  laughing  tale. 
And  twinkled  with  a  luster  shrewd  and  sly, 
When  Qiam  Batttista  bade  her  vision  hail  I— 
Yet  fear  not^  ladies,  the  naive  detail 
Given  by  the  natives  of  that  land  canorous ; 
Italian  license  loves  to  leap  the  pale. 
We  Britons  have  the  fear  of  shame  before  a% 
And,  if  not  wise  in  mirth,  at  least  must  be  decorouL 

In  the  far  eastern  clime,  no  great  while  since. 
Lived  Sultaun  Solimaim,  a  mighty  prince. 
Whose  eyes,  as  oft  as  they  performed  their  round, 
Beheld  uU  others  fix'd  upon  the  ground ; 
Whose  ears  received  the  same  unvaried  phrase, 
"  Sultaun  I  thy  vassal  hears,  and  he  obeys  I" 
All  have  their  tastes — this  may  the  &ncy  strike 
Of  such  grave  folks  83  pomp  and  grandeur  like ; 
For  me,  I  love  the  honest  heart  and  warm 
Of  monarch  who  can  amble  round  his  &rm. 
Or  when  the  toil  of  state  no  more  annoys^ 
(n  chimney  corner  seek  domestic  joys— 
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I  love  a  prince  will  bid  the  bottle  pass, 
Exchanging  with  hia  subjects  glance  and  glaai  \ 
In  fitting  time,  can,  gayest  of  the  gaj, 
Keep  up  the  jest^  and  mingle  in  the  lay — 
Such  Monardis  best  our  free-born  humom  suit. 
Bat  Despots  must  be  stately,  stem,  and  mute. 

This  Solimaun,  Serendib  had  in  sway — 
And  where 's  Serendib  ?  may  some  critic  say — 
GK)od  lack,  mine  honest  friend,  consult  the  chart, 
Scare  not  my  Pegasus  before  I  start! 
If  Bennell  has  it  not,  you*Il  find,  mayhap. 
The  isle  laid  down  in  Captain  Sinbad's  map- 
Famed  mariner  I  whose  merciless  narrations 
Drove  eyery  friend  and  kinsman  out  of  patience, 
Till,  &in  to  find  a  guest  who  thought  them  shoitfli^ 
He  deigned  to  tell  them  oyer  to  a  porter — 
The  last  edition  see,  by  Long  and  Co., 
Bees,  Huist,  and  Orme,  our  &thers  in  the  Bow. 

Serendib  found,  deem  not  my  tale  a  fiction — 
This  Sultaun,  whether  lacking  contradiction — 
(A  sort  of  stimulant  which  hath  its  uses, 
To  raise  the  spirits  and  reform  the  juices, 
— Soyereign  specific  for  all  sorts  of  cures 
In  my  wife's  practice,  and  perhaps  in  yours), 
The  Sultaun  lacking  this  same  wholesome  bitUi^ 
Of  cordial  smooth  for  prince's  palate  fitter— 
Or  if  some  Mollah  had  hag-rid  his  dreams 
With  Degial,  Qinnistan,  and  such  wild  themes 
Belonging  to  the  Mollah's  subtle  craft, 
I  wot  not — but  the  Sultaun  never  laugh'd, 
Scarce  ate  or  drank,  and  took  a  melancholy 
That  scom'd  all  remedy  profane  or  holy ; 
In  his  long  list  of  melimcholiea,  mad, 
Or  mazed,  or  dumb,  hath  Burton  none  so  bad. 

PhjTsicians  soon  arrived,  sage,  ware,  and  tried, 
As  e'ei  scrawl'd  jargon  in  a  darken'd  room ; 
With  heedinl  glance  the  Sultaun*s  tongue  they  eyed, 
Peep'd  in  his  bath,  and  Gkxi  knows  where  beside, 
And  then  in  solenm  accent  spoke  their  dooc.. 


•  His  majesty  i>  reiy  lar  from  well" 

Then  eadi  to'  work  with  his  specific  fell ; 

The  Hakim  Ibrahim  ingtanter  brought 

His  migaeDt  Mahazr.i'm  al  Zerdukkaut^ 

Whfle  Roompot)  a  pnictLtioner  more  wily, 

Relied  on  his  Munaskif  aU  fillfily. 

More  and  yet  more  in  deep  array  appear, 

And  some  the  front  assail,  and  some  the  rear ; 

Their  remedies  to  reinforce  and  vary, 

Came  sargeon  eke,  and  eke  apothecary; 

Till  the  tired  Monarch,  though  of  words  grown  chary, 

Tet  dropt,  to  recompense  their  finitless  labor. 

Some  hint  about  a  bowstring  or  a  saber. 

There  lack'd,  I  promise  you,  no  longer  speeches) 

To  rid  the  palace  of  those  learned  leeches. 


Then  was  the  oouncQ  call'd — by  their  advice 
(They  deem'd  the  matter  ticklish  all,  and  nice, 

And  sought  to  shift  it  off  from  their  own  shoulders) 
Tartars  and  courieis  in  aU  speed  were  sent^ 
To  call  a  sort  of  Eastern  Parliament 

Of  feudatory  chieftains  and  fi-eeholders — 
Such  hare  the  Persians  at  this  very  day, 
My  gallant  Malcolm  calls  them  ootirouUai; — 
I*m  not  prepared  to  show  in  this  slight  song 
That  to  Serendib  the  same  forms  belong — 
R*en  let  the  leam'd  go  search,  and  tell  me  if  Fm  wroitg. 


The  Omrahs,  each  with  hand  on  scimitar, 

Gave,  like  Sempronius,  still  their  voice  for  war— 

'*The  saber  of  the  Sultaun  in  its  sheath 

Too  long  has  slept^  nor  own*d  the  work  of  deatb , 

Let  the  Tambourgi  bid  his  signal  rattle. 

Bang  the  loud  gong,  and  raise  the  shout  of  batii  >  t 

This  dreary  cloud  tiiat  dims  our  sovereign's  day, 

Shall  from  his  kindled  bosom  flit  away, 

When  the  bold  Lootie  wheels  his  courser  round. 

And  the  arm'd  elephant  shall  shake  the  ground. 

Each  noble  pants  to  own  the  glorious  summons-  '• 

And  for  Uie  charge?- -Lo  I  yoir  faithful  Commons  I" 


/ 
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The  Riots  who  attended  in  their  places 

(Serendib  language  caOs  a  farmer  Jkiot> 
Look'd  niefiillj  in  one  another's  faces, 

From  this  oration  auguring  much  disquiet^ 
Double  assessment^  forage,  and  free  quarters; 
And  fearing  these  as  Ohina-men  the  Tartars, 
Or  as  the  whiskered  yermin  fear  the  mousers. 
Each  fumbled  in  the  pockets  of  his  trowsers. 

And  next  came  forth  the  reverend  Conyocation, 

Bald  heads,  white  beards,  and  many  a  turban  grcsi^ 
Lnaum  and  Mollah  there  of  eyery  station, 

Santon,  Fakir,  and  Calendar  were  seen. 
Their  yotes  were  yarious — some  advised  a  Mosque 

With  fitting  revenues  should  be  erected. 
With  seemly  gardens  and  with  gay  Kiosque, 

To  create  a  band  of  priests  selected ; 
Others  opined  that  through  the  realms  a  dole 

Be  made  to  holy  men,  whose  prayers  might  profit 
The  Sultaun's  weal  in  body  and  in  souL 

But  their  long-headed  chie^  the  Sheik  Ul-^fit^ 
More  doeely  touoh'd  the  point ; — ^'  Thy  studious  mooc^' 
Quoth  he,  "0  Prince  I  hath  thicken'd  all  thy  blood, 
And  dull'd  thy  brain  with  labor  beyond  measure ; 
Wherefore  relax  a  space  and  take  thy  pleasure, 
And  toy  with  beauty,  or  tell  o*er  thy  treasure ; 
From  all  the  cares  of  state,  my  Liege,  enlarge  tLee^ 
And  leave  the  burden  to  thy  faithful  clergy/' 

These  counsels  sage  availed  not  a  whit. 

And  so  the  patient  (as  is  not  uncommon 
Where  grave  physicians  lose  their  time  and  wit) 

Resolved  to  take  advice  of  an  old  woman ; 
EQs  mother  she,  a  dame  who  unce  was  beauteoa^ 
And  still  was  called  so  by  each  subject  duteous. 
Now  whether  Fatima  was  witch  in  earnest, 

Or  only  made  believe,  I  can  not  say — 
But  she  professM  to  cure  disease  the  sternest, 

By  dint  of  magic  amulet  or  lay ; 
And,  when  all  other  skill  in  vain  was  shown, 
She  deemed  it  fitting  time  to  use  her  own. 
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"*  Sifrnpaihia  magioa  hath  wonders  done** 

(Thus  did  old  Eadma  bespeak  her  son), 

''It  works  upon  the  fibers  and  the  pores. 

And  {JtmMf  insensibly,  onr  health  restores, 

And  it  must  help  us  here. — ^Thou  must  endure 

The  iD,  my  son,  or  travel  for  the  cure. 

Search  land  and  sea,  and  get^  where'er  yon  can, 

The  inmost  yestore  of  a  happy  man: 

I  mean  his  shist,  my  son;  which,  taken  warm 

And  fresh  fix>m  off  his  back,  shall  chase  your  hano, 

Bid  eveiy  current  of  your  yeLos  rejoice, 

And  your  dull  heart  leap  lig^t  as  diepherd-boy'&'' 

Such  was  the  counsel  fix>m  his  mother  came ; — 

I  know  not  if  she  had  some  under-game. 

As  doctors  haye,  who  bid  their  patients  roam 

And  liye  abroad,  when  sure  to  die  at  home ; 

Or  if  she  thought,  that^  somehow  or  another, 

Queen-Begent  sounded  better  than  QueenrMothsr; 

But^  says  the  Qhronide  (who  will  go  look  it  ?) 

That  such  was  her  adyice — the  Sultaun  took  it 

An  are  on  board — the  Sultaun  and  his  train, 
In  gilded  galley  prompt  to  plow  the  main. 

The  old  Bais  was  the  first  who  question'd,  "  Whith«r 
They  paused — ''  Arabia,"  thought  the  pensiye  Priooe^ 
"  Was  caU'd  The  Happy  many  ages  since — 

For  Mokha,  Bais." — ^And  they  came  safely  thither. 
Bnt  not. in  Araby,  with  all  her  balm, 
Not  where  Judea  weeps  beneath  her  pahn. 
Not  in  rich  Egypt,  not  in  Nubian  waste, 
Conld  there  the  step  of  Happiness  be  traced* 
One  Copt  alone  profess'd  to  haye  seen  her  smile 
When  Bruce  his  goblet  fill'd  at  infant  Nile : 
She  bleas'd  the  dauntless  trayeler  as  he  qoaflTd. 
Bu  yanish'd  from  him  with  the  ended  draughtb 

"Enongh  of  turbans,"  said  the  weary  Eling, 
^ These  dolimans  of  ours  are  not  the  thing; 
Try  we  the  GHaours^  these  men  of  coat,  and  cap^  I 
Indine  to  think  some  of  them  must  be  happy ; 
At  least  they  haye  as  fair  a  cause  as  any  can, 
They  drink  ^(ood  wine  and  keep  no  Rnmaian 


120  NABRATIYB. 

Then  northward,  ho  I" — ^The  yessel  cuts  the  sc^ 

And  ikir  Italia  lies  upon  her  lee. — 

But  fair  Italia,  she  who  onoe  unfiirrd 

Her  eagle-banners  o'er  a  conquered  world, 

Long  from  her  throne  of  domination  tumbled, 

Lay,  by  her  quondam  vassals,  sorely  humbled. 

The  Pope  himself  looked  penaiye,  pale,  and  lean, 

And  was  not  half  the  man  he  once  had  been. 

**  WhOe  these  the  priest  and  those  the  noble  fleeoei^ 

Our  poor  old  boot,"  they  said,  *'  is  torn  to  pieces. 

Its  tops  the  yeng^ul  daws  of  Austria  feel, 

And  the  Great  Devil  is  rending  toe  and  heel 

If  happiness  you  seek,  to  tell  you  truly, 

We  think  she  dwells  with  one  Q-iovanni  BolM; 

A  tramontane,  a  heretio— the  buck, 

PofiEaredio  I  still  has  all  the  luck  ; 

By  land  or  ocean  never  strikes  his  flag— 

And  then — a  perfect  walking  money-bag/' 

Off  set  our  Prince  to  seek  John  Bull's  abode. 

But  first  took  France — ^it  lay  upon  the  road. 

Monsieur  Baboon,  atler  much  late  oommotian, 

Was  agitated  like  a  settling  ocean, 

Quite  out  of  sorts,  and  could  not  tell  what  aOM  hioif 

Only  the  glory  of  his  hous6  had  fiul'd  him ; 

Besides,  some  tumors  on  his  noddle  biding, 

Gkive  indication  of  a  recent  hiding. 

Our  Prince,  though  Sultauns  of  such  things  are  heedleoL, 

Thought  it  a  thing  indelicate  and  needless 

To  ask,  if  at  that  moment  he  was  happy. 
And  Monsieur,  seeing  that  he  was  oomme  il  fatU,  a 
Loud  voice  muster'd  up,  for  "  Vwe  le  RoiT 

Then  whisper'd,  "'Ave  you  any  news  of  Nappy  f* 
The  Sultaun  answer'd  him  with  a  cross  question-^ 

"  Pray,  can  you  tell  me  aught  of  one  John  Bull, 

That  dwells  somewhere  beyond  your  herring-pool  ?** 
The  query  seem'd  of  difficult  digestion, 
The  party  shrugg'd,  and  grinn'd,  and  took  his  mxsSL 
And  found  his  whole  good-breeding  scarce  enou)^ 

Twitching  his  visage  into  as  many  puckers 
As  damsels  wont  to  put  into  their  tocken 
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(Ere  liberal  Pashion  damnM  both  lace  and  ]a%rn. 
And  bade  the  vail  of  modesty  be  drawn), 
Replied  the  Frenchman,  after  a  brief  pause, 
"  JeaD  Bool ! — ^I  vas  not  know  him — yea,  I  vas-  -* 
I  va?  remember  dat,  von  yeai*  or  two, 
I  saw  him  at  von  place  call'd  Vaterloo— 
Ma  foi  t  il  s'est  tree  joliment  battu, 
Dat  is  for  Englishman — ^m'entendes-vous  ? 
But  den  he  had  wit  him  one  damn  son-gun^ 
Rogue  I  no  like— -dey  call  him  Yellington." 
Monsieur's  politeness  conld  not  hide  his  fret^ 
So  Solimaun  took  leave,  and  cross'd  the  strait. 

John  Bull  was  in  his  veiy  worst  of  moods. 
Raving  of  sterile  fiums  and  unsold  goods ; 
His  sugar-loaves  and  bales  ab^ut  he  threw. 
And  on  his  counter  beat  the  devil's  tattoo. 
His  wars  were  ended,  and  the  victory  won, 
But  then,  't  was  reckoning-day  with  honest  John ; 
And  authors  vouch,  'twas  still  this  WorHiy's  way, 
''Never  to  grumble  till  he  came  to  pay; 
And  then  he  always  thinks,  his  temperas  such. 
The  work  too  little,  and  the  pay  too  much." 

Yet  grumbler  as  he  is,  so  kind  and  heartjr, 
That  when  his  mortal  foe  was  on  the  floor. 
And  past  the  power  to  harm  his  quiet  more, 

Poor  John  had  well-nigh  wept  for  Bonaparte  f 
Such  was  the  wight  whom  Solimaun  salam'd — 
"And  who  are  you,"  John  answer'd,  "  and  be  d— d  T 

'  A  stranger  come  to  see  the  happiest  man — 
So,  signior,  all  avouch — ^in  Frangistan.'  — 
*^  Happy  ?  my  tenants  breaking  on  my  han^ ; 
Unstock'd  my  pastures,  and  untill'd  my  land; 
Sugar  and  rum  a  drug,  and  mice  and  moths 
The  sole  consumers  of  my  good  broadcloths — 
Happy? — why,  cursed  war  and  racking  tax 
Have  left  us  scarcely  raiment  to  our  backs."-^ 
''In  that  case,  mgnior,  I  may  take  my  leave; 
I  came  to  ask  a  &vor — but  I  grieve."— 
"Favor  ?"  said  John,  and  eyed  the  Sultaun  bard, 
"It's  my  belief  you  came  to  break  the  yard' — 
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But,  stay,  you  look  like  some  poor  foreign 
Take  that  to  buy  yourself  a  shirt  and  dinner."— - 
With  that  he  ohuck'd  a  guinea  at  his  head ; 
But^  with  due  dignity,  the  Sultaun  said, 
''  Permit  me,  sir,  your  bounty  to  decline ; 
A  Mrt  indeed  I  seek,  but  none  of  thine. 
Signior,  I  kiss  your  hands,  so  &re  you  weU," — 
"  Kiss  and  be  d— d,*'  quoth  John,  '<  and  go  to  kelir 


Next  door  to  John  there  dwelt  his  sister  Peg, 
Once  a  wild  lass  as  ever  shook  a  leg 
When  the  blithe  bagpipe  blew — but,  soberer  now; 
She  douceUf  span  her  flax  and  milk'd  her  cow. 
And  whereas  erst  she  was  a  needy  slattern, 
Nor  now  of  wealth  or  cleanliness  a  pattern, 
Yet  once  a  month  her  hqpse  was  partly  swept^ 
And  once  a  week  a  plenteous  board  she  kept 
And,  whereas,  eke,  the  vixen  used  her  daws 

And  teeth  of  yore,  on  slender  proTOcation, 
She  now  was  grown  amenable  to  laws, 

A  quiet  soul  as  any  in  the  nation ; 
The  sole  remembrance  of  her  warlike  joys 
Was  in  old  songs  she  sang  to  please  her  boys. 
John  Bull,  whom,  in  their  years  of  early  strife, 
She  wont  to  lead  a  cat-and-doggish  life. 
Now  found  the  woman,  as  he  said,  a  neighbor. 
Who  look'd  to  the  main  chance,  declined  no  liJMi^ 
Loved  a  long  grace,  and  spoke  a  northern  jargon, 
And  was  d— d  dose  in  making  of  a  bargain. 

The  Sultaun  entered,  and  he  made  his  leg, 
And  with  decorum  courteey'd  sister  Peg ; 
(She  loved  a  book,  and  knew  a  thing  or  two, 
And  guess'd  at  once  with  whom  she  had  to  do). 
She  bade  him  ^'  Sit  into  the  fire,"  and  took 
Her  dram,  her  cake,  her  kebbuck  from  the  node; 
Afik'd  him  "About  the  news  from  Eastern  parts: 
knd  of  her  absent  bairns,  puir  BUghland  hearts  I 
If  peace  brought  down  the  price  of  tea  and  pepps^ 
And  if  the  niUmugs  were  grown  <my  cheaper;— 
Were  there  nae  apeeringB  of  our  Mungo  Park — 
fe  'U  be  the  gentleman  that  wants  the  sark  ? 


NABSATIYX.  123 


If  ye  wftd  buy  a  web  o*  anld  wife's  spmning 
I H  warrant  ye  it's  a  wed-weazing  linen." 


Then  up  got  Peg,  and  round  the  houae  'gan  flOuiHe 

In  search  of  goods  her  oostomer  to  nail, 
Until  the  Sultaun  strainM  his  princely  throttle 

And  hallo'd — ^^*  Ma'am,  that  is  not  what  I  aiL 
Ftay,  are  you  happy,  ma'am,  in  this  snug  glen  ?" — 
*^Bappj  r  said  Peg;  ^  What  for  d'ye  want  to  ken? 
Besides,  just  think  upon  this  by-gane  year, 

Qrain  wadna  pay  the  yoking  of  the  pleugh." — 
"  What  say  you  to  the  present?" — " Meal's  sae  dear, 

To  make  their  hroB$  my  bairns  have  scarce  aneug^"-* 
''The  devil  take  the  shirty"  said  Solimaun, 
<<  I  think  my  quest  will  end  as  it  began. — 
Farewell,  ma'am;  nay,  no  ceremony,  I  beg^'^ 
*<  Te  11  no  be  for  the  linen  then?".said  Peg. 

Now,  for  the  land  of  verdant  Erin, 

The  Sdtaun's  royal  bark  is  steering. 

The  Emerald  Isle,  where  honest  Paddy  dwells^ 

The  cousin  of  John  Bull,  as  story  teDsL 

For  a  long  space  had  John,  with  words  of  thunder 

Hard  looks,  and  harder  knocks,  kept  Paddy  under, 

Till  the  poor  lad,  like  boy  that's  fiogg'd  unduly, 

Had  gotten  somewhat  restive  and  imruly. 

Hard  was  his  lot  and  lodging,  you  11  allow, 

A  wigwam  that  would  hardly  serve  a  sow ; 

His  landlord,  and  of  middle  men  two  braoe^ 

Had  screw'd  his  rent  up  to  the  starving-pLaoe; 

His  garment  was  a  top-coat,  and  an  old  one, 

His  meal  was  a  potato,  and  a  cold  one ; 

But  still  for  fun  or  frolic,  and  all  that, 

In  the  round  world  was  not  the  match  of  Pat^ 

The  Sultaun  saw  him  on  a  holiday, 

Which  is  with  Paddy  still  a  jolly  day ; 

When  mass  is  ended,  and  his  load  of  uns 

Ooofess'd,  and  Mother  Ohurch  hath  from  her  binos 

Dealt  forth  a  bonus  of  imputed  merit, 

Then  is  Pat's  time  for  fismcy,  whim,  and  spirit  I 

To  jest,  to  sing,  to  caper  fair  and  free. 

And  danoe  as  light  as  leaf  upon  the  trsa 
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^  By  Mahomet^*'  said  Scdtaun  SolinuHmy 
^  That  ragged  fellow  is  our  yery  man  I 
Rush  in  and  seize  him — do  not  do  him  hurt^ 
But)  will  he  nill  he,  let  me  have  his  MrL" 

Shilcla  their  plan  was  well-nigh  after  bauUdng 

(Much  less  proTOcation  will  set  it  a-waUdng), 

But  the  odds  that  foil'd  Heroules  foil'd  Faddy  Whack ; 

They  seized,  and  they  floored,  and  they  stripped  him—  i  lack 

dp-bubboo  I  Paddy  had  not—*  shirt  to  his  backl  II 

And  the  King,  disappointed,  with  soirow  and  shaiae 

Went  back  to  Serendib  as  sad  as  he  came. 


THE  DONKEY  AND  HIS  PANNIERS. 

THOMAS  1I(K>KB. 

A  DONKET  whose  talent  for  burden  was  wondrous, 
So  much  that  you  'd  swear  he  rejoiced  in  a  load. 

One  day  had  to  jog  under  panniers  so  pond'roua, 
That— down  tiie  poor  donkey  fell,  smack  on  the  road. 

His  owners  and  driyers  stood  round  in  amase-— 
What  1  Neddy,  the  patient^  the  prosperous  Neddy 

So  easy  to  drive  through  the  dirtiest  ways, 
For  erery  description  of  job-work  so  ready ! 

One  driver  (whom  Ned  might  have  **  hail'd"  as  a  '^  brothei'  ) 
Had  just  been  proclaiming  his  donkey's  renown. 

For  vigor,  for  spirit^  for  one  thing  or  other — 
When,  lo  I  'mid  his  praises^  the  donkey  came  down. 

but,  how  to  upraise  him?— >one  shouts,  VaOwr  whistles, 

While  Jenky,  the  coi^jurer,  wisest  of  all. 
Declared  that  an  "  over-production"  of  thistles — 

(Here  Ned  gave  a  stare) — ^was  the  cause  of  his  fidL 

Vnother  wise  Solomon  cries,  as  he  passes— 
^  There,  let  him  alone,  and  the  fit  will  soon  cease , 

The  beast  has  been  fighting  with  other  jack-assei^ 
And  this  is  his  mode  of '  iramsUion  to  peaeeJ 


> » 
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fiome  look'd  at  his  hoofi^  and,  with  learned  grimacea 
FronouDced  that  too  long  without  shoes  he  had  gooe-  • 

*^  Let  the  blacksmith  provide  him  a  8<nmd  mekU  bans 
(The  wiaeacses  said),  and  he 's  sure  to  jog  on.'' 

Ilut  others  who  gabbled  a  jargon  half  Gkielic, 
Ezclaim'd,  ''Hoot  awa,  mon,  you're  a'  gane  astray" — 

And  declared  that  "  whoe'er  might  prefer  the  meiaOiCf 
They  'd  shoe  their  own  donkeys  with  papier  mache,^ 

Meanwhile  the  poor  Neddy,  in  torture  and  fear, 

Lay  under  his  panniers,  scarce  able  to  groan, 
And,  what  was  still  dolefuler — lending  an  ear 

To  advisers  whose  ears  were  a  match  for  his  own. 

A*,  length,  a  plain  rustic,  whose  wit  went  so  fiir 
As  to  see  others'  folly,  roar'd  out  as  he  paas'd — 

"  Quick — off  with  tiie  panniers,  all  dolts  as  ye  are, 
Or  your  prosperous  Neddy  will  soon  kick  his  last" 


MISADVENTURES  AT  MARGATE. 

A  LXOKVD  OF  JARVIS'S  JETTT. 

B.  HARRIS  BARHAM. 
MB.  8DIPXI1I80N  QoqtllUur). 

A  WAS  in  Margate  last  July,  I  walk'd  upon  the  pier, 
I  saw  a  little  vulgar  Boy — I  said  "  What  make  you  here  ? — 
The  gloom  upon  your  youthAil  cheek  speaks  any  thing  but  joy ; 
Again  I  said,  "  What  make  you  here,  you  little  vulgar  Bey  ?" 

He  frown'd,  that  little  vulgar  Boy — he  deem'd  I  meant  to  scuil  • 
And  when  the  little  heart  is  big,  a  little  "  sets  it  off;" 
He  put  his  finger  in  his  mouth,  his  little  bosom  rose, — 
He  had  no  little  handkerchief  to  wipe  his  little  nose  I 

''Harkl  don't  you  hear,  my  little  man? — it's  striking  nine,"  I 

said, 
^  An  hour  when  all  good  litde  boys  and  girls  should  be  in  bed. 
Bun  homo  and  get  your  supper,  else  your  Ma'  wUl  scold— Oh  1 

fiel— 
U's  very  wrong  indeed  for  little  boys  to  stand  and  ci?  I" 


(26  KABBATIVK. 

rhe  tear-drop  in  his  little  eye  again  began  to  spring. 
His  bosom  throbb'd  with  agony — ^he  cried  like  any  thing  t 
I  stoop'd,  and  thus  amidst  his  sobs  I  heard  him  murmur — "  Ab 
I  haven't  got  no  supper  I  and  I  haren't  got  no  Ma'  I  I — 

"  My  father,  he  is  on  the  seas, — ^my  mother 's  dead  and  gone  1 
And  I  am  here^  on  this  here  pier,  to  roam  the  world  alone ; 
I  haye  not  had,  this  live-long  day,  one  drop  to  cheer  my  hearti 
Nor  '  hrown^  to  buy  a  bit  of  bread  with, — let  alone  a  tart 

<<  If  there 's  a  soul  will  give  me  food,  or  find  me  in  employ. 
By  day  or  nighty  thai  blow  me  tight  1"  (he  was  a  vulgar  Boy;) 
^  And  now  I  'm  here,  fix)m  this  here  pier  it  is  my  fixed  intent 
To  jump,  as  Mr.  Levi  did  from  off  the  Monu-ment  I" 

"  Cheer  up  I  cheer  up  I  my  litde  man—cheer  up  1"  I  kindly  said 

You  are  a  naughty  boy  to  take  such  things  into  your  head : 

If  you  should  jimip  firom  off  the  pier,  you  'd  surely  break  yoin 

legs, 
Perhaps  your  neck — ^then  Bogey  'd  have  you,  sure  as  eggs  ar« 

eggsl 

'<  Gome  home  with  me,  my  little  man,  come  home  with  me  and 

sup; 
My  landlady  is  Mr&  Jones — ^we  must  not  keep  her  up — 
There 's  roast  potatoes  on  the  fire, — enough  for  me  and  you — 
Come  home, — you  Uttle  vulgar  Boy — I  lodge  at  Number  2/* 

I  took  him  home  to  Number  2,  the  house  beside  "  The  Foy,** 
I  bade  him  wipe  his  dirty  shoes, — that  little  vulgar  Boy, — 
And  then  I  said  to  Mistress  Jones,  the  kindest  of  her  sex, 
"  Pray  be  so  good  as  go  and  fetch  a  pint  of  double  X  t" 

But  Mr&  Jones  was  rather  crosa^  she  made  a  little  noise^ 
She  said  she  '^  did  not  like  to  wait  on  little  vulgar  Boys." 
Slie  with  her  apron  wiped  the  plates,  and,  as  she  rubb'd  the  del( 
Said  I  might  "  go  to  Jericho^  and  fetch  my  beer  myseli!" 

I  did  not  go  to  Jericho — ^I  went  to  Mr.  Cobb— 

I  changed  a  shilling — (which  in  town  the  people  call  "  a  Bob*')-> 

It  was  not  so  much  for  myself  as  for  that  vulgar  child — 

And  I  said,  "  A  pint  of  double  X,  and  please  to  draw  it  mild  I" 
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When  I  came  back  I  gased  about — ^I  gazed  on  stool  and  chair^ 
I  oould  not  see  mj  little  fiiend — because  he  was  not  there  1 
I  peep'd  beneath  the  table-doth — beneath  the  sofa  too— 
I  said  "^  You  Htde  vulgar  Boy  I  why  what 's  become  of  you  ?" 

I  oould  not  see  my  tablenspoon^— I  look'd,  but  oould  not  see 
The  little  fiddle-pattem*d  ones  I  use  when  I  'm  at  tea ; 
— ^I  could  not  see  my  sugar-tongs — ^my  silver  watch— oh,  dear ! 
I  know  'twas  on  the  mantle-piece  when  I  went  out  for  beer 

I  oould  not  see  my  Mackintosh  I — it  was  not  to  be  seen  I 

Nor  yet  my  best  white  beaver  hat^  broad-brunm'd  and  lined  with 

green; 
My  carpet-bag — my  cruet-stand,  that  holds  my  sauce  and  soy, — 
My  roast  potatoes  1 — all  are  gone  I — and  so 's  that  vulgar  Boy ! 

I  rang  the  bell  for  Mis,  Jones,  for  she  was  down  below, 
''—Oh,  Mrs.  Jones!  what  do  you  think  ? — ain't  this  a  pretty  gu  ? 
•—That  horrid  little  vulgar  Boy  whom  I  brought  here  to-night, 
—He 's  stolen  my  things  and  run  away  I  I" — Says  she,  ^  And 

sarve  you  right  I  1" 

*  *  *  *  *  «  « 

Next  morning  I  was  up  betimes — ^I  sent  the  Crier  round, 
AH  with  his  bell  and  gold-laced  hat,  to  say  I  'd  give  a  pound 
To  find  that  little  vulgar  Boy,  who  'd  gone  and  used  me  so; 
But  when  the  Oner  cried  "  0  Yes  I"  the  people  cried,  "  0  No  f 

I  went  to  "  Jarvis'  Landing-place,"  the  glory  of  the  town, 
Phere  was  a  common  sailor-man  a-walking  up  and  down ; 
[  told  my  tale — he  seem'd  to  think  I  'd  not  been  treated  well, 
And  called  me  "  Poor  old  Buffer  I"  what  that  means  I  cannot  tell 

rhat  sailor-man,  he  said  he  'd  seen  that  morning  on  the  shore, 
A  son  of — Bomething^'t  was  a  name  I  'd  never  heard  before, 
A  little  "  gallows-looking  chap"— dear  me ;  what  could  he  mean  7 
With  a  "  carpet-fiwab"  and  "  muckingtogs,"  and  a  hat  tamed  up 
with  green. 

He  spoke  about  his  "precious  eyes,"  and  said  he'd  seen  hizn 

"  sheer," 
—It's  very  odd  that  sailor-men  should  talk  so  very  queer  — 
kod  then  he  hitcb'd  his  trowsers  up,  as  is,  I  'm  told,  tlieir  use, 
—It's  very  odd  that  sailor-men  should  wear  those  things  8o  looM 
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[  did  not  understand  him  well,  but  think  he  meant  to  aaj 
He  M  seen  that  littJe  vulgar  £07,  that  morning  swim  awaj 
In  Captain  Large's  Bojal  G^rge  about  an  hour  before, 
And  they  were  now,  as  he  supposed, ''  somewAeres^'  about  um 

Nore. 

A  landsman  said,  *'  I  ifwig  the  chap— he  *s  been  upon  the  .Mill — 
And  'cause  he  gammon»  so  ih<&JkUB^  ve  caUs  him  Yeeping  Bill  I" 
Ee  said  *'  he  'd  done  me  werj  brown,"  and  "  nicely  stow'd  the 

awag.'^ 
— ^That's  French,  I  fancy,  for  a  hat— or  else  a  carpet-bag. 

I  went  and  told  the  constable  my  property  to  track ; 
He  asked  me  if  I  did  not  wish  that  I  might  get  it  back  ?" 
I  answered,  '^  To  be  sure  I  do  I — it  'a  what  1  come  about*' 
He  smiled  and  said,  ^  Sir,  does  your  mother  know  that  you  are 
out?" 

Not  knowing  what  to  do,  I  thought  I  'd  hasten  back  to  town, 
And  beg  our  own  Lord  Mayor  to  oatch  the  Boy  who  *d  "  done 

me  brown," 
His  Lordship  very  kindly  said  he  'd  try  and  find  him  out^ 
But  he  *^  rather  thought  that  there  were  several  vulgar  boyi 

about." 

He  sent  for  Mr.  Whithair  then,  and  I  described  "  the  swag," 
My  Mackintosh,  my  sugar-tongs,  my  spoons,  and  carpet-bag ; 
He  promised  that  the  New  Police  should  all  ^ir  powers  emfdoy ; 
But  never  to  this  hour  have  I  beheld  that  vulgar  Boy  1 

VOBAL. 

Elemember,  then,  what  when  a  boy  I've  heard  my  Grandma'  tell, 

^  Bx  WABN'd  m  TDfB  BT  OTHIBS'  HABM,  AHD  TOU  SHALL  DO  VULK 
WELL  I" 

Don't  link  yourself  with  vulgar  folks,  who  've  got  no  fix'd  abode, 
Tell  lies,  use  naughty  words,  and  say  they  ^  wish  they  may  be 

blow'd  I" 
Don't  take  too  much  of  double  X  I— and  don't  at  night  go  out 
To  fetch  your  beer  yourself,  but  make  the  pot-boy  bring  youi 

stout  I 
And  when  you  go  to  Margate  next,  just  stop  and  ring  the  bell, 
9ive  my  respects  to  Mra  Jones,  and  say  I  'm  pretty  well  I 
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THE    GHOST. 

R.  HABRn  BAftiLaL 

Tmu  stands  a  Oity, — neither  large  nor  smaD, 

Its  air  and  situation  sweet  and  pretty ; 
It  matters  yery  little — ^if  at  all — 

Whether  its  denizens  are  dull  or  witty, 
Whether  the  ladies  there  are  short  or  tall, 

Brunettes  or  blondes,  only,  there  stands  a  dty  I— 
Perhaps  'tis  also  requisite  to  minute 
That  tiiere's  a  Oastle,  and  a  Gobbler  in  it 

A  fiur  Cathedral,  too^  the  story  goes, 
And  kings  and  heroes  lie  entombed  within  her; 

There  pious  Saints,  in  marble  pomp  repose, 
Whose  shrines  are  worn  by  knees  of  many  a  Sinner; 

There,  Ux),  full  many  an  Aldermanic  nose 
Boll'd  its  loud  diapason  after  dinner; 

And  there  stood  high  the  holy  sconce  of  Becket, 

—Tin  four  aasaamns  came  fix>m  France  to  crack  it 

The  Gasde  was  a  huge  and  antique  mound, 

Proof  against  all  ih'  artillery  of  the  quiver. 
Ere  those  abominable  guns  were  found, 

To  send  cold  lead  through  gallant  warrior's  liver 
It  stands  upon  a  gently  rising  ground, 

Sloping  down  gradually  to  the  river, 
Resembling  (to  compare  great  things  with  smaDer) 
A.  well-scooped,  moldy  Stilton  cheese — but  taller. 

The  Keep,  I  find,  's  been  sadly  altered  lately. 
And  'stead  of  mail-clad  knights,  of  honor  jealous, 

In  martial  panoply  so  grand  and  stately, 
Its  wbUs  are  fiUed  with  money-making  fellows, 

And  stufiTd,  unless  I  'ni  misinformed  greatly, 
With  leaden  pipen,  and  coke,  and  coal,  and  beUowfl 

In  short,  so  great  a  cliange  has  come  to  pass, 

Us  now  a  manufactory  of  Cfas. 


180  HABBATIYB. 

But  to  my  tale. — ^Before  this  pro&natioD, 
And  ere  its  ancient  glories  were  cut  short  aO^ 

A  poor  hard-working  (Gobbler  took  his  station 
In  a  small  house,  just  opposite  the  portal ; 

His  birth,  Lis  parentage,  and  education, 
I  know  but  little  of— a  strange,  odd  mortal  * 

His  aspect^  air,  and  gait^  were  all  ridiculous ; 

His  name  was  Mason — he  'd  been  christened  Nicho^a 

Nick  had  a  wife  possessed  of  many  a  charm, 
And  of  the  Lady  Huntingdon  persuasion ; 

But^  spite  of  all  her  piety,  her  ann 

She  *d  sometimes  ezerdse  when  in  a  passion; 

And,  being  of  a  temper  somewhat  warm. 
Would  now  and  then  seize,  upon  small  occasion, 

A  stick,  or  stool,  or  any  thing  that  round  did  lie, 

And  baste  her  lord  and  master  most  confoundedly. 

No  matter ; — ^'tis  a  thing  that's  not  uncommon, 
Tis  what  we  all  have  heard,  and  most  have  read  o(- 

I  mean,  a  bruising,  pugilistic  woman. 
Such  as  I  own  I  entertain  a  dread  o^ 

—And  so  did  Nick, — ^whom  sometimes  there  would 
A  sort  of  fear  his  Spouse  might  knock  his  head  off. 

Demolish  half  his  teeth,  or  drive  a  rib  in, 

She  shone  so  much  in  "  &cers"  and  in  "  fibbing.*' 

"  There 's  time  and  place  for  all  things,"  said  a  sage 
(King  Solomon,  I  think),  and  this  I  can  say, 

Within  a  well-roped*  ring,  or  on  a  stage. 
Boxing  may  be  a  veiy  pretty  Ibncy, 

When  Messra  Burke  or  Bendigo  engage ; 
— ^*TiB  not  80  well  in  Susan  or  in  Nancy : — 

To  get  well  null'd  by  any  one's  an  evil. 

But  by  a  lady — ^"tis  the  very  Devil 

And  so  thought  Nicholas,  whose  only  trouble 
(At  least  his  worst)  was  this,  his  rib's  propensity; 

For  sometimes  from  the  ale-house  he  would  hobble, 
His  senses  lost  in  a  sublime  immensity 

Of  cogitation — then  he  could  n't  cobble — 
And  tlien  his  wife  would  oflen  try  the  density 

Of  his  poor  skull,  and  strike  with  all  her  mighty 

As  &st  as  kitchen  wenches  strike  a  light. 
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Mison,  meek  soul,  who  erer  hated  BtrifOy 

Of  tiuB  same  strikiDg  had  a  morbid  dread, 
He  hated  it  like  poison— or  his  wife^ 

A  Tast  antipaUiy  I — but  so  he  said — 
And  veiy  often,  for  a  quiet  life, 

On  these  occasioDB  he  'd  sneak  up  to  bed, 
Grope  darkling  in,  and  soon  as  at  the  door 
He  beard  his  lady — he  'd  pretend  to  snore. 

One  nighty  then,  erer  partial  to  society, 

Nick,  with  a  friend  (another  jovial  fellow), 
Went  to  a  Club— I  should  have  said  Society — 

At  the  ^  Oily  Aims,"  once  call'd  the  "  Porto  BeUo  i" 
A  Spouting  party,  which,  though  some  decry  it^  I 

Oonsider  no  bad  lounge  when  one  is  mellow ; 
There  they  discuss  the  tax  on  salt,  and  leather, 
And  change  of  ministers  and  change  of  weather. 

In  shorty  it  was  a  kind  of  British  Forum, 

like  John  Ghile  Jones',  erst  in  Piccadilly, 
Only  they  managed  things  with  more  decorum. 

And  the  Orations  were  not  quUe  so  silly  ,* 
Far  different  questions,  too,  would  come  before  'em 

Not  always  politics,  which,  will  ye  nill  ye, 
Their  London  prototypes  were  always  wiUing, 
To  give  one  quantum  tuff.  of-4br  a  shilling. 

It  more  resembled  one  of  later  date. 
And  tenfold  talent^  as  I  'm  told,  in  Bow-street^ 

Where  kindlier  nurtured  souls  do  congregate, 
And,  though  there  are  who  deem  that  same  a  low  ftreeC, 

Yet,  I  'm  assured,  for  frolicsome  debate 
And  genuine  humor  it 's  surpassed  by  no  street. 

When  the  ^'  Chief  Baron"  enters,  and  assumes 

To  '*  role"  o'er  mimic  "  Thesigers"  and  "  Broughamii*' 

Here  they  would  oft  forget  their  Rulers'  faults^ 
And  waste  in  ancient  lore  the  midnight  taper, 

Inquire  if  Orpheus  first  produced  the  Waltz, 
How  Gbs-lights  differ  from  the  Delphic  Vapor. 

VThether  Hippocrates  gave  Glauber's  Salts, 
And  what  the  Romans  wrote  on  ere  they'd  paper  |— 

This  night  the  subject  of  their  disqui3itions 

Was  Ghosts,  Hobgoblins^  Sprites,  and  Apparitiouk 
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One  leamei  gentleman,  "  a  sage  grave  man," 
Talk'd  of  the  ahoet  in  Hamlet^  "  aheath'd  in  stee!  .**^ 

His  well-read  friend,  who  next  to  epeak  began, 
Said,  "  That  was  Poetry,  and  nothing  real ;" 

A  third,  of  morb  extensive  learning,  ran 
To  Sir  George  Yilliers'  Ghost,  and  Mrai  Veal ; 

Of  sheeted  Specters  spoke  with  shorten'd  breath, 

And  thrice  he  quoted  ^  Dreiincourt  on  Death." 

Nick,  smoked,  and  smoked,  and  trembled  as  he  heard 
The  point  discuss'd,  and  all  they  said  upon  it, 

How  frequently  some  murder'd  man  appear'd. 
To  tell  his  wife  and  children  who  had  done  it; 

Or  how  a  Miser's  Ghost^  with  grisly,  beard. 
And  pale  lean  visage,  in  an  old  Scotch  bonnet, 

Wandered  about  to  watch  his  buried  money  1 

When  all  at  once  Nick  heard  the  dock  strike  One— he 

Sprang  from  his  seat,  not  doubting  but  a  lecture 
Impended  fix>m  his  fond  and  faithM  She ; 

Nor  could  he  well  to  pardon  him  expect  her. 
For  he  had  promised  to  "be  home  to  tea;" 

But  having  luckily  the  key  o'  the  back  door, 
He  fondly  hoped  that,  unperceived,  he 

Might  creep  up  stairs  again,  pretend  to  doee, 

And  hoax  his  spouse  with  music  from  his  noea 

Vain  fruitless  hope  I — The  wearied  sentinel 

At  eve  may  overlook  the  crouching  foe. 
Till,  ere  his  hand  can  sound  the  alarum-bell, 

He  sinks  beneath  the  unexpected  blow ; 
Before  the  whiskers  of  Grimidkin  fell. 

When  slumb'ring  on  her  post,  the  mouse  may  go  ,<^ 
But  woman,  wakeful  woman,  's  never  weary, 
— ^Above  all,  when  she  waits  to  thump  her  deary. 

Soon  Mr&  Mason  heard  the  weU-known  tread; 

She  heard  the  key  slow  creaking  in  the  door, 
Spied  throu^  the  gloom  obscure,  toward  the  bed 

Nic(  creeping  soft,  as  oft  he  had  crept  before: 
When,  bang,  she  threw  a  something  at  his  head, 

And  Nick  at  once  lay  prostrate  on  the  floor ; 
While  she  exclaim'd  with  her  indignant  &ce  on,-^ 
"  How  dare  you  use  your  wife  so,  Mr.  Mason?" 
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BfMtfo  we  to  tell  how  fieroely  ahe  debated, 

Especially  the  length  of  her  oration, — 
Spare  we  to  tell  how  Nick  expostulated. 

Roused  bj  the  bump  into  a  good  set  passion,  * 
Bo  great,  that  more  than  once  he  execrated, 

Ere  he  crawl'd  into  bed  in  his  usual  fieishion ; 
— The  Muses  hate  brawls ;  suffice  it  then  to  say, 
He  duck'd  below  the  dothea — and  there  he  lay : 

'T  was  now  the  very  witching  time  of  nighty 

When  church-yards  groan,  and  graves  give  up  their  deaii, 

And  many  a  mischievous,  enfranchised  Sprite 
Had  long  since  burst  his  bonds  of  stone  or  lead. 

And  hurried  aSt,  with  schoolboy-hke  delight, 
To  play  his  pranks  near  some  poor  wretch's  bed, 

Sleeping,  perhaps,  serenely  as  a  porpoise, 

Nor  dreaming  of  this  fiendish  Habeas  Corpus. 

Not  so  our  Nicholas,  his  meditations 
Still  to  the  same  tremendous  theme  recurred, 

The  same  dread  subject  of  the  dark  narrations, 
Which,  back'd  with  such  authority,  he  'd  heard ; 

Lost  in  his  own  horrific  contemplations^ 
He  pondered  o'er  each  well-remembered  word ; 

When  at  the  bed's  foot^  close  beside  the  post, 

He  verily  believed  he  saw — a  Ghost  1 

Plain  and  more  plain  the  unsubstantial  Sprite 

To  his  astonish'd  gaze  eadi  moment  grew ; 
Ghastly  and  gaunt^  it  rear'd  its  shadowy  height, 

Of  more  than  mortal  seeming  to  the  view. 
And  round  its  long,  thin,  bony  fingers  drew 

A  tatter'd  winding-sheet,  of  course  ofi  uxAite  ;— 
The  moon  that  moment  peeping  through  a  doud, 
Nick  very  plainly  saw  it  through  the  shroud  / 

And  ^ow  those  matted  locks,  which  never  yet 

Had  yielded  to  the  comb's  unkmd  divorce, 
Thoir  long-contracted  amity  forget, 

And  spring  asunder  with  elastic  force; 
Nay,  e'en  the  very  cap,  of  texture  coarse. 

Whose  ruby  cincture  crown'd  that  brow  ok  jet, 
Uprose  in  agony — ^the  Gk>rgon's  head 
Was  but  a  type  of  Nick's  up-squatting  in  the  ti<L 
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From  even  J  pore  distiird  a  dammj  dew. 
Quaked  every  limb, — ^the  candle  too  no  doobt; 

En  rigUf  would  have  bmnt  eztremelj  blue, 
But  Nick  unluddlj  had  put  it  out; 

And  he,  though  naturallj  bold  and  stout^ 
la  short,  was  in  a  most  tremendous  stew; — 

The  room  was  fill'd  with  a  sulphureous  smdl, 

But  where  that  came  from  ICason  could  not  teD. 

AH  motionless  the  Specter  stood, — and  now 
Its  reverend  form  more  dearly  shone  confest; 

From  the  pale  cheek  a  beard  of  purest  snow 
Descended  o'er  its  venerable  breast ; 

The  thin  gray  hairs^  that  orown'd  its  furrowed  brow, 
Told  of  years  long  gone  by. — An  awful  guest 

It  stood,  and  with  an  action  of  command, 

Beckon'd  the  Gobbler  with  its  wan  right  hand. 

''  Whence,  and  what  art  thou,  Execrable  Shape  7^ 
Nick  mighi  have  cried,  could  he  have  found  a  tongoi^ 

But  his  distended  jaws  could  only  gape, 
And  not  a  sound  upon  the  weUdn  rung . 

His  gooseberry  orbs  seem'd'  as  they  would  have  sprung 
Forth  from  their  sockets, — like  a  frightened  Ape 

He  sat  upon  his  haunches,  bolt  upright^ 

And  shook,  and  grinn'd,  and  chattered  with  affiight. 

And  still  the  shadowy  finger,  long  and  lean, 
Now  beckon'd  Nidc,  now  pointed  to  the  door ; 

And  many  an  ireful  glance,  and  fit>wn,  between, 
The  angry  visage  of  the  Phantom  wore. 

As  if  quite  vexed  that  Nick  would  do  no  more 
Than  stare,  without  e'en  asking,  ''  What  d'  ye  mean  T 

Because,  as  we  are  told, — a  sad  old  joke  too, — 

Ghosts,  like  the  ladies,  "  never  speak  till  spoke  ta" 

Oowarda,  'tis  said,  in  certain  situations, 

Derive  a  sort  of  courage  from  despair, 
And  then  perform,  from  downright  desperation, 

Much  more  than  many  a  bolder  man  would  dare. 
Nick  saw  the  Ghost  was  getting  in  a  passion. 

And  therefore,  groping  till  he  found  the  chair, 
Seized  on  his  awl,  crept  softly  out  of  bed. 
And  foUow'd  qualdng  where  the  Specter  led. 
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And  down  the  winding  stair,  with  noiseleas  tread, 

The  tenant  of  the  tomb  paas'd  slowly  on, 
Bach  mazy  turning  of  the  humble  shed 

Seem'd  to  his  step  at  once  fiuniliar  grown, 
80  safe  and  sure  the  labyrinth  did  he  tread 

As  though  the  domicile  had  been  his  own, 
Though  Nick  himself  in  passing  through  the  sbop^ 
Had  almost  broke  his  nose  against  the  mop. 

De^te  its  wooden  bolt^  with  jarring  sound, 

The  door  upon  its  hinges  open  flew ; 
And  forth  the  Spirit  issued, — ^yet  around 

It  tum'd  as  if  its  fblk)war*s  fears  it  knew, 
And  once  more  beckoning, 'pointed  to  the  mound, 

The  antique  Keep,  on  which  the  bright  moon  threw 
With  such  effiilgenoe  her  mild  silvery  gleam, 
The  visionaiy  form  seem'd  melting  in  her  beam. 

Beneath  a  ponderous  archway's  somber  shade, 
Where  once  the  huge  portcullis  swung  sublime^ 

Ifid  ivied  battlements  in  ruin  laid. 
Sole,  sad  memorials  of  the  olden  time. 

The  Phantom  held  its  way, — and  though  afraid 
Even  of  the  owls  that  sung  their  vesper  chime^ 

Pale  Nicholas  pursued,  its  steps  attending, 

And  wondering  what  on  earth  it  all  would  end  in. 

Within  the  moldering  fabric's  deep  recess 
At  length  they  reach  a  court  obscure  and  lone; 

It  seemed  a  drear  and  desolate  wilderness, 
The  blackened  walls  with  ivy  all  o'ergrown , 

The  night-bird  shrieked  her  note  of  wild  distreai^ 
Disturbed  upon  her  solitary  throne, 

As  though  indignant  mortal  step  should  dare, 

80  led,  at  such  an  hour,  should  venture  there  I 

^The  Apparition  paused,  and  would  have  spoke. 

Pointing  to  what  Nick  thought  an  iron  ring^ 
But  then  a  neighboring  chanticleer  awoke. 

And  loudly  'gan  his  early  matins  sing 
And  then  "  it  started  like  a  guilty  thing," 

As  that  shrill  clarion  the  silence  broke. 
—We  know  how  much  dead  gentlefolks  eebheir 
The  appalling  sound  of  "  Oock-a-doodle-dor* 
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The  vision  was  no  more — and  Nick  alone-^ 
"  His  streamer's  waving''  in  the  midnight  wb 

Which  through  the  ruins  ceased  not  to  groan; 
— His  garment,  too,  was  somewhat  short  bexiindf- 

And,  worst  of  all,  he  knew  not  where  to  find 
The  ring, — which  made  him  most  his  fate  bemoan— * 

The  iron  ring, — no  doubt  of  some  trap  door, 

'Neath  which  the  old  dead  Miser  kept  his  stora 

*^  What's  to  be  done  7"  he  cried,  *^  't  were  vain  to  stay 
Here  in  the  dark  without  a  single  dew— • 

Oh,  for  a  candle  now,  or  moonlight  ray  1 
Tore  George,  I  'm  sadly  puzzled  what  to  do." 

(Then  clapped  his  hand  behind)-t-**  'Tis  chilly  too-- 
1 11  mark  the  spot,  and  come  again  by  day. 

What  can  I  mark  it  by  ? — Oh,  here 's  the  wall— 

The  mortar's  yielding — ^here  I  *U  stick  my  awl  I" 

Then  rose  from  earth  to  sky  a  withering  shriek, 

A  loud,  a  long-protracted  note  of  woe, 
Such  as  when  tempests  roar,  and  timbers  oreak, 

And  o'er  the  side  the  masta  in  thunder  go; 
While  on  the  deck  resistless  billows  break. 

And  drag  their  victims  to  the  gulfs  below ; — 
Such  was  the  scream  when,  for  the  want  of  candle^ 
Nick  Mapon  drove  his  awl  in  up  to  the  handle. 

Scared  by  his  Lady's  heart-appalling  cry. 
Vanished  at  once  poor  Mason's  golden  dreanv^ 

For  dream  it  WbC ; — and  all  his  visions  high, 
Of  wealth  and  grandeur,  fled  before  that  scream-- 

And  still  he  listens,  with  averted  eye, 

When  gibing  neighbors  make  "  the  Ghost"  their  ther.^ 

While  ever  from  that  hour  they  all  declare 

That  Mrs.  3£ason  used  a  cushion  in  her  chair ! 


A  LAY  OF  ST.  GENGULPHU8. 

ftnrouLPHUS  comes  from  the  Holy  Land, 
With  his  scrip,  and  his  bottle,  and  sandal  shoon ; 

Poll  many  a  dhy  hath  he  been  away, 
Yet  bis  lady  deenos  liim  return '<i  lull  soon. 
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FuJ  njuiy  a  day  hath  he  been  away, 

Yet  scaroe  had  he  crossed  ayont  the  sea, 
Ere  a  apmoe  young  spark  of  a  Learned  Clerk 

Had  called  on  his  Lady,  and  stopped  to  tea. 

This  spmoe  yonng  gnest,  so  trimly  drest, 

Stayed  with  that  Lady,  her  revels  to  crown ; 
They  laugh'd,  and  they  ate,  and  they  drank  of  the  best 

And  they  tom'd  the  dd  nastle  quite  upside  down. 

Ihey  would  walk  in  the  park,  that  spruce  young  Gerk 

With  that  frolicsome  Lady  so  frank  and  free. 
Flying  balls  and  plays,  and  all  manner  of  ways, 

To  get  rid  of  what  French  people  call  StwuL 
****** 
Now  the  festive  board  with  viands  is  stored, 

Savory  dishes  be  there,  I  ween, 
Bich  puddings  and  big,  and  a  barbacued  pig, 

And  oz-tail  soup  in  a  China  tureen. 

There 's  a  flagon  of  ale  as  laige  as  a  pail— 

When,  cockle  on  hat,  and  staff  in  hand, 
While  on  naught  they  are  thinking  save  eating  and  drinking, 

Oengulphus  walks  in  from  the  Holy  Land  1 

''Ton  must  be  pretty  deep  to  catch  weasels  asleep," 
Says  the  proverb :  that  is  "  take  the  Fair  unawares :" 

A.  maid  o*er  the  banisters  chancing  to  peep. 
Whispers^  " Ma'am,  here's  Gengulplyis  a^-ooming  up-?tairs.* 

Pig,  pudding,  and  soup,  the  electrified  group, 

With  the  flagon  pop  under  the  sofa  in  liaste, 
And  contrive  to  deposit  the  Clerk  in  the  closet, 

As  the  d^3h  least  of  all  to  Cengulphua  n  taste. 

Thei  oh  I  «vhat  rapture,  what  joy  was  ezprest, 
W^ien  '^  poor  dear  Gkngulphus"  at  last  appeared  I 

%e  kissed  and  she  pressed  ''tiie  dear  man"  to  her  breast. 
In  a|»te  of  his  great,  long,  frizzly  beard." 

Soch  hugging  and  squeezing  I  't  was  almost  unpleasingy 

A  smile  on  her  lip,  and  a  tear  in  her  eye ; 
She  was  so  very  ^lad,  that  she  seem'd  lialf  mad, 

And  dirl  not  know  whether  tc  laugh  or  to  cry. 
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Then  she  call?  up  the  maid  and  tiie  table-doth  's  laid, 
And  she  sends  for  a  pint  of  the  best  Brown  Stout , 

On  the  fire,  too,  she  pops  some  nice  mutton-chops, 
And  she  mixes  a  stiff  glass  of  "  Cold  Without" 

Then  again  she  began  at  the  ''  poor  dear'*  man ; 

She  preas'd  him  to  drink,  and  she  press'd  him  to  ea^ 
And  she  brought  a  foot-pan,  with  hot  water  and  bran. 

To  comfort  his  "  poor  dear''  trayel-wom  feet 

*  Nor  night  nor  day  since  he  'd  been  away. 
Had  she  had  any  rest,"  she  "  voVd  and  declared.*' 

She  "  never  could  eat  one  morsel  of  meat^ 
For  thinking  how  '  poor  dear*  G^ngulphus  fiu'ed." 

She  ^really  did  think  she  had  not  slept  a  wink 
Since  he  left  her,  although  he  *d  be^  absent  so  long^" 

Here  he  shook  his  head, — aright  little  he  said, 
But  he  thought  she  was  "  coming  it  rather  too  strong:'' 

Now  his  palate  she  tickles  with  the  chops  and  the  piddei^ 
Tilly  so  great  the  effect  of  that  stiff  gin  grog, 

His  weakened  body,  subdued  by  the  toddy, 
Falls  out  of  the  chair,  and  he  lies  like  a  log. 

Then  out  comes  the  Qerk  from  his  secret  lair ; 

He  lifts  up  the  legs,  and  she  lifts  up  the  head, 
And,  between  them,  this  most  reprehensible  pair 

Undress  poor  G^ngulphus  and  put  him  to  bed. 

• 
Then  the  bolster  they  place  athwart  his  &ce. 

And  his  night-cap  into  his  mouth  they  cram; 
And  she  pinches  his  nose  underneath  the  dothee^ 

Till  the  "  poor  dear  soul"  goes  off  like  a  Iambi 

«  «  1^  1^  «  *  • 

And  now  they  tried  the  deed  to  hide ; 

For  a  little  bird  whispered  "  Perchance  you  may  swing ; 
Here 's  a  corpse  in  the  case,  with  a  sad  swell'd  face, 

And  a  Medical  Orowner  's  a  queer  sort  of  thing  I" 

Bo  the  Clerk  and  the  wife,  they  each  took  a  knife, 
And  the  nippers  that  nipp'd  the  loaf-sugar  for  tea ; 

W^ith  the  edges  and  points  they  scver'd  the  joints 
At  the  clavicle,  elbow,  hip,  ankle,  and  knee. 
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Vhws,  limb  from  limb,  they  dismember'd  him 

So  entirely,  that  e'en  when  they  came  to  his  wrists, 

With  those  great  sugar-nippers  they  nipped  off  his  ^'flippon^* 
As  the  Clerk,  very  flippantly,  termed  his  fists. 

When  they  cut  off  his  head,  entertaining  a  dread 
Lest  the  folks  should  remember  Gengulphus's  &oe, 

They  determined  to  throw  it  where  no  one  could  know  it^ 
Down  the  well, — and  the  limbs  in  some  different  plaoe. 

But  first  the  long  beard  firom  the  chin  they  shear'd, 

And  managed  to  stuff  that  sanctified  hair, 
With  a  good  deal  of  pushing,  all  into  the  cushion 

That  filled  up  the  seat  of  a  large  arm-chair. 

They  oontriv'd  to  pack  up  the  trunk  in  a  sack, 
Which  they  hid  in  an  osiei^bed  outside  the  town, 

The  Clerk  bearing  arms,  legs,  and  all  on  his  back, 
As  that  yile  Mr.  Q-reenacre  served  Mrsw  Brown. 

But  to  see  now  how  strangely  things  sometimes  turn  out^ 

And  that  in  a  manner  the  least  expected  I 
Who  oould  surmise  a  man  ever  could  rise 

Who'd  been  thus  oarbonado'd,  cut  up,  and  dissected  ? 

No  doubt 't  would  surprise  the  pupils  at  Guy's ; 

I  am  no  unbeliever — ^no  man  can  say  that  o'  me— 
But  St  Thomas  himself  would  scarce  trust  his  own  eyes 

If  he  saw  such  a  thing  in  his  School  of  Anatomy. 

Ton  may  deal  as  you  please  with  Hindoos  and  Chinese, 

Or  a  Mussulman  making  his  heathen  aoZoam,  or 
A.  Jew  or  a  Turk,  but  it's  rather  guess  work 

When  a  man  has  to  do  with  a  Pilgrim  or  Palmer. 

♦  «  «  «  1^  *  « 

Bj  chance  the  Prince  Bishop,  a  Royal  Divine, 

Sends  his  cards  round  the  neighborhood  next  day,  and  urges  hii 
V^^ish  to  receive  a  snug  party  to  dine, 

Of  the  resident  clergy,  the  gentry,  and  burgesses. 

it  a  quarter  past  ttve  they  are  all  alive, 

kt  the  palace,  for  coaches  are  &st  rolling  m , 
4  ad  to  every  guest  his  card  had  express'd 

'*  Half-past"  as  the  houi  for  ^  a  greasy  chin.'' 
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Borne  thirty  are  seated,  and  handsomely  treated 
With  the  choicest  Rhine  wine  in  his  Highnesses  stock ' 

When  a  Gbont  of  the  Empire^  who  felt  himself  heated, 
Requested  some  water  to  mix  with  his  Hock. 

T]ie  Butler,  who  saw  it^  sent  a  maid  out  to  draw  it, 
But  scarce  had  she  given  the  windlass  a  twin, 

Ere  Ghengulphus's  head,  from  the  well's  bottom,  said 
In  mild  accents^  ^  Do  help  us  outy  that  *s  a  good  girl  I" 

Only  fancy  her  dread  when  she  saw  a  great  head 
In  her  bucket ; — ^with  fright  she  was  ready  to  drop  :— 

GonoeiTe,  if  you  can,  how  she  roar'd  and  she  ran, 
With  the  head  rolling  after  her,  bawling  out  ^*  Stop  T 

Bhe  ran  and  she  roar'd,  till  she  came  to  the  board 
Where  the  Prince  Bishop  sat  with  his  party  around, 

When  Gtengulphus*s  poll,  which  continued  to  roll 
At  her  heels,  on  the  table  bounced  up  with  a  bound. 

N'ever  touching  the  cates,  or  the  dishes  or  plates, 
The  decanters  or  glasses^  the  sweetmeats  or  fruits, 

Tlie  head  smiles,  and  begs  them  to  bring  his  legs, 
Afl  a  well-spoken  gentleman  asks  for  his  boota 

Kicking  open  the  casement,  to  each  one's  amaiement 
Straight  a  right  leg  steps  in,  all  impediment  sooma^ 

And  near  the  head  stopping,  a  left  follows  hopping 
Behind, — for  the  left  leg  was  troubled  with  corns. 

N'ezt,  before  the  beholders,  two  great  brawny  shoulders, 
And  arms  on  their  bent  elbows  dance  through  the  throo^ 

While  two  hands  assist,  though  nipped  off  at  the  wrist, 
The  said  shoulders  in  bearing  the  body  along. 

They  march  up  to  the  head,  not  one  syllable  said, 
For  the  thirty  guests  all  stare  in  wonder  and  doubt^ 

As  the  limbs  in  their  sight  arrange  and  unite, 
Till  Gkngulphus,  though  dead,  looks  as  sound  as  a  trout 

I  will  venture  to  say,  from  that  hour  to  liiis  day. 
Ne'er  did  such  an  assembly  behold  such  a  scene; 

'W  a  table  divide  fifteen  guests  of  a  side 
With  a  deud  body  placed  iu  the  center  between. 
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Yea,  they  stared— -well  they  might  at  so  norel  a  ta^  * 

No  one  utter'd  a  whisper,  a  sneeze,  or  a  hem, 
But  sat  all  bolt  upright,  and  pale  with  affiight ; 

And  they  gazed  at  the  dead  man,  the  dead  man  at  tlrem. 

The  Prince  Bishop's  Jester,  on  pmming  intent^ 
As  he  yiew'd  the  whole  thirty,  in  jocular  terms 

Soid  ''  They  put  him  in  mind  of  a  Council  of  Urmte 
Engaged  in  reviewing  the  Diet  of  Worms." 

But  what  should  they  do? — Oh  I  nobody  knew 
What  was  best  to  be  done,  either  stranger  or  resident ; 

The  CSiancellor^s  self  read  his  Pufiendorf  through 
In  vain,  for  his  book  could  not  furnish  a  precedent 

Ibe  Prince  Bishop  muttered  a  curse,  and  a  prayer. 

Which  his  double  capacity  hit  to  a  nicely ; 
His  Princely,  or  Lay,  half  induced  him  to  swear. 

His  Episcopal  moiety  said  "  BenMcUe  r 

.  « 

The  Coroner  sat  on  the  body  that  nighty 

And  the  juiy  agreed, — not  a  doubt  could  they  harbor,-  • 
"  That  the  chin  of  the  corpse — ^the  sole  thing  brought  to  lights 

Had  been  recently  shaVd  by  a  reiy  bad  barber." 

Thej  sent  out  Van  Taiinsend,  Yon  Bamie,  Yon  Roe, 
Yon  Maine,  and  Yon  Bowantz — ^through  ch&lets  and  ch&tcaos 

Towns,  yillages^  hamlets,  they  told  them  to  go. 
And  they  stack  up  placards  on  the  walls  of  the  Stadthanib 
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"WbirbaS)  a  dead  gentleman,  surname  unknown, 
Has  been  recently  fi>und  at  his  Highness*s  banquet, 

Eather  shabbily  dr^sed  in  an  Amice,  or  gown 
In  appearance  resembling  a  second-hand  blanket; 

"  And  Whereas,  there 's  great  reason  indeed  to  soBpect 
That  some  iUndisposed  person,  or  persons,  with  iralic^ 

^forediought^  have  killed,  and  begun  to  dissect 
Tlie  said  Gentleman,  not  &r  fix>m  this  palace  * 
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"  Tbis  IB  TO  oiVK  Notice  I — ^Whoever  shall  eeHad, 
And  such  person  or  persons,  to  justice  surrender, 

Shall  reoeiYe— fiuch  Reward— las  his  Highness  shall  frfeaso, 
On  conviction  of  him,  the  aforesaid  offender. 

''And,  in  order  the  matter  more  clearly  to  trace 
To  the  bottom,  his  Highness,  the  Prince  Bishop,  fbrtheri 

Of  his  clemency,  offers  free  Pardon  and  Grace 
To  all  such  as  have  not  been  concerned  in  the  murtber. 

*  Done  this  day,  at  our  palace, — July  twenty-fire, — 

By  oonmiand, 

(Signed) 

Jofaann  Yon  Russell, 

N.R 

Deceased  rather  in  years — had  a  squint  when  aliye; 

And  smells  slightly  of  gin — linen  marked  with' a  G." 

The  Newspapers,  too,  made  no  little  ado, 
Though  a  different  version  each  managed  to  dish  up ; 

Some  said  **  The  Prince  Bishop  had  run  a  man  through,** 
Others  said  ^  an  assassin  had  kill'd  the  Prince  Bishop.** 

The  "  Ghent  Herald**  fell  foul  of  the  "  Bruxelles  Gazette,** 
The  "  Bruxelles  Gazette,**  with  much  sneering  ironical, 

Scom*d  to  remain  in  the  "  Ghent  Herald*s'*  debt^ 
And  the  "  Amsterdam  Times'*  quizz*d  the  '^  Nuremberg  Ghroo 
icle.** 

In  one  thing,  indeed,  all  the  journals  agreed. 
Spite  of  "  politics,**  "  bias,"  or  "  party  collision  ;** 

Viz. :  to  "  give,"  when  they  'J  "  fuitlier  accounts**  of  the  deed, 
"  Full  particulars'*  soon,  in  "  a  later  Editioa'* 

But  now,  while  on  all  sides  tliey  rode  and  they  ran, 
Trying  all  sorts  of  n:cans  to  discover  tlie  caitifls^ 

FiOsing  patience,  the  holy  Gt^ngulphus  began 
To  think  it  high  time  to  "  astonish  the  natives.** 

First,  a  Rittmeister's  Fiau,  who  was  weak  in  both  eyes. 
And  supposed  the  most  short-sighted  woman  in  Holland, 

Pound  greater  relief  to  her  joy  and  surprise. 
From  one  glimpse  of  lus  "  squint"  than  from  glasses  by  Do^ 
lond. 
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By  the  digfatest  approach  to  the  tip  of  his  Nose, 
MeagrimS)  headaoie,  and  vapora  were  put  to  the  rout , 

And  one  single  touch  of  bis  predous  Qreat  Toes 
Was  a  certain  specific  for  chTllMainy  and  gout 

Rlieumatica, — sciatica^ — tio-douloureuz  I 
Apply  to  his  shin-bonee — not  one  of  them  lingen  — 

All  bilious  complaints  in  an  instant  withdrew. 
If  the  patient  was  tickled  with  one  of  his  fingers. 

Much  virtue  was  found  to  reside  in  his  thumbs : 
When  applied  to  the  chest,  they  cured  scantnees  of  breathia^ 

Searsckness,  and  colic;  or,  rubb'd  on  the  gums, 

Were  "  A  blessing  to  Mothers,"  for  infimts  in  teething. 

Whoever  saluted  the  nape  of  his  neck, 

Where  the  mark  remained  visible  still  of  the  knife, 

Notwithstanding  east  winds  perspiration  might  check, 
Was  safe  from  sore-throat  for  tiie  rest  of  his  life. 

TbxOj  while  each  acute  and  each  chronic  complaint 
Qiving  way,  proved  an  influence  clearly  Divine, 

They  perceived  the  dead  Ghentleman  must  be  a  Saint^ 
80  they  lock'd  him  up,  body  and  bones,  in  a  shrina 

Through  countqr  and  town  his  new  Saintship^s  renown 

As  a  firstnrate  physLcian  kept  daily  increasmg, 
TSl,  as  Alderman  Curtis  told  Alderman  Brown, 

It  seem'd  as  if  **  Wonders  had  never  done  ceasing.^* 

The  Three  Kings  of  Cologne  began,  it  was  known, 

A  sad  falling  off  in  their  offerings  to  find, 
If  is  feats  were  so  many^-still  the  greatest  of  any, — 

In  eveiy  sense  of  the  word,  was — behind  * 

For  the  Chennan  Police  were  beginning  to  cease 
From  exertions  which  each  day  more  fruitless  app<3ar^dy 

When  G«ngulphus  himself  his  &me  still  to  increase, 
Unravell'd  the  whole  by  the  help  of— his  beard ! 

If  you  look  back  yon  11  see  the  aforesaid  harbe  grisj 
When  divorced  fit>m  the  chin  of  its  murdered  proprietot^ 

Had  been  stuffed  in  the  seat  of  a  kind  of  settee, 
Or  doubloHUip'd  chair,  to  keep  the  thing  quieter. 
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It  may  seem  rather  straDge,  that  it  did  not  arrange 
*  Itself  in  its  place  when  the  limbs  join'd  together ; 
Perhaps  it  could  not  get  ont^  for  the  cushion  was  stout^ 
And  coDstnicted  of  good,  strong^  maroon-color'd  leather 

Or  what  is  more  likely,  Gkngolphua  might  choose, 
For  saints,  e*en  when  dead,  stOl  retain  their  volitioii, 

It  should  rest  there^  to  aid  some  particular  views, 
Ftoduced  by  his  Tezy  peculisr  position. 

Be  that  as  it  may,  on  the  Teiy  first  day 

That  the  widow  Qengulphns  sat  down  on  that  settee^ 
What  oocur^d  ahnost  ftij^tened  her  senses  away, 

scaring  her  hand-maidens,  Gertrude  and  Betlj. 


They  were  telling  their  mistress  the  wonderful  deeds 
Of  the  new  Saint^  to  whom  all  the  Town  said  their  on 

And  especially  how,  as  regards  inralids, 
His  miraculous  cures  &r  outrival'd  Yon  Morison'a. 

The  Gripples,"  said  they,  *^  fling  their  crutches  away, 
And  people  bom  blind  now  can  easily  see  us  1" 
But  she  (we  presume,  a  disciple  of  Hume) 
Shook  ber  head,  and  said  angrily,  "  ^Ortdat  JudoBtu  P 

^  Those  rascally  liarsi  the  Monks  and  the  Friars, 
To  bring  grist  to  their  mill,  these  devices  have  hit  oil 

He  works  miracles  1 — pooh!— >I*d  believe  it  of  you 
Just  as  soon,  yon  great  G^eese, — or  the  Chair  that  I  sit  trnT 

The  Chair — at  that  word-— it  seems  really  absurd, 
But  the  truth  must  be  told, — ^what  contortions  and  grinr 

Distorted  her  face  1 — She  sprang  up  firom  her  place 
Just  as  though  she*d  been  sitting  on  needles  and  pins  I 

For,  as  if  the  Saint's  beard  the  rash  challenge  had  heard 
Which  she  utter'd,  of  what  was  beneath  her  forgetfr) 

Bach  particular  hair  stood  on  end  in  the  chair, 
Like  a  porcupine's  quills  when  the  animal  'a  fretful 

That  stout  maroon  leather,  they  pierced  altogether, 
like  ^nter-hooks  holdkig  when  clench'd  from  within, 

Ind  the  maids  oried — *^  Qood  gracious  1  how  veiy  tenaoicHMr 
^-They  ru*  well  miirht  endeavor  to  duU  off  her  skin  l-~ 
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8he  ahriek'd  with  the  pain,  but  all  efforts  were  rmn » 
In  yain  did  they  strain  eveiy  sinew  and  muscle, — 

The  cushion  stuck  &8tl — ^From  that  hour  to  her  last 
She  could  never  get  rid  of  that  comfortless  "  Bustle"  I 

And  e'en  as  Macbeth,  when  deyising  the  death 

Of  his  King,  heard ''  the  yerj  stones  prate  of  his  when«bcuta  * 
So  this  shocking  bad  wife  heard  a  Toice  all  her  life 

Crying  '^  Murder  1"  resound  ttam  the  cushion,— or  theieabontik 

With  regard  to  the  Olerk,  we  are  left  in  the  dark 
As  to  what  his  fate  was ;  but  I  can  not  imagine  he 

Qot  off  scot-firee,  though  unnoticed  it  be 
Both  bj  Bibadaneira  and  Jacques  de 


For  cut-throats,  we  're  sure^  can  be  never  secure^ 
And  **  Histoiy's  Muse"  still  to  prove  it  her  pen  holds^ 

Aa  yon  H  see,  if  you  H  look  in  a  rather  scarce  book, 
<^  Oo^»  Raotrnge  agam$t  Murder,**  by  one  Mr.  BeynoUk 
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BTow,  yon  grave  maiiied  Pflgrims^  who  wander  away, 
Idke  Ulysses  of  old  {vide  Homer  and  Naso), 

Don't  lengthen  your  stay  to  three  years  and  a  day, 
And  when  you  are  coming  home,  just  write  and  say  so  I 

And  you,  learned  C9erks,  who  're  noi  given  to  roam, 
Stick  close  to  your  books,  nor  lose  sight  of  decorum, 

Don't  visit  a  house  when  the  mastei^s  from  home  1 
Shun  drinking, — and  study  the  "VUce  Sandorvmr 

Above  all,  you  gay  ladies,  who  fimcy  neglect 
In  your  spouses,  allow  not  your  patience  to  fidl ; 

But  remember  Gengulphu^s  wife  I — and  reflect 
On  the  moral  enforced  by  her  terrible  trie  I 
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SIR   fiUPERT   THE   FEARLESS. 

▲  LBOSND  or  OIHMAirr. 

R.    SARBI8  BARHAM 

Ent  RuPKRT  the  Fearless^  a  gallant  young  knight. 
Was  equally  ready  to  tipple  or  fight, 

Crack  a  crown,  or  a  bottle, 

Cut  sirloin,  or  throttle ; 
In  brie^  or  as  Hume  says,  "  to  sum  up  the  tottJe,** 
Unstained  by  dishonor,  unsullied  by  fear, 
All  his  neighbors  pronounced  him  a  prwm  cftevoliar. 

Despite  these  perlbotions,  corporeal  and  mental, 
He  had  one  slight  defect,  viz.,  a  rather  lean  rental ; 
Besides,  *tis  own'd  there  are  spots  in  the  sun, 
So  it  must  be  confess'd  that  Sir  Rupert  had  one ; 

Being  rather  unthinking, 

He'd  scarce  sleep  a  wink  in 
A  night,  but  addict  himself  sadly  to  drinkmg ; 

And  what  moralists  say, 

Is  as  naughty — ^to  play. 
To  Rmge  el  Noir,  Hazard,  Short  Whist,  EoarU  ; 
Till  these,  and  a  few  less  defensible  fancies 
Brought  the  Knight  to  the  end  of  his  slender  finanoeti 

When  at  length  through  his  boozing, 

And  tenants  refusing 
'Vh&T  rents,  swearing  "  times  were  so  bad  they  were  losing/ 

His  steward  said,  "  0,  sir, 

It's  some  time  ago,  sir, 
Since  aught  through  my  hands  reach'd  the  baker  or  grocer, 
And  the  tradesmen  in  general  are  grown  great  compUkinora,* 
Sir  Rupert  the  brave  thus  address'd  his  retainers : 

"  My  friends,  since  the  stock 

Of  my  father's  old  hock 
Is  out,  with  the  Kurchwasser,  Barsac,  Moselle, 
And  we  're  fairly  reduced  to  the  pump  and  the  well, 

I  presume  to  suggest. 

We  shall  all  find  it  best 
For  each  to  shake  hands  with  his  friends  ere  he  goea, 
Ifount  his  horse,  if  he  has  one,  and — follow  his  noM; 
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As  to  me,  I  opine, 

Left  aofw  mooey  <v  wine, 
ICy  best  way  is  to  throw  myself  into  the  Bhine, 
VHiere  pitying  traylen  may  aigfa,  as  they  oroes  OTsr, 
'  Though  he  lived  a  rouS,  yet  he  died  a  philosopher.' " 

The  Knight,  having  boVd  out  his  fiiends  thus  politely, 
Qet  into  his  skif^  the  ftdl  moon  shining  bright^, 

By  the  li^t  of  whose  beam, 

He  soon  spied  on  the  stream 
A  dame,  whose  oomplezion  was  fiur  as  new  cream, 

Pretty  pink  silken  hose 

Gover'd  ankles  and  toes, 
In  other  respects  she  was  scanty  of  obtfaes ; 
For,  so  says  tradition,  both  written  and  oral, 
Her  one  garment  was  loop'd  up  with  bonches  of  ooraL 

Full  sweetly  she  sang  to  a  sparkling  guitar, 
With  silver  chords  stretch'd  over  Derbyshire  spar, 

And  she  smiled  on  the  Elnight, 

Who,  amazed  at  the  sight^ 
Boon  found  his  astonishment  merged  in  delight ; 

But  the  stream  by  degrees 

Now  rose  up  to  her  knees, 
TiD  at  length  it  invaded  her  very  chemise, 
While  the  heavenly  strain,  as  the  wave  seem'd  to  swaUow  bsi 
And  slowly  she  sank,  sounded  fainter  and  hoUower ; 

—Jumping  up  in  his  boat 

And  discarding  his  coat, 
"Here  goes,"  cried  Sir  Bupert^  ''  by  jingo  1 11  follow  hei  f" 
Then  into  the  water  he  plunged  with  a  souse 
That  was  heard  quite  distinctly  by  those  in  the  house. 

Down,  down,  forty  &thom  and  more  from  the  brink, 
Bir  Bupert  the  Fearless  continues  to  sink, 

And,  as  downward  he  goes. 

Still  the  cold  water  flows 
Through  his  ears^  and  his  eyes,  and  his  mouth,  and  his 
Till  the  rum  and  the  brandy  he  *d  swallowed  since  lunch 
Wanted  nothing  but  lemon  to  fiU  him  with  punch ; 
Some  minutes  elapsed  since  he  enter'd  the  flood, 
Ere  his  heels  toudi'd  the  bottom,  and  stuck  in  the  mud 
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But  oh  I  what  a  Bight 

Met  the  eyes  of  the  Knight^ 
When  he  stood  in  the  depth  of  the  stream  bolt  iqnf^t* 

A  grand  stalactite  hall, 

Like  the  cave  of  Fingal, 
Rose  above  and  about  him; — great  fishes  and  small 
Garae  thronging  around  him,  regardless  of  danger, 
And  8eem*d  all  agog  for  a  peep  at  the  stranger. 
Their  figures  and  forms  to  describe,  language  fiuls— 
They  'd  such  very  odd  heads,  and  such  very  odd  tub; 
Of  their  genus  or  species  a  sample  to  gain, 
You  would  ransack  all  Hungerford  market  in  yain ; 

E'en  the  famed  Mr.  Myers, 

Would  scarcely  find  buyers, 
Though  hundreds  of  passengers  doubtless  would  stop 
To  stare,  were  such  monBtera  exposed  in  his  shofp. 

But  little  reck'd  Rupert  these  queer-looking  bmteSi 

Or  the  efts  and  the  newts 

That  crawled  up  lus  boots, 
For  a  sight,  beyond  any  of  which  I  Ve  made  mention, 
In  a  moment  completely  absorb'd  his  attention. 
A  huge  crystal  bath,  which,  with  water  far  clearer 
Than  Qeorge  Robins'  filters,  oY  Thorpe's  (which  are  dearerX 

Have  ever  distili'd. 

To  the  summit  was  fill'd, 
Lay  stretch'd  out  before  him — and  ereiy  nerve  thrilTd 

As  scores  of  young  women 

Were  diving  and  swimming, 
Till  the  vision  a  perfect  quandary  put  him  in  ;^- 
All  slightly  accoutred  in  gauzes  and  lawns. 
They  came  floating  about  him  like  so  many  prawm 


Bir  Rupert,  who  (barring  the  few  peccadilloes 

.AJluded  to),  ere  he  lept  into  the  billows 

Possess'd  irreproachable  morals,  began 

To  feel  rather  queer,  as  a  modest  young  man ; 

When  forth  stepp'd  a  dame,  whom  he  recognised  soon 

As  the  one  he  had  seen  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 

And  lisp'd,  while  a  soft  smile  attended  each  sentenoe, 

"  Sir  Rupert,  I  'm  happy  to  make  your  acquaintance ; 
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My  name  ib  Lurline, 

And  the  ladies  you  We  seen, 
AH  do  me  the  honor  to  c«U  me  their  Qneen; 
I'm  delighted  to  see  yoo,  sir,  down  in  the  Bhine  here^ 
And  hope  yon  oan  make  it  convenient  to  dine  here.** 

The  Knight  blnah'd,  and  boVd, 

As  He  ogled  the  crowd 
Of  sabaqneous  beai'HeSy  then  answer'd  aloud : 
<<  Ma'am,  you  do  me  i4:uch  honor — ^I  can  not  express 
The  deHght  I  shall  feel — if  you  'U  pardon  my  dress — 
May  I  venture  to  say,  when  a  gentleman  jumps 
In  the  river  at  midndght  for  want  of  the  '  dimips,* 
He  rarely  puts  on  his  knee-breeches  and  pumps ; 
If  I  could  but  have  guess'd — ^what  I  sensibly  feel — 
Your  politeness— I  'd  not  have  come  en  diahalnlhf 
But  have  put  on  my  silk  tights  in  lieu  of  my  steeL** 
Quoth  the  lady,  **  Dear  sir,  no  apologies,  pray, 
Ton  will  take  our  *  pot-luck*  in  the  fiumly  way ; 

We  can  give  you  a  dish 

Of  some  decentish  fish, 
And  our  water's  thought  fainah ;  but  here  in  the  Rlune^ 
I  can't  say  we  pique  ourselves  much  on  our  wine." 

The  Enight  made  a  bow  more  profound  than  before, 
When  a  Dory-&oed  page  oped  the  dining-room  door, 

And  said,  bending  his  knee, 

*'  Madame,  on  a  eerviT 
Rupert  tendered  his  arm,  led  Lurline  to  her  place. 
And  a  fiit  little  Mer-man  stood  up  and  said  grace. 

What  boots  it  to  tell  of  the  viands,  or  how  she 
Apologized  much  for  their  plain  water-eoudhy. 

Want  of  Harvey's,  and  Cross's, 

And  Burgess's  sauces  ? 
Or  how  Rupert,  on  his  side,  protested,  by  Jove,  he 
IVeferr'd  his  fish  plain,  without  soy  or  anchovy. 

Suffice  it  the  meal 

Boasted  trout,  perch,  and  eel, 
Besides  some  remarkably  fine  salmon  peel 
de  Enight,  sooth  to  say,  thought  much  less  of  the  fishes 
Than  what  they  were  served  on,  the  masa*''e  gold  dishes ; 
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While  his  eye,  as  it  glanced  now  and  then  on  the  girls. 
Was  caught  by  their  persons  much  lees  than  their  pearls^ 
And  a  thought  came  across  him  and  caused  him  to  muse^ 

If  I  could  but  get  hold 

Of  some  of  that  gold, 
I  might  manage  to  pay  off  my  rascally  Jews  I** 

When  dinnei  was  done,  at  a  sign  to  the  lasses, 
Tje  table  was  dear'd,  and  they  put  on  fresh  glasses: 

Then  the  lady  addrest 

Her  redoubtable  guest 
Much  as  Dido,  of  old,  did  the  pious  Eneas, 
"  Dear  sir,  what  induced  you  to  come  down  and  see  usf"- 
Rupert  gave  her  a  glance  most  bewitchingly  tender, 
LoU'd  back  in  his  chair,  put  his  toes  on  the  fender. 

And  told  her  outright 

How  that  he,  a  young  Knight, 
Had  nerer  been  last  at  a  feast  or  a  fight ; 

But  that  keeping  good  cheer 

Every  day  in  the  year. 
And  drinking  neat  wines  all  the  same  as  smali-beei; 
•  Had  exhausted  his  rent, 

And,  his  money  all  spent, 
How  he  borrowed  large  sums  at  two  hundred  per  cent ; 

How  they  followed — ^and  then, 

The  once  civilest  of  men, 
Messrs.  Howard  and  Gtibbs,  made  him  bitterly  me  it  he 
'd  ever  raised  money  by  way  of  annuity ; 
And,  his  mortgages  being  about  to  foreclose. 
How  he  jumped  into  the  river  to  finish  his  woes  I 

Lurline  was  affected,  and  own*d,  with  a  tear, 
That  a  stoiy  so  mournful  had  ne*er  met  her  oar : 

Rupert,  hearing  her  sigh 

Look'd  uncommonly  dy, 
Aul  said,  with  some  emphasis,  '^  Ah  1  miss,  had  I 

A  few  pounds  of  those  metals 

You  waste  here  on  kettles, 

Then,  Lord  once  again 

Of  my  spacious  domain, 
A  free  Ck)unt  of  the  Empire  onoe  more  I  might  reign, 
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With  Lorline  at  my  aide. 

My  adorable  bride 
(Foi  the  parson  should  come,  and  the  knot  ahoold  be  tied) ; 
No  oonple  so  happy  on  earth  should  be  seen 
As  Sir  Rupert  the  brave  and  his  charming  Lurline ; 
Not  that  money's  my  object — ^No,  hang  it  1  I  scorn  it — 
And  as  for  my  rank — ^but  that  you  '(2  so  adorn  it — 

I  *d  abandon  it  all 

To  remain  your  true  thrall, 
And,  instead  of  'the  Great,'  be  call'd  'Rupert  the  SmcMf* 
— ^To  gain  but  your  smiles,  were  I  8ardan>yalna^ 
I*d  descend  fix>m  my  throne,  and  be  boots  at  an  alehousa ' 

Loiline  hung  her  head 

Tnm'd  pale,  and  then  red, 
Growing  fidnt  at  this  sudden  proposal  to  wed, 
As  though  his  abruptness,  in  "popping  the  question" 
So  soon  after  dinner,  disturbed  her  digestion. 

Then,  averting  her  eye, 

With  a  lovei^like  sigh, 
''You  are  welcome,"  she  murmured  in  tones  meet  bewitching, 
^  To  every  utensil  I  have  in  my  kitchen  T' 

Upstarted  the  Knight^ 

Half  mad  with  delight, 

Bound  her  finely-form'd  waist 

He  immediately  placed 
One  arm,  which  the  lady  most  closely  embraced. 
Of  her  lily-white  fingers  the  other  inade  capture, 
And  he  pressed  his  adored  to  his  bosom  with  rapture. 
"And,  oh !"  he  exdaim'd,  "let  them  go  catch  my  skif^  1 
11  be  home  in  a  twinkling  and  back  in  a  jifi^, 
Nor  one  moment  procrastinate  longer  my  journey 
Than  to  put  up  the  bans  and  kick  out  the  attorney." 

One  kisB  to  her  lip,  and  one  squeese  to  her  hand 
And  Sir  Rupert  already  was  half-way  to  land, 

For  a  sour-visaged  Triton, 

With  features  would  firighten 
(Nd  mdc,  caught  him  up  in  one  hand,  though  no  light  one^ 
Sprang  up  through  the  waves,  popp'd  him  into  his  funny, 
Which  some  others  already  had  haJf-fill'd  with  money ; 
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In  fact,  't  was  so  heaTily  laden  with  ore 
And  pearlsy  'twas  a  mercy  he  got  it  to  shore; 

But  Sir  Bapert  was  strong, 

And  while  palling  along, 
RtiU  he  heard,  faintly  sdunding,  the  water-nymphs^ 
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''  Away  I  away  I  to  the  mountain's  brow, 

Where  the  castle  is  darkly  frowning; 
And  the  yaasals,  all  in  goodly  row, 

Weep  for  their  lord  a-drowning  1 
Awayl  away  I  to  the  steward's  room, 

Where  law  with  its  wig  and  robe  is ; 
Throw  us  out  John  Doe  and  Hichard  Boe, 

And  sweetly  we'll  tickle  their  tobies  I". 

The  unearthly  voices  scarce  had  ceased  their  yelling; 
When  Bupert  reach'd  his  old  baronial  dwelling. 

What  rejoicing  was  there  I 

How  the  vassals  did  stare  I 
The  old  housekeeper  put  a  clean  shirt  down  to  air, 

For  she  saw  by  her  lamp 

That  her  master's  was  damp. 
And  she  feared  he  'd  catch  cold,  and  lumbago,  and  vamp; 

But^  scorning  what  she  did, 

The  Knight  never  heeded 
Wet  jacket,  or  trousers,  or  thought  of  repining, 
Since  their  pockets  had  got  such  a  delicate  lining. 

But,  oh  I  what  dismay 

Fill'd  the  tribe  of  Cb  ^ 
When  they  foimd  he  'd  the  cash,  and  intended  to  pay  I 
Away  went  "cogfnovite,"  "bills,"  "  bonds,"  and  "cacheati^* 
Bapert  cleared  off  old  scores,  and  took  proper  reoeiplk 

Now  no  more  he  sends  out, 

For  pots  of  brown  stout) 
Or  tehnappSj  but  resolves  to  do  henceforth  withonli 
Abjure  from  this  hour  all  excess  and  ebriety, 
Bnroll  himself  one  of  a  Temp'rance  Society. 
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AA  riot  eschew, 

Begin  life  anew, 
And  new-cushion  and  hassock  the  family  pew  I 
Kaj,  to  strengthen  him  more  in  this  new  mode  of  filb 
He  boldly  detennined  to  take  him  a  wife. 


Now,  many  would  think  that  the  Knight^  from  a  nioe 
Of  honor,  should  put  Luriine's  name  in  the  license^ 
And  that^  for  a  man  of  his  breeding  and  quality, 

To  break  fidth  and  troth, 

Oonfinn'd  by  an  oath, 
Is  not  quite  consistent  with  rigid  morality ; 
But  whether  the  nymph  was  forgot^  or  he  thought  her 
fh>m  her  essence  scarce  wife,  but  at  beet  wife-and«wat£f 

And  declined  as  unsuited, 

A  bride  so  diluted — 

Be  this  as  it  may, 

He,  I  'm  sorry  to  say 
(For,  an  things  considcur^d,  I  own  *t  was  a  rum  thing), 
Made  proposals  in  form  to  Miss  Una  Von — something 
(Her  name  has  escaped  me),  sole  heiress^  and  niece 
To  a  highly  respectable  Justice  of  Peace. 

• 

^  Thrice  happy 's  the  wooing 

That 's  not  long  a-doing  1" 
So  much  time  is  sared  in  the  billing  and  cooing — 
The  ring  is  now  bought^  the  white  farors,  and  glova^ 
And  all  the  et  cetera  which  crown  people's  loves ; 
A  magnificent  bride-cake  comes  home  from  the  bakei^ 
And  lastly  appears,  from  the  German  Long  Acre, 
T\At  shaft  which  the  sharpest  in  all  Cupid's  quiver  ii^ 
A  piumb-color'd  coach,- and  rich  Pompadour  liveries 


'T  was  a  comely  sight 

To  behold  the  Knight, 
"With  his  beautiful  bride,  dress'd  all  in  white^ 
And  the  bridemaids  frdr  with  their  long  lace  vailji^ 
As  they  all  walk'd  up  to  the  altar  rails, 
WMe  nioe  little  boys,  the  incense  dispensers^ 
March'd  in  front  with  white  surplices,  bands,  and  gflt 
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With  a  gracious  air,  and  a  smihng  look, 

Mess  John  had  open'd  his  awful  book. 

And  had  read  so  far  as  to  ask  if  to  wed  he  meant? 

And  if  ^  he  knew  any  just  cause  or  impediment  ?" 

When  from  base  to  turret  the  castle  ahookl  1 1 

Then  came  a  sound  of  a  mighty  rain 

Dashing  against  each  storied  pane, 

The  wind  blew  loud, 

And  coal-black  dond 
O'ershadow'd  the  churdi,  and  the  party,  and  orowd ; 
How  it  could  happen  they  could  not  diyine, 
The  morning  had  been  so  remarkably  fine  I 


GkOl  the  darknen  increased,  till  it  reach'd  snoh  a 
That  the  seztoness  hasten'd  to  turn  on  the  gas  ; 

But  harder  it  poured. 

And  the  thunder  roar'd,  * 

As  If  heaven  and  earth  were  coming  together ; 
Hone  ever  had  witnees*d  such  terrible  weather. 

Now  louder  it  oraah'd, 

And  the  li^^tning  fladi'd. 

Exciting  the  fears 

Of  the  sweet  little  dears 
In  the  vails,  as  it  danced  on  the  brass  chandeliers; 
The  parson  ran  otS,  though  a  stout-hearted  Saxon, 
When  he  found  that  a  flash  had  set  fire  to  his  caxon. 


Though  an  the  rest  trembled,  as  might  be  expected, 
Sir  Rupert  was  perfectly  cool  and  collected. 

And  endeavored  to  cheer 

His  bride,  in  her  ear 
AVhisp'ring  tenderiy,  "  Pray  don't  be  6ighten*d,  my  dear* 
Should  it  even  set  fire  to  the  castle,  and  bum  it,  yon  'ra 
Amply  insured,  both  for  buOdings  and  fiunitore.** 

But  now,  fix)m  without, 

A  trustworthy  scout 

Rush*d  hurriedly  in. 

Wet  through  to  the  skin, 
Informing  his  master  "the  river  was  rising, 
And  flooding  the  grounds  in  u  way  quite  8uiprian|{. ' 


He  'd  no  time  to  say  more^ 

For  already  the  roar 
Of  title  waters  was  heard  as  they  reach'd  the  chuich-door, 
While,  high  on  the  first  wave  that  roIl*d  in,  was  seen, 
Biding  proudly,  the  form  of  the  angiy  Lurline ; 
And  all  might  obsenre,  by  her  glance  fierce  and  stormy, 
She  wv  stong  by  the  apreUx  imgwia  forma. 

What  she  said  to  the  Enight^  what  she  said  to  the  brida^ 
What  she  said  to  the  ladies  who  stood  by  her  side, 
Wliat  she  said  to  the  nice  little  boys  in  white  clothes, 
Oh,  nobody  mentions — for  nobody  knows ; 
For  the  roof  tmnbled  in,  and  the  walls  tumbled  out^ 
And  the  folks  tumbled  down,  all  confusion  and  rout^ 

The  rain  kept  on  pouring. 

The  flood  kept  on  roaring, 
The  billows  and  water-nymphs  roU'd  more  and  more  ic  * 

Ere  the  dose  of  the  day 

AH  was  dean  wash'd  away — 
One  only  smrived  who  could  hand  down  the  news, 
A  little  old  Voman  that  open'd  the  pews ; 

She  was  borne  ofij  but  stuck. 

By  the  greatest  good  luck. 
In  an  oak-tree,  and  there  she  hung,  crying  and  screamiiag^ 
And  saw  all  the  rest  swallow'd  up  the  wild  stream  in; 

In  vain,  all  the  week, 

Did  the  fishermen  seek 
For  the  bodies,  aAd  poke  in  each  cranny  and  creek; 

In  vain  was  their  search 

Ailcr  aught  in  the  church. 
They  caught  nothing  but  weeds^  and  perhaps  a  few  perch. 

The  Humane  Sodety 

Tried  a  variety 
Of  methods,  and  brought  down,  to  drag  for  the  wreck,  tack'i 
Bat  they  only  fished  up  the  d^k's  tortoise-shell  spectades 

MORAL. 

This  tale  has  a  moral    Ye  youths,  oh,  beware 
Of  liquor,  and  how  you  run  after  the  fairl 
Shun  playing  at  tiuyrU — avoid  quarrels  and 
And  don't  take  to  smoking  those  nasty  dgartl 
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— Let  no  run  of  bad-luck,  or  deepair  for  some  Jewea^^yod 

Damsel,  induce  you  to  contemplate  suicide  I 

Don't  sit  up  much  later  than  ten  or  eleren  I — 

Be  up  in  the  morning  by  half  after  seven ! 

Keep  from  flirting— ^or  risk,  wam*d  by  Rupert's  mi<H.arriagt^ 

An  action  for  breach  of  a  promise  of  maniage ; — 

Don't  fancy  odd  fishes ! 

Don't  prig  silver  dishes  I 
And  to  sum  up  the  whole,  in  the  shortest  phrase  I  know, 

ficWABB  or  TBI  RdOn,  AND  TAKB  OABE  OF  TBE  BbI90  I 


LOOK  AT   THE   CLOCK. 

R.  HABBI8  BABBiM. 

''Look  at  the  dock  I"  quoth  Winifred  Piyce, 

As  she  opened  the  door  to  her  husband's  knock. 
Then  paused  to  give  him  a  piece  of  advice, 
«  You  nasty  Warmint,  look  at  the  Clock  I 

Is  this  the  way,  you 

Wretch,  every  day  you 
Treat  her  who  voVd  to  love  and  obey  you  ?— 

Out  all  night  1 

Me  in  a  fri^t  1 
Staggering  home  as  it 's  just  getting  light  I , 
You  intoxified  brute  I — you  insensible  block  I — 
Look  at  the  Clock  I— Do  1— Look  at  the  Clockl 


Winifred  Pryce  was  tidy  and  dean, 
Her  gown  was  a  flower'd  one,  her  pettiooat  green, 
Her  buckles  were  bright  as  her  miUdngK^ins, 
Her  hat  was  a  beaver,  and  made  like  a  man's ; 
Her  little  red  eyes  were  deep  set  in  their  socket-holes, 
Her  gown-tail  was  tum'd  up,  and  tuck'd  through  the  pooksl* 
holes; 

A  face  like  a  ferret 

Betoken'd  her  spirit: 
To  conclude,  Mrs.  Pryce  was  not  over  young, 
Had  very  short  legs,  and  a  very  long  tongue. 
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Now  David  Pryoe 

Had  one  darling  yice ; 
fiemariEably  partial  to  any  thing  nice, 
Nought  that  was  good  to  him  came  amiai^ 
Whether  to  eat^  or  to  drink  or  to  IdsBl 

Especiallj  ale— 

If  it  was  not  too  stale 
I  really  belieye  he  'd  hare  emptied  a  pafl ; 

Not  that  in  Wales 

They  talk  of  their  Ales: 
To  pronounce  the  word  they  make  use  of  might  trouble  you. 
Being  spelt  with  a  0,  two  R's,  and  a  W. 

That  particular  day, 

As  I  'ye  heard  people  say, 
Mr.  David  Plyoe  had  been  soaking  his  clay, 
And  amusing  himself  with  his  pipe  and  cheroola^ 
The  whole  afternoon  at  the  Goat^in-Boots, 

With  a  couple  more  soakers, 

Thoroughbred  smokers, 
Both,  like  himself  prime  singers  and  jokers; 
Andy  long  after  day  had  drawn  to  a  dose, 
And  the  rest  of  the  world  was  wrapp'd  in  repose, 
They  were  roaring  out ''  Shenkin  I"  and ''  Ar  hydd  y  nos ;" 
While  David  himself,  to  a  Sassenach  tune, 
Sang,  ''  We've  drunk  down  the  Sun,  boysl  let 's  drink  dcwi 
the  Moon  I 

What  have  we  with  day  to  do  ? 

Mrs.  Winifred  Pryce,  't  was  made  for  you  I"— 
At  length,  when  they  could  n't  well  drink  any  more^ 
Old  '<  Gk)at-in-Boots"  showed  them  the  door: 

And  then  came  that  knock, 

And  the  sensble  shock 
David  felt  when  his  wife  cried,  "  Look  at  the  Clock  I" 
For  the  hands  stood  as  crooked  as  crooked  might  be. 
The  long  at  the  Twelve,  and  the  short  at  the  Three  I 

That  selfnnme  dock  had  long  been  a  bone 
Of  contention  between  this  Darby  and  Joan : 
And  often,  among  their  pother  and  rout, 
When  this  otherwise  amiable  couple  fdl  ont^ 
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Prjoe  would  drop  a  oool  hmt^ 

With  an  ominous  squint    . 
At  its  sase,  of  an  ^  Uncle'*  of  his,  who  'd  a  '^  Spout/* 

That  horrid  word  "  Spout*' 

No  sooner  came  out 
Thau  TV  inifred  Piyoe  would  turn  her  aboat^ 

And  witli  scorn  on  her  \sp^ 

And  a  hand  on  each  hip, 
"  Spout"  herself  till  her  nose  grew  red  at  the  tip, 
•  ^  You  thundering  Willin, 

I  know  you  'd  be  killing 
Tour  wife, — ay,  a  doien  of  wives, — for  a  shilUng  f 

You  may  do  what  you  please. 

You  may  sell  my  chemise 
(Mrs.  P.  was  too  well-bred  to  mentioa  her  stock), 
But  I  never  will  part  with  my  Gkandmother's  dock  V 

Mrs.  Piyce's  tongue  ran  long  and  ran  &8t, 

But  patience  is  apt  to  wear  out  at  last, 

And  David  Pryce  in  temper  was  quick. 

So  he  stretch*d  out  his  himd,  and  caught  hold  of  a  stick ; 

Perhaps  in  its  use  he  mi^t  mean  to  be  lenient, 

But  walking  just  then  was  n't  very  convenient 

So  he  threw  it,  instead, 

Direct  at  her  head; 

It  knock'd  off  her  hat; 

Down  she  fell  flat ; 
Her  case,  perhaps,  was  not  much  mended  by  that: 
But  whatever  it  was, — ^^ether  rage  and  pain 
Produced  apoplexy,  or  burst  a  vein, 
Or  her  tumble  induced  a  concussion  of  brain, 
I  can't  say  for  certain, — but  Ihu  I  can, 
When  sober'd  by  fright,  to  assist  her  he  ran, 
Mrs  Winifred  Pryce  was  dead  as  Queen  Anne  I 

The  fatal  catastrophe 

Named  in  my  last  strophe 
As  adding  to  grim  Death's  exploits  such  a  vast  trophy. 
Made  a  great  noise ;  and  the  shocking  fatality, 
Ran  over,  like  wild-fire,  the  whole  Principality. 
And  then  came  Mr.  Ap  Thomas,  the  Ooroner, 
With  hi?  jury  to  sit,  some  doaen  or  more,  on  her. 
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Mr.  Pryce  to  commenoe 

His  "  ingenious  defense/' 
ifide  a  '*  powerful  appeal'*  to  the  j^-y's  *'good  aeue^*' 

''  Tlie  world  he  must  de^ 

Ever  to  justify 
Any  presumption  of  *  Mahce  Prepense ;' " — 

The  unlucky  lick 

From  the  end  of  his  stick 
He  "  deplored" — ^he  was  ^  apt  to  be  rather  too  quick ',**-— 

But,  really,  her  prating 

Was  BO  aggrayating : 
Some  trifling  correction  was  just  what  he  meant ;— all 
The  rest^  he  assured  them,  was  "  quite  accidental  1" 

Then  he  calls  Mr.  Jones, 

Who  depones  to  her  tones, 
And  her  gestures  and  hints  about  "breaking  his  bones/* 
While  Mr.  Ap  Morgan,  and  Mr.  Ap  Rhys 

Declared  the  deceased 

Had  styled  him  "  a  Beast^*' 
And  swear  they  had  witness'd,  with  grief  and  surprise, 
The  allusion  she  made  to  his  limbs  and  his  eyesL 

The  juiy,  in  fine,  having  sat  on  the  body 

The  whole  day,  discussing  the  case,  and  gin-toddy, 

Betum'd  about  half-past  eleven  at  night 

The  following  verdict,  "  We  find,  Sarve  her  right  r 

Mr.  Pryce,  Mrs.  Winifired  Pryce  being  dead, 
Felt  lonely,  and  moped ;  and  one  evening  he  said 
He  would  marry  Miss  Davis  at  once  in  her  stead. 

Not  far  fix)m  his  dwelling. 

From  the  vale  proudly  swelling, 
Bose  a  moimtain ;  it 's  name  you  'U  excuse  me  firom  telling 
For  the  vowels  made  use  of  in  Welsh  are  so  few 
That  the  A  and  the  E,  the  I,  0,  and  the  U, 
Have  really  but  little  or  nothing  to  do ; 
And  the  duty,  of  course,  fiJls  the  heavier  by  far, 
On  the  L,  and  the  H,  and  the  N,  and  the  R, 

Its  first  syllable  "  Per," 

Is  pronounceable ; — then 
Oome  two  L  L's,  and  two  H  Ks,  two  F  Fs,  and  an  N : 
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About  half  a  score  B's  and  some  W*b  follow, 
Beating  all  mj  best  efforts  at  euphony  hollow: 
But  we  shan't  have  to  mention  it  often,  so  when 
We  do,  with  your  leave,  we  'U  curtail  it  to  '* 


Well — ^the  moon  shone  bright 

Upon  "  PsN**  that  night, 
When  Piyce,  being  quit  of  his  fuss  and  his  fH^t^ 

Was  scaling  its  side 

With  that  sort  of  stride 
A  man  puts  out  when  walking  in  search  of  a  bride 

Mounting  higher  and  higher. 

He  began  to  perspire. 
Till,  finding  his  legs  were  beginning  to  tire, 

And  feeling  opprest 

By  a  pain  in  his  chest, 
He  paus'd,  and  tum'd  round  to  take  breath,  and  to  ml; 
A  walk  an  up  hill  is  apt,  we  know. 
To  make  one,  however  robust,  puff  and  bbw, 
So  he  stopp*d,  and  look'd  down  on  the  valley  bebw. 

0*er  fen,  and  o'er  fen, 

Over  moimtain  and  glen. 
An  bright  in  the  moonshine,  his  eye  roved,  and  then 
An  the  Patriot  rose  in  his  soul,  and  he  thought 
(Jpon  Wales,  and  her  glories,  and  aU  he  'd  been  taoght 

Of  her  Heroes  of  old, 

So  brave  and  so  bold, — 
Of  her  Bards  with  long  beards,  and  harps  mounted  in  gold 

Of  King  Edward  the  First, 

Of  memory  accurst ; 
And  the  scandalous  manner  in  which  he  behaved, 

Killing  Poets  by  dozens, 

With  their  uncles  and  cousins, 
Of  whom  not  one  in  fifty  had  ever  been  shaved— 
Of  the  Oourt  Ball,  at  which,  by  a  lucky  mishi^)^ 
Owen  Tudor  feU  into  Queen  Katherine's  lap ; 

And  how  Mr.  Tudor, 

Successfully  woo'd  her, 
Tin  the  Dowager  put  on  a  new  wedding  ring; 
And  so  made  him  l?ftfher-in  law  to  the  Kin^ 


JTABBATIYB.  161 

He  thought  upon  Arthur,  and  Merlin  of  yore, 

On  Gkyffith  ap  Oonan,  and  Owen  Qlendour; 

On  Pendiagon,  and  Heaven  knows  how  many  voon. 

He  thought  of  all  this,  as  he  gazed,  in  a  trice, 

On  all  things,  in  shorty  but  the  late  Mrs.  Pryce ; 

When  a  lumbering  noise  from  behind  made  him  starts 

And  sent  the  blood  back  in  full  tide  io  his  heart. 

Which  went  pit-a-pat 

As  he  cried  out  <'  What 's  that  f— 

That  very  queer  sound  ? — 

Does  it  come  from  the  ground  ? 
Or  the  air, — from  above,— or  below,— or  aroond  ?— 

It  is  not  like  Talking, 

It  is  not  like  Walking, 
It 's  not  like  the  clattering  of  pot  or  of  pan, 
Or  the  tramp  of  a  nor8e,^-or  the  tread  of  a  man,«- 
Or  the  hum  of  a  crowd,— or  the  shouting  of  boys, — 
It 's  really  a  detkced  odd  sort  of  a  noise  I 
Kot  unlike  a  cart's, — ^but  that  can't  be ; — ^for  when 
Gould  "  all  the  King's  horses,  and  all  the  Sling's  men,** 
With  Old  Nick  for  a  wagoner,  drive  one  up  "  Pbn  T\ 

Pkyce,  usually  brimfril  of  valor  when  drunk, 

How  experienced  what  school-boys  denominate  **  funk  '  * 

In  vain  he  look'd  back 

On  the  whole  of  the  track 
He  had  traversed ;  a  thick  doud,  uncommonly  black. 
At  this  moment  obscured  the  broad  disc  of  the  moon, 
And  did  not  ^eem  likely  to  pass  away  soon ; 

While  clearer  and  clearer, 

'T  was  plain  to  the  hearer. 
Be  the  noise  what  it  might,  it  drew  nearer  and  nearai^ 
And  sounded,  as  Pryce  to  this  moment  declares, 
Very  much  "  like  a  cofi&n  a-walking  up  stairs." 

Mr.  Pryce  had  begun 

To  "  make  up"  for  a  run, 
As  in  such  a  companion  he  saw  no  great  fhn, 

When  a  single  bright  ray 

Shone  out  on  the  way 
He  had  passed,  and  he  saw,  with  no  little  dismay, 
Cknning  after  him,  bounding  o'er  crag  and  o'er  rock, 
The  deceased  Mrs.  Winifred's  **  Qrandmother's  dodc  I  T 
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T  was  BO  I — ^it  had  certainly  moved  from  its  plaoa. 
And  oome,  lumbering  on  thus,  to  hold  him  in  chase ; 
'T  was  the  very  same  Head,  and  the  very  same  Oase^ 
And  nothing  was  altered  at  all— but  the  Face  1 
In  that  he  perceived,  with  no  little  surprise^ 
The  two  little  winder-holes  tum*d  into  eyes 

Blazing  with  Ire, 

Like  two  coals  of  fire ; 
And  the  "  Name  of  the  Maker*'  was  changed  to  a  Lip, 
And  the  Hands  to  a  Nose  with  a  very  red  tip. 
No  1 — he  could  not  mistake  it, — ^'t  was  Sm  to  the  life  I 
The  identical  face  of  his  poor  defunct  Wife  I 

One  glance  was  enough 

CJompletely  "  Qucml  «i/." 
As  the  doctors  write  down  when  they  send  you  their  ^  stuC**- 
Like  a  Weather-cock  whirled  by  a  vehement  poi!^ 

David  turned  himself  round ; 

Ten  feet  of  ground 
He  dear'd,  in  his  start,  at  the  veiy  first  boond  I 

I  've  seen  people  run  at  West  End  Fair  for  chcoooe 

I  've  seen  Ladies  run  at  Bow  Fair  for  chemises — 

At  Greenwich  Fair  twenty  men  run  for  a  hat. 

And  one  from  a  Bailiff  much  faster  than  that — 

At  foot-ball  I  've  seen  lads  run  after  the  bladder — 

I  've  seen  Irish  Bricklayers  run  up  a  ladder— 

I  've  seen  little  boys  run  away  firom  a  cane-^ 

And  I  've  seen  (that  is,  read  of)  good  running  in  Spain ; 

But  I  never  did  read 

Of,  or  witness  such  speed 
As  David  exerted  Uiat  evening. — Indeed 
AU I  have  ever  heard  of  boys,  women,  or  men, 
Falls  far  short  of  Piyce,  as  he  ran  over  "  Pkv  1" 

He  reaches  its  brow,— 

He  has  past  it, — and  now 
Having  once  gained  the  summit,  and  managed  to  crof^  >L  b* 
Rolls  down  the  side  with  uncommon  velocity ; 

But,  run  as  he  will. 

Or  roll  down  the  hill, 
rhat  bugbear  behind  him  is  after  him  still  * 
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And  doee  at  his  heels,  not  at  all  to  his  Ifldiif^, 
Phe  terrible  dock  keeps  on  tacking  and  strikin,^;. 

Till,  ezhansted  and  sore, 

He  can't  run  any  more, 
But  falls  as  he  reaches  Ifiss  Davis's  door. 
And  screams  when  they  rush  out^  akrm'd  at  his  knook^ 
''  Oh  I  Look  at  the  aook  I— Do !— Look  at  the  Ckwkl  V 

Uids  Davis  look'd  up,  Miss  Davis  look'd  down, 
She  saw  nothing  there  to  alarm  her ; — a  fix>wn 

Came  o'er  her  white  forehead, 

She  said,  "  It  was  horrid 
A  man  should  come  knocking  at  thi^t  time  of  nig^^ 
And  give  her  Vftmrna  and  herself  such  a  fright  ;•» 

To  squall  and  to  bawl 

About  nothing  at  all  I" 
She  begged  "  he  'd  not  think  of  repeating  his  call ; 

His  late  wife's  disaster 

By  no  means  had  past  her," 
8he  'd  "  have  him  to  know  she  was  meat  for  his  Mastor  T 
Then  regardless  alike  of  his  love  and  his  woes, 
She  tcm'd  on  her  heel  and  she  tum'd  up  her  nose. 

Poor  David  in  vain 

Implored  to  remain. 
He  "  dared  not,"  he  said,  "  oross  the  mountain  again." 

Why  the  fair  was  obdurate 

None  knows, — ^to  be  sure  it 
Was  said  she  was  setting  her  cap  at  the  Curate  ;^ 
Be  that  as  it  may,  it  is  certain  the  sole  hole 
Pryce  found  U*  creep  into  that  night  was  the  Coal-hole  I 

In  that  shady  retreat 

With  nothing  to  eat 
And  with  very  bruised  limbs,  and  with  very  sore  feet. 

All  night  dose  he  kept ; 

I  can't  say  he  slept ; 
But  Lie  sigh'd,  and  he  sobb'd,  and  he  groan'd,  and  he  w^; 

Lamenting  his  sins. 

And  his  two  broken  shina^ 
Bewailing  his  fi&te  with  contortions  and  grins. 
And  her  he  once  thought  a  complete  Eara  Avii^ 
CoD9gning  to  Satan, — ^viz^  cimel  Mias  Davis' 
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Mr.  David  has  nnoe  had  a  '^sefious  oaH," 
He  never  drinks  ale,  wine,  or  spirits^  at  all, 
And  thej  say  he  is  going  to  Exeter  Hall 

To  make  a  grand  speech. 

And  to  preach,  and  to  teach 
People  that  *'  they  can't  brew  their  malt  liquor  too  small  I 
That  an  ancient  Welsh  Poet,  one  Pthdab  ap  Tcso^ 
Was  right  in  proclaiming  "  Abiston  mkn  IJdob  I*' 

Which  means  ^'  The  pure  Element 

Is  for  l£an*B  belly  meant  I" 
And  that  GVn't  but  a  Bnam  of  Old  Nick  the  deluderl 


And  "still  on  ea(^  evening  when  pleasure  fills  np^" 
At  the  old  Goat-in-Boots,  with  Methegiin,  each  019 

Mr.  Piyce,  if  he 's  there, 

Will  get  into  "  The  Chair," 
And  make  all  his  qwmdam  associates  stare 
By  caUing  aloud  to  the  Landlady's  daughter, 
'^  Patty,  bring  a  cigar,  and  a  glass  of  Spring  Water  I 
The  dial  he  constantly  watches ;  and  wheE. 
The  long  hand's  at  the  "TTTT.,"  and  the  short  at  the  '^XJ 

He  gets  on  his  legs. 

Drains  his  glass  to  the  dregs^ 
Takes  his  hat  and  great-coat  off  tfadr  several  pegs^ 
With  his  President's  hammer  bestows  his  last  knock. 
And  says  solemnly — "  Gentlemen  I 

Look  at  the  Glook  I  I  T 


THE   BAGMAN'S   DOG. 

R.   HABBD  »A»Wa> 
Btut  Httore  Pugniliii  I— Yibmu 

It  was  a  litter,  a  litter  of  five. 

Four  axe  drown'd,  and  one  left  alive. 

He  was  thought  worthy  alone  to  survive; 

And  the  Bagman  resolved  upon  bringing  him  up^ 

To  eat  of  hia  bread,  and  to  drink  of  his  cop^ 

He  was  siich  a  dear  little  oock-tafl'd  pi^  I 
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Ibe  Bagaian  taught  him  many  a  triok ; 

He  would  cany,  and  fetch,  and  run  after  a  stidc^ 

He  oould  well  understand 

The  word  of  command, 

And  appear  to  doze  « 

With  a  crust  on  his  nose 
Tin  the  Bagman  permissiyely  waved  his  hand : 
Then  to  throw  up  and  catch  it  he  never  would  fid!. 
As  he  sat  up  on  end,  on  his  little  oock-taiL 
Never  was  puppy  so  ftten  inairuUf 
Or  possess'd  of  such  natural  talent  as  he ; 

And  as  he  grew  older, 

Eveiy  beholder 
Agreed  he  grew  handsomer,  sleeker,  and  boUv. 

Time,  however  his  wheels  we  may  dog, 

Wends  steadily  stOl  with  onward  jo^ 

And  the  codc-tail'd  puppy 's  a  cnrly^ail'd  dog  I 

When,  just  at  the  time 

He  was  reaching  his  prime, 
And  an  thought  he  'd  be  turning  out  something  subHrns^ 

One  unlucky  day. 

How  no  one  oould  say. 
Whether  soft  Ucdaon  induced  him  to  stray. 
Or  some  kidnapping  vagabond  ooazed  him  away. 

He  was  lost  to  the  view, 

Like  the  morning  dew ; — 
He  had  been,  and  was  not — that 's  all  that  they  knew 
And  the  Bagman  storm'd,  and  the  Bagman  sworo 
As  never  a  Bagman  had  sworn  before ; 
But  storming  or  swearing  but  little  avails 
To  reoover  lost  dogs  with  great  curly  tails. 

In  a  large  paved  court^  dose  by  BiOiter  Square^ 
Stands  a  mansion,  okl,  but  in  thorough  repair, 
The  only  thing  strange,  from  the  general  air 
Of  its  size  and  appearance,  is  how  it  got  there ; 
In  front  is  a  short  semidroular  stair 

Of  stone  steps— some  half  score — 

Then  you  reach  the  ground  floor. 
With  a  shen-pattem'd  architrave  over  the  door.         ^^ 
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It  IS  ^adooB,  and  seems  to  be  built  on  the  plan 
Of  a  Gentleman's  house  in  the  time  of  Queen  Anna; 
Which  is  odd,  for,  although 
As  we  very  well  know, 
^Under  Tudors  and  Stuarts  the  Oity  could  show 
Many  Noblemen's  seats  aboye  Bridge  and  below, 
Yet  that  fashion  soon  after  induced  them  to  go 
From  St  ^chael  Comhill,  and  St  Mary-Ie-Bow, 
To  St  JameS)  and  St  Gboige,  and  St  Anne  in  Soha-* 
Be  this  as  it  maj — at  the  date  I  assign 
To  my  tale — that's  about  Seventeen  Sizty-Nin^^ 
This  mansion,  now  rather  upon  the  decline, 
Had  less  dignified  owners — belonging,  in  fine. 
To  Turner,  Diy,  Weipersyde,  Rogers,  and  Pyn»— 
A  respectable  House  in  the  Manchester  line. 

There  were  a  score 

Of  Bagmen,  and  more. 
Who  had  travel'd  fiill  oft  fbr  the  firm  before; 
But  just  at  this  period  they  wanted  to  send 
Some  person  on  whom  they  could  safely  depend*— 
A  trust- worthy  body,  half  agent^  half  fiiend — 
On  some  mercantile  matter,  as  &r  as  Ostend ; 
And  the  person  they  pitch'd  on  was  Anthony  Blogg 
A  grave,  steady  man,  not  addicted  to  grog-~ 
The  Bagman,  in  shorty  who  had  lost  the  great  do^ 
*  41  41  41  41  * 

<<TheSeal  the  Seal  the  open  Seal- 
That  is  the  place  where  we  aU  wish  to  be^ 
Boiling  about  on  it  merrilj  I" 

So  all  sing  and  say 

By  night  and  by  day. 
In  the  houoMr,  the  street^  at  the  concert,  and  plaji 
In  a  sort  of  coxcombical  roundelay ; — 
You  may  roam  through  the  City,  transversely  or  straig^ 
From  Whitechapel  turnpike  to  Cumberland  gate, 
And  every  young  Lady  who  thrums  a  guitar, 
lyiy  mustached  Shopman  who  smokes  a  cigar. 

With  affected  devotion 

Promulgates  his  notion 
or  being  a  ''  Bover^'  and  ''Child  of  the  Ocean"— 
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Whftte'er  their  age,  sex,  or  condition  may  be^ 
They  all  of  them  long  for  the  "Wide,  Wide  Seal** 

Bat^  however  they  dote, 

Only  set  them  afloat 
n  azry  craft  bigger  at  all  than  a  boat, 

Take  them  down  to  the  Nore, 

And  you  '11  see  that^  before 
The  "  Weasel"  they  ^  Woyage"  in  has  made  half  her  way 
Between  Shell-Ness  Point  and  the  pier  at  Heme  Bay, 
Let  the  wind  meet  the  tide  in  the  slightest  degree, 
They'll  be  all  of  them  heartily  sick  of  "the  Seal" 

«  41  *  *  *  « 

I  Ve  stood  in  Margate,  on  a  bridge  of  size 

Inferior  far  to  that  described  by  Byron, 
Where  "palaces  and  pris'ns  on  each  hand  rise-*" 

— ^That  too  *8  a  stone  one,  this  is  made  of  iron — 

And  tittle  donkey-boys  your  steps  envircm, 
Each  proffering  for  your  choice  his  tiny  hack, 

Vaunting  its  excellence ;  and,  should  you  hire  ooe^ 
For  sixpence,  will  he  urge,  with  frequent  thwack, 
The  much-enduring  beast  to  Buenos  Ayres — and  back 

And  there^  on  many  a  raw  and  gusty  day, 

I  'ye  stood,  and  tum*d  my  gaze  upon  the  pier. 
And  seen  the  crews,  that  did  embark  so  gay 

That  se]f-same  mom,  now  disembark  so  queer ; 

Then  to  myself  I  Ve  sigh'd  and  said,  "  Oh  dear  I 
?ho  would  betieve  yon  sickly-looking  man  *8  a 

London  Jack  Tar — a  Oheapside  Buccaneer  I—" 
Sut  hold,  my  Muse  I — for  this  terrific  stanza  ' 
(a  all  too  stiffly  grand  for  our  Extravaganza. 
m  «  41  41  « 

"  So  now  we  1  go  up,  up^  up, 

And  now  we  11  go  down,  down,  down. 
And  now  we  11  go  backward  and  forward, 

And  now  well  go  rounVroun',  roirn'." — 
— ^I  hope  you  Ve  sufficient  discernment  to  see, 
Gentle  Reader,  that  here  the  discarding  the  d 
Is  a  fault  whidi  you  must  not  attribute  to  me ; 
thus  my  Nurse  cut  it  off  when,  "  with  counterfeit  ^ee^* 
ihe  i;ang,  as  she  danced  me  about  on  her  knee, 
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In  the  year  of  our  Lord  eighteen  hundred  aad  tlir<M« : 
All  I  mean  to  say  is,  that  the  Muse  is  now  free 
From  the  self-imposed  trammels  put  on  by  her  bettera. 
And  no  longer  like  Filch,  midst  the  felons  and  debtora, 
At  Druiy  Lane,  dances  her  hornpipe  in  fetters. 

Resuming  her  track, 

At  once  she  goes  back 
To  our  hero,  the  Bagman — AlasI  and  Alackl 

Poor  Anthony  Blogg 

Is  as  sick  as  a  dog^ 
Sfute  of  sundry  unwonted  potations  ot  grog, 
By  the  time  the  Dutch  packet  is  fairly  at  sea, 
With  the  sands  called  the  Gkx>dwins  a  league  on  her  )m 


And  now,  my  good  fiiends,  I  Ve  a  fine  opportunity 
To  obfiisoKte  you  all  by  sea  terms  with  impunity, 

And  talking  of  *'  calking," 

And  '*  quarter-deck  walking/* 

«  Fore  and  aft," 

And  "  abaft," 
"  Hookers,"  «  barkeys,"  and  "  craft," 
(At  which  Mr.  Poole  has  so  wickedly  laughed), 
Of  binnacles — ^bilboes — ^the  boom  cidl*d  the  spanker. 
The  best  bower-cable — ^the  jib— and  sheet-anchor; 
Of  lower-deck  guns — and  of  broadsides  and  chases^ 
Of  taffrails  and  topsails,  and  splicing  main-braces. 
And  ^  Shiyer  my  timbers  I"  and  other  odd  phrases 
Employed  by  old  pilots  with  hard-featured  faces ; — 
Of  the  expletive^  sea-faring  Gentlemen  use, 
The  allusions  they  make  to  the  eyes  of  their  crews;— 

How  the  Sailors,  too,  swear, 

How  they  cherish  their  hair, 
And  what  very  long  pigtails  a  great  many  wear.— 
But,  Reader,  I  scorn  it — ^the  &ot  is,  I  fear. 
To  be  candid,  I  can*t  make  these  matters  so  clear 
As  Marryat,  or  Oooper,  or  Oaptain  Ohamier, 
Or  Sir  E.  Lytton  Bulwer,  who  brought  up  the  lear 
Of  the  "  Nauticals,"  just  at  the  end  of  the  year 
Eighteen  thirty-nine — (how  Time  flies  I — Oh,  dearl>— 
With  a  well-written  preface,  to  make  it  appear 
That  his  play,  the  '*  Sea-Captain."  *s  by  no  means  smill 
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There  1 — ''brougbt  up  the  reai^' — ^you  see  there 's*  a  mistake 

Which  none  of  the  authors  I  'ye  mentioned  would  inake^ 

I  oo^t  to  have  said,  that  he  "safl*d  in  their  wake." — 

So  I  *U  merelj  obserre,  as  the  water  grew  rougher 

The  more  my  poor  hero  continaed  to  suffer, 

Till  the  Sailors  themselves  oried,  in  pity,  "  Poor  Buffer  t" 

Still  rougher  it  grew, 

And  stiU  harder  it  blew, 
And  the  thunder  kick*d  up  such  a  huUibaDoo^ 
That  even  the  Skipper  began  to  look  blue; 

While  the  crew,  who  were  few, 

Look'd  very  queer,  too, 
And  seem'd  not  to  know  what  exactly  to  do^ 
And  they  who'd  the  charge  of  them  wrote  in  the  logs^ 
"Wind  N.  R — blows  a  hurricane— raius  cats  and  dogs." 
In  short  it  soon  grew  to  a  tempest  as  rude  as 
That  Shakspeare  describes  near  the  "  still  Tez*d  Bermuda^* 

When  the  winds,  in  their  sporty 

Drove  aside  from  it9  po|t. 
The  King's  ship,  Tvith  the  whole  Ne^^Kilitah  Oourt^ 
And  Bwamp'd  it  to, give  "the  King^  Bon,  Ferdinand,"  a 
Soft  moment  or  two  with  the  Lady  Mlran  ja. 
While  her  Pa  met  the  rest,  and  severely  rebuked  *em 
For  unhandsomely  doing  him  out  of  his  Dukedom. 
You  don't  want  me,  however,  to  paint  you  a  Storm, 
As  so  many  have  done,  and  in  colors  so  warm ; 
Lord  Byron,  for  instance,  in  manner  facetious, 
XIr.  Ainsworth,  more  gravely,— see  also  Lucretras, 
— ^A  writer  who  gave  me  no  trifling  vexation 
When  a  youngster  at  school,  on  Dean  Oolet's  foundation.^— 

Suffice  it  to  say 

That  the  whole  of  that  day, 
And  the  next^  and  the  next^  they  were  scudding  away 

Quite  out  of  their  course, 

Propell'd  by  the  force 
Of  those  flatulent  folks  known  in  Olassical  stoiy  as 
Aquilo,  Libe^  Notos^  Auster,  and  Boreas^ 

Driven  quite  at  their  mercy 

'Twixt  Gkiemsey  and  Jersey, 
im  at  length  they  came  bump  on  the  rocks  and  the  shallowt 
In  West  longtitnde.  One,  fifty-seven,  near  St  Maloes ; 

8 
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There  70a  will  not  be  suipriaed 

That  the  yeesel  capdsedy 
Or  that  Bloggy  who  had  made,  from  intestiiie  oommotioiM^ 
His  epecific  gravity  less  than  the  Ocean's^ 

Should  go  floating  away, 

'Mid  the  surges  and  spray, 
Idke  a  cork  in  a  gutter,  which,  Bwoll*n  by  a  shower. 
Buns  down  Holbom-hill  about  nine  knots  an  hour. 

You  Ve  seen,  I  Ve  no  doubt^  at  Bartholomew  Mc, 
Gtotle  Beader, — ^that  is^  if  you  Ve  ever  been  there^— 
With  their  hands  tied  behind  them,  some  two  or  three  pair 
Of  boys  round  a  bucket  set  up  on  a  chair, 

Skipping,  and  dipping 

Eyes,  nose,  chin,  and  lip  in, 
Their  &ces  and  hair  with  the  water  all  dripping, 
In  an  anxious  attempt  to  catch  hold  of  a  pippin, 
That  bobs  up  and  down  in  the  water  whenever 
They  touch  it,  as  mocking  the  fruitless  endeavor; 
Bxactly  as  Poets  say, — how,  tihough,  they  can't  tell  us^ — 
Old  Nick's  Nonpardls  play  at  bob  with  poor  Tantalus. 
■    — Stay  I — I  'm  not  clear, 

But  I  'm  rather  out  here; 
T  was  the  water  itself  that  slipp'd  from  him,  I  fear ; 
Faith,  I  can't  recollect,  and  I  have  n't  Lempriere. — 
No  matter, — ^poor  Blogg  went  on  ducking  and  bobbing. 
Sneezing  out  the  salt  water,  and  gulping  and  sobbing. 
Just  as  Clarence,  in  Shakspeare,  describes  all  the  qualms  he 
Experienced  while  dreaming  they  'd  drown'd  him  in  Malmsey 

"  0  Lord,"  he  thought^  "what  pain  it  was  to  drown  I" 
And  saw  great  fishes  with  great  goggling  eyes, 

Glaring  as  he  was  bobbing  up  and  down, 
And  looking  as  they  thought  him  quite  a  prize ; 

When,  as  he  sank,  and  all  was  growing  dark, 
A  something  seized  him  with  its  jaws  1 — ^A  shark  ?— 

No  such  thing,  Reader : — most  opportunely  for  Blogg, 
•Twas  a  veiy  large,  web-fboted,  curly-tail'd  Dog! 

«  41  *  *  *  41  • 

I  'm  not  much  of  a  trav'ler,  and  really  can't  boast 
That  I  know  a  great  deal  of  the  Brittany  ooasty 
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But  I  'ye  often  heard  b$j 

That  e'en  to  this  day, 
fha  people  of  Qranville,  St  lialoee^  and  theieaboat^ 
Are  a  class  that  society  does  n't  much  oare  about ; 
Hen  who  gain  their  subsistence  by  contraband  dealing^ 
And  a  mode  of  abstraction  strict  people  call  "  stealing;* 
Notwithstanding  all  which,  they  are  d^il  of  speech, 
Above  all  to  a  stranger  who  comes  within  reach ; 

And  they  were  so  to  Blogg, 

When  the  curly-tul'd  Dog 
At  last  dragged  him  out,  high  and  dry  on  the  beaoh. 

But  we  all  have  been  told, 

By  the  proverb  of  old, 
B^  no  means  to  think  ^*  all  that  glitters  is  gold;** 

And,  in  fiict^  some  advance 

That  most  people  in  France 
Jdn  the  manners  and  air  of  a  Maitre  de  Ikmmf 
To  the  morals— (as  Johnson  of  Qhesterfield  naid) 
Of  an  elderly  Lady,  in  Babylon  bred. 
Much  addicted  to  flirting,  and  dressing  in  red. — 

Be  this  as  it  mighty 

It  embarrass'd  Blogg  quite 
To  find  those  about  him  so  very  polite. 


A  suspicious  observer  perhi^  might  have  traced 
Thepetitet  aoma^  tendered  with  so  much  good  taste 
To  the  sight  of  an  old-fashion'd  pocket-book,  placed 
In  a  black  leather  belt  well  secured  round  his  waist^ 
And  a  ring  set  with  diamonds,  his  finger  that  graced, 
80  brilliant,  no  one  could  have  guess'd  they  were  paste. 

The  group  on  the  shore 

Oonsistedoffour; 
You  win  wonder,  perhaps,  there  were  not  a  few  more  * 
But  the  fact  is  they  've  not,  in  that  part  of  the  nation. 
What  MalthuA  would  term,  a  "  too  dense  population," 
Indeed  the  sole  sign  of  man's  habitation 

Was  merely  a  single 

Rude  hut,  in  a  dingle 
That  led  away  inland  direct  from  the  shingle, 
Its  sides  clothed  with  underwood,  gloomy  and  dark, 
ficvne  two  hundred  yards  above  high-wat/)r  umrk; 
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And  thither  the  partj. 

So  oordia!  and  heartj, 
V]£^  an  old  man,  his  wife,  two  lads,  made  a  stvt^  be 

The  Bagman,  proceeding, 

With  equal  good  breeding, 
To  express,  in  indifferent  French,  aU  he  feels, 
The  great  curly-tail'd  Dog  keeping  close  to  his  heelsL — 
They  soon  reachM  the  hat,  which  seem'd  partly  in  niizi, 
AJl  the  way  bowing,  chattering,  shrugging,  Mm-Dman^ 
Gkimacing,  and  what  sailors  call  parley-votnng. 


Is  it  Parifl^  or  Kitchener,  Reader,  exhorts 

You,  whenever  your  stomach 's  at  all  out  of  sorts^ 

To  try,  if  you  find  richer  viands  won*t  stop  in  it, 

A  basin  of  good  mutton  broth  with  a  chop  in  it? 

(Such  a  basin  and  chop  as  I  once  heard  a  witty  ooa 

Gall,  at  the  Gkurick,  "  a  o— <1  Committee  one," 

An  expression,  I  own,  I  do  not  think  a  pretty  one.) 

However,  it  *s  dear 

That  with  sound  table  beer. 
Such  a  mess  as  I  speak  of  is  very  good  cheer ; 

Especially  too 

When  a  person  *s  wet  through, 
And  is  hungry,  and  tired,  and  don't  know  what  to  da 
Now  just  such  a  mess  of  delicious  hot  pottage 
Was  smoking  away  when  they  enter'd  the  cottage^ 
And  casting  a  truly  delicious  perfume 
Through  the  whole  of  an  ugly  ill-fumish'd  room ; 

**  Hot,  smoking  hot^" 

On  the  fire  was  a  pot 
Well  replenished,  but  really  I  can't  say  with  what; 
For,  &med  as  the  French  always  are  for  ragouts, 
No  creature  can  tell  what  they  put  in  their  stews. 
Whether  bull-frogs,  old  gloves,  or  old  wigs,  or  old  shorn 
Notwithstanding,  when  offered  I  rarely  refbse. 
Any  more  than  poor  Blogg  did,  when  seeing  the  reeky 
Repast  placed  before  him,  scarce  able  to  speak,  be 
In  ecstasy  mutter'd,  "  By  Jove,  Oocky-leeky  I" 

In  an  instant,  as  soon 

As  t^ej  r»ve  him  a  spoon. 
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fErefj  feeling  ^od  flMnilty  bent  on  the  grael,  he 
Ko  more  blauied  Fortone  for  treating  him  cruelly, 
Biit  fen  f  ooth  And  nail  on  the  soup  and  the  hoviOL 

MeanwUle  that  old  man  standing  by, 

Snbdncted  his  long  coat-tails  on  high, 

With  his  back  to  the  fire,  as  if  to  dry 

A,  part  ofhia  dreas  which  the  watery  sky 

Had  TiBited  rather  indemently.— 

Blandly  he  smil'd,  but  stiB  he  look'd  sly, 

And  something  sinister  luik'd  in  his  eye. 

indeed,  had  you  seen  him  his  maritime  dress  in. 

You'd  hare  own'd  his  appearance  was  not  preposseanqg*, 

He  'd  a  ''  dreadnought"  ooat^  and  heavy  aoftofa, 

With  thick  wooden  soles  tom'd  up  at  the  toes, 

^s  nether  man  cased  in  a  striped  quelque  choM, 

And  a  hump  on  his  back,  and  a  great  hook'd  nose, 

3o  that  nine  out  of  ten  would  be  led  to  suppose 

That  the  person  before  them  was  Punch  in  plain  dotfaeti 

fet  still,  as  I  told  you,  he  smiled  on  all  present, 
ind  did  all  that  lay  in  his  power  to  look  pleasant 

Tba  old  woman,  too, 

l£ade  a  nugfaty  ado^ 
Helping  Ler  guest  to  a  deal  of  the  stew; 
She  fish'd  up  the  meat,  and  she  help'd  him  to  that, 
She  help'd  him  to  lean,  and  she  help'd  him  to  fet 
And  it  look'd  like  Hare— but  it  might  have  been  Oat 
The  little  gargoru  too  strore  to  express 
Their  sympathy  toward  the  ''Ohild  of  distress" 
With  a  great  deal  of  juYenile  French  poUteaaB  ; 

But  the  Bagman  bluff 

Ck>ntinued  to  "  stuff" 
Of  the  fet,  and  the  lean,  and  the  tender,  and  tough, 
Tin  they  thought  he  would  nerer  cry  "Hold,  enough  I" 
^d  the  old  woman's  tones  became  fiir  less  agreeable^ 
Sounding  like  jM0<e/  andMwre/  andcfio&fa/ 

£>e  seen  an  old  saw,  which  is  well  worth  repeatiBfi 
That  says, 

'^fBao)  fiatsngt 
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Yoa  '11  find  it  so  printed  by  C«):ton  or  Wjiiikf  H» 
And  a  veiy  good  proverb  it  is  to  my  thinking. 

Blogg  thought  so  too ; — 

As  he  finish'd  his  stew, 
His  ear  caught  the  sound  of  the  word  ^^MorMeu  /" 
Pronounced  by  the  old  woman  under  her  breath. 
Now,  not  knowing  what  she  oould  mean  by  "Blue  DeataT 
He  conceiv'd  she  referr'd  to  a  delicate  brewing 
Which  is  almost  synonymous, — ^namely,  "  Blue  Buin.'* 
So  he  pursed  up  his  lip  to  a  mnile,  and  with  glee, 
In  his  cockneyfy'd  accent,  responded  "  Oh,  Vu  r 

Which  made  her  understand  he 

Was  asking  for  brandy ; 
So  she  tuin*d  to  the  cupboard,  and,  having  some  handy. 
Produced,  rightly  deeming  he  would  not  object  to  it, 
An  oracular  bulb  with  a  very  long  neck  to  it ; 
In  fiict  you  perceive  her  mistake  was  the  same  as  his, 
Each  of  them  "  reasoning  right  firom  wrong  premises  ;'* — 
— ^And  here  by  the  way 

Allow  me  to  say, 
Kind  Header — you  sometimes  permit  me  to  stray— 
'Tis  strange  the  French  prove,  when  they  take  to  asperria^ 
So  inferior  to  us  in  the  science  of  cursing: 

Kick  a  Frenchman  down  stairs, 

How  absurdly  he  swears  1 
And  how  odd  'tis  to  hear  him,  when  beat  to  a  jeDy, 
Boar  out  in  a  passion,  "  Blue  Death  I"  and  "Blue  Belly  t" 

''  To  return  to  our  sheep"  firom  this  little  digression : — 

Blogg's  features  assumed  a  complacent  expression 

As  he  emptied  his  glass,  and  she  gave  him  a  firesh  one , 

Too  Uttle  he  heeded, 

How  fast  they  succeeded. 
Perhaps  you  or  I  might  have  done,  though,  as  he  did ; 
For  when  once  Madam  Fortune  deals  out  her  hard  rap* 

It 's  amazing  to  think 

How  one  "  cottons"  to  Drink  I 
At  such  timed,  of  all  things  in  nature,  perhaps, 
There 's  not  one  that  is  half  so  seducing  as  iSblbMOpa 

Mr.  Blogg,  beside  being  uncommonly  dry. 
Was,  like  most  other  Bagmen,  remarkably  shy. 
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— "  Did  not  like  to  deny** — 

"  Felt  obliged  to  oomplT" 
Bvery  tame  that  she  ask'd  him  to  ''  wet  t'  other  eTo;** 
For  'twas  worthy  remark  that  she  q>ared  not  the  stoup^ 
Though  before  she  had  seem'd  so  to  grudge  him  the  soupi 

At  length  the  fumes  rose 

To  his  brain ;  and  his  nose 
Gave  hints  of  a  strong  disposition  to  dose^ 
And  a  yearning  to  seek  "  horizontal  repose." — 

IGs  queer-looking  hoety 

Who^  firm  at  his  po6t» 
During  all  the  long  meal  had  oontinned  to  toast 

That  garment  'twere  rude  to 

Do  more  than  allude  to^ 
Perceived,  fi'om  his  breathing  and  nodding,  the  Tiews 
Of  his  guest  were  directed  to  ''  taking  a  snoose:" 
So  he  caught  up  a  lamp  in  his  huge  dirly  paw, 
With  (as  Blogg  used  to  tell  it)  ^^Mounseery  mvwvy  mau  r 

And  ^  marshal'd"  him  so 

"  The  way  he  should  go," 
Up  stairs  to  an  attic,  large,  gloomy,  and  low, 

Without  table  or  chair, 

Or  a  movable  there, 
Saye  an  dd-&shion'd  bedstead,  much  out  of  repair, 
That  stood  at  the  end  most  remoVd  from  the  stair.— 

With  a  grin  and  a  shrug 

The  host  points  to  the  rug. 
Just   as   much   as  to  say,   '^Tberol — I  think  youH  1 
snug  I" 

Puts  the  light  on  the  floor. 

Walks  to  the  door. 
Hakes  a  formal  Salaam,  and  is  then  seen  u^/  more; 
When  just  as  the  ear  lost  the  sound  of  his  tread. 
To  the  Bagman's  surprise,  and,  at  first,  to  his  dread, 
The  great  curiy  tail'd  Dog  crept  firom  under  the  bedl— 


—It 's  a  very  nice  thing  when  a  man 's  in  a  firight, 
And  thinks  matters  all  wrong,  to  find  matters  all  right ; 
As,  for  instance,  when  going  home  late-ish  at  night 
Through  a  Church-yard,  and  seeing  a  thing  all  in  whita 
Which,  of  course,  one  is  led  to  consider  a  Sprite, 
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To  find  that  the  Ghost 

Ib  merely  a  post 
Or  a  miller,  or  challcy-faced  donkey  at  most ; 
Or,  when  taking  a  walk  as  the  evemngs  begin 
To  dose,  or,  as  some  people  call  it,  *^  draw  m,*' 
And  some  undefined  form, ''  looming  large"  throng^  the 
Presents  itself  right  in  joor  path,  to  jonr  gase. 

Inducing  a  dread 

Of  a  knock  on  the  head. 
Or  a  sever'd  carotid,  to  find  that^  instead 
Of  one  of  those  ruffians  who  murder  and  fleece  men, 
It's  your  unde,  or  one  of  the  ^  Rural  Policemen  ;"-^ 

Then  the  blood  flows  again 

Through  artery  and  vein; 
7ou*re  delighted  with  what  just  before  gare  you  pain; 
You  laugh  at  your  fears — and  your  friend  in  the  fog 
Meets  a  welcome  as  cordial  as  Anthony  Blogg 
Now  bestoVd  on  Mi  Mend — ^the  great  cmiy-tail*d  Dog^ 

For  the  Dog  leap*d  up,  and  his  paws  found  a  place 

On  each  side  his  neck  in  a  canine  embrace. 

And  he  lick*d  Blogg's  hands,  and  he  lick*d  his  iaoe^ 

And  he  waggled  his  tail  as  much  as  to  say, 

"  Mr.  Blogg,  we  Ve  foregathered  before  tonday  I" 

And  the  Bagman  saw,  as  he  now  i^rang  up, 

What,  beyond  all  doubt^ 

He  might  have  found  out 
Before^  had  he  not  been  so  eager  to  sup^ 
T  was  Sancho  I — ^the  Dog  he  had  rear'd  fix>m  a  pop  l-» 
The  Dog  who  when  sinking  had  seized  his  hair — 
The  Dog  who  had  saved,  and  conducted  him  there-* 
The  Dog  he  had  lost  out  of  Billiter  Square  1 1 

It  *s  passing  sweety ' 

An  absolute  treaty 
When  firiends,  long  severed  by  distance,  meet— 
l/^th  what  warmth  and  affection  each  other  they  greet* 
ifispeciaUy  too,  as  we  very  well  know. 
If  there  seems  any  chance  of  a  little  eadnu^ 
A  "Present  fit)m  Brisrhton,"  or  "Tokw"  to  show, 
In  the  shape  of  a  work-box,  ring^  bracelet^  or  so^ 
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That  our  Mends  don't  forget  ns,  although  thej  may  go 

To  Ramsgate,  or  Rome,  or  Fernando  Po. 

If  some  little  advantage  seems  likely  to  start^ 

Prom  a  fifty-pound  note  to  a  two-penny  tart, 

[t's  surprismg  to  see  how  it  softens  the  heart. 

And  you  11  find  those  whose  hopes  from  the  otiher  are  strongest 

Use,  in  common,  endearments  the  thickest  and  longest 

But^  it  was  not  so  here; 

For  although  it  is  clear, 
Whec  abroad,  and  we  have  not  a  single  friend  near, 
E*en  a  cur  that  will  love  us  becomes  very  dear, 
And  the  balance  of  interest  *twizt  him  and  the  Dog 
Of  rourse  was  indiuing  to  Anthony  Blogg, 

Yet  he,  first  of  aQ,  ceased 

To  encourage  the  beast, 
Perhaps  tlimking  " Enough  is  as  good  as  a  feast;*' 
And  besides,  as  we've  said,  being  sleepy  and  mellow, 
He  grew  tired  of  patting,  and  crying  ''  Poor  fellow  I" 
So  his  smile  by  degrees  hardened  into  a  frown, 
And  his  ''That's  a  good  dog  1'*  mto  "  Down,  Sanchol  down  I" 

But  nothing  could  stop  his  mute  fav'rite's  caressing, 
Who,  in  &ct,  seem'd  resolved  to  prevent  his  imdressing, 

Using  paws,  tail,  and  head, 

As  if  he  had  said, 
'*  Most  beloved  of  masters,  pray,  don't  go  to  bed ; 
Yoa  had  much  better  sit  up,  and  pat  me  instead  1" 
Nay,  at  last,  when  determined  to  take  some  repose^ 
Blogg  threw  himself  down  on  the  outside  the  clothen, 

Spite  of  aU  he  could  do, 

The  Dog  jump'd  up  too. 
And  kept  him  awake  with  his  very  cold  nose ; 

Scratching  and  whining. 

And  moaning  and  pining. 
Tin  Blogg  reaily  believed  he  must  have  some  deagn  in 
Thus  breaking  his  rest;  above  all,  when  at  length 
The  Dog  scratch'd  him  off  from  liie  bed  by  sheer  strangthi 

Brtremely  anno/d  by  the  ''  tarnation  whop,"  as  it 
'•  cdl'd  in  Kentuck,  on  his  head  and  its  oppositei, 

Blogg  shoVd  fight; 

When  he  saw,  by  the  light 

8* 
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Of  Hie  flidcering  candle,  that  had  not  yet  quite 
Burnt  down  in  the  socket^  though  not  over  brighti 
Certain  dark-color'd  stains,  as  of  blood  newly  spilt^ 
Beveal'd  by  the  dog's  having  scratch'd  off  the  quih— 
Which  hinted  a  story  of  horror  and  guilt  1^ 

*T  was  "  no  mistake/' — 

He  was  "  wide  awake" 
In  an  instant ;  for,  when  only  deoently  drunk, 
Ifothing  sobers  a  man  so  completely  as  "  ftmk." 


And  hark  I— what 's  that  ?^ 

They  have  got  into  chat 
In  the  kitchen  below — ^what  the  deuce  are  they  at?** 
There's  the  ug^y  old  Fisherman  scolding  his  wife— 
And  she  1 — by  the  Pope  1  she 's  whetting  a  knife  1— 

At  each  twist 

Of  her  wiist^ 
And  her  great  mutton  fist^ 
Hie  edge  of  the  weapon  sounds  shriller  and  louder  I — 

The  fierce  kitchen  fire 

Had  not  made  Blogg  perspire 
Half  so  much,  or  a  dose  cf  the  best  James's  powder.— 
It  ceases — aU  's  silent  I — and  now,  I  declare 
Ttjere  *s  somebody  crawls  up  that  rickety  stair. 


The  horrid  old  ruffian  oomes^  oat-like,  creeping ; — 

He  opens  the  door  just  sufficient  to  peep  in, 

And  sees,  as  he  fiincies,  the  Bagman  sleeping  1 

For  Blogg,  when  he  'd  once  ascertain'd  that  there  was 

*'  Precious  mischief"  on  foot,  had  resolv'd  to  play  ^  'Possum;"— 

Down  he  went^  legs  and  head, 

Flat  on  the  bed, 
Apparently  sleeping  as  sound  as  the  dead; 
While,  though  none  who  look'd  at  him  would  think  such  a  lUi^ 
Every  nerve  in  his  fi^une  was  braced  up  for  a  spring. 

Then,  just  as  the  villain 

Orept,  stealthily  still,  in. 
And  you  'd  not  have  insur'd  his  guest's  life  fbr  a  shilling, 
As  the  knife  gleam'd  on  high,  bright  and  sharp  as  a  ra^or, 
Bbgg,  starting  upright,  ''  tipped"  the  fellow  ''a  ftoer;"— 
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—Down  went  man  and  weapon. — Of  all  sortB  of  blowi^ 
Wram  what  Mr.  Jadcaon  reporta^  I  suppose 
There  are  few  that  aoipasB  a  flush  hit  on  the  nofm. 


ITow,  had  I  the  pen  of  old  Ossian  or  Homer, 

^Though  each  of  these  names  some  pronounce  a  nusoomer, 

And  saj  the  first  person 

Was  caU'd  James  M'Pheraon, 
While,  as  to  the  seoond,  the/  stoutly  declare 
He  was  no  one  knows  who,  and  bom  no  one  knows  where) 
Or  had  I  the  quill  of  Pierce  Egan,  a  writer 
Acknowledged  the  best  theoretical  fighter 

For  the  last  twenty  years, 

By  the  lively  young  Peers, 
Who^  doffing  their  coronets,  collars,  and  ermme,  treat 
Boxers  to  "  Max,"  at  the  One  Tun  in  Jermyn  Street; 
— I  say,  could  I  borrow  these  Gentlemen's  Muse% 
More  skill'd  than  my  meek  one  in  "  fibbings"  and  broisei^ 

I  *d  describe  now  to  you 

As  "  prime  a  Set-to," 
And  ''regular  tuni>up,"  as  oyer  you  knew; 
Not  inferior  in  "  bottom"  to  aug^t  you  have  read  of 
Since  Gribb,  years  ago,  half  knock'd  Molyneux's  head  oft 
But  my  dainty  Urania  says,  "  Such  things  are  shocking  I" 

Lace  mittens  she  byes, 

Detesting  <<  The  Gbyes  ;*' 
And  taming,  with  air  most  disdainfully  mocking. 
From  Melpomene's  buskin,  adopts  the  silk  stocking; 

So,  as  far  as  I  can  see, 

I  must  leaye  you  to  '^  fancy" 
The  thumps,  and  the  bumps,  and  the  ups  and  the  downs^ 
And  the  taps,  and  the  slaps^  and  the  raps  on  the  crowns, 
That  paaefd  'twixt  the  Husband,  Wife,  Bagman,  and  Dog^ 
As  Blogg  roll'd  oyer  them,  and  they  roll'd  oyer  Blogg ; 

While  what 's  called  "  The  Olaret" 

Flew  oyer  the  garret: 

Merely  stating  the  &ct 

As  each  other  they  whack'd, 
The  Dog  his  old  master  most  gallantly  back'd . 
Ifftkhig  both  the  gargona^  who  came  running  in,  sheer  o^ 
With  "  HippolyteV  thumb,  and  "  Alphonse's"  left  ear  off; 
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Next  making  a  stoop  on 

The  buffeting  group  on 
The  floor,  rent  m  tatters  the  old  woman's /upon  ; 
Then  the  old  man  tum'd  up,  and  a  fresh  bite  of  Saoobo'ai 
Tore  out  the  whole  seat  of  his  striped  Calimanoues. — 

Really,  which  waj 

This  desperate  fray 
ICght  have  ended  at  last^  I  *m  not  able  to  say. 
The  dog  keeping  thus  the  awwwTiB  at  bay: 
But  a  few  fresh  arriyals  deoided  the  day ; 

For  bounce  went  the  door. 

In  came  half  a  score 
Of  the  pasaengers,  sailors^  and  one  or  two  more 
Who  had  aided  the  par^  in  gaining  the  shoiel 


It's  a  great  many  years  ago— mine  then  were  few— 
Since  I  spent  a  short  time  in  the  old  Oowragwa  ; 

I  think  that  they  say 

She  had  been,  in  her  day 
A  First-rate, — but  was  then  what  they  term  a  Brn^ — 
And  they  took  me  on  board  in  the  Downs^  ^diere  she  la^ 
(Captain  Wilkinson  held  the  command,  by  the  way.) 
In  her  I  picked  up,  on  that  sin^^e  occasion, 
The  little  I  know  that  concerns  Navigation, 
And  obtained,  inUr  dhia^  some  vague  information 
Of  a  practice  which  often,  in  cases  of  robbing,    • 
Is  adopted  on  shipboard — ^I  think  it's  call'd  ^  Cobbing." 
How  it's  managed  exactly  I  really  can't  say, 
But  I  think  that  a  Bootjack  is  brought  into  play, — 
That  is,  if  I 'm  right: — ^tt  exceeds  my  ability 

To  tell  how  *tis  done ; 

But  the  system  is  one 
Of  which  Sancho's  exploit  would  increase  the  &cility. 
And,  from  all  I  can  learn,  I  'd  much  rather  be  robb'd 
Of  the  little  I  have  in  my  purse,  than  be  *'  cobb'd  f^ 

That 's  mere  matter  of  taste : 

But  the  Frenchman  was  placed— 
I  mean  the  old  scoundrel  whose  actions  we've  traced-^ 
In  such  a  position,  that,  on  his  unmasking, 

consent  was  tiie  last  thing  the  raen  thought  of  asking 
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The  old  woman,  too, 

Was  obliged  to  go  throng^ 
Wh^  her  boja^  the  rough  discipline  used  by  the  crew, 
Who,  before  they  let  one  of  the  set  see  the  back  of  their, 
"  Cobb'd"  the  whole  parly, — ay,  *^  eyeiy  man  Jack  of  them." 

MOBAL. 

AJid  now,  Gkntle  Header,  before  that  I  say 
Farewell  for  the  present^  and  wish  you  good-day, 
Attend  to  the  moral  I  draw  from  my  lay  I — 

If  ever  you  travel,  like  Anthony  Blogg, 
Be  wary  of  strangers  l^-don't  take  too  mudi  grog  I— 
And  don't  fall  asleep,  if  you  should,  like  a  hog  I — 
Above  all— -carry  with  you  a  curly-taO'd  Dog  I 

Lastly,  don't  act  like  Blogg,  who,  I  say  it  with  bhishtttg^ 
Sold  Sanoho  next  month  for  two  guineas  at  Flushing ; 
But  still  on  these  words  of  the  Bard  keep  a  fiz'd  eye, 

ImOBATUM  BI  DIXERIB)  OMKIA  DIXTI  Ml 

VBnvoye, 

I  fislt  80  disgusted  with  Blogg,  from  sheer  shame  of  him, 
I  never  once  thought  to  inquire  what  beeame  of  liim ; 
If  ffou  want  to  know.  Reader,  the  way.  I  opine, 

To  achieve  your  d^gn, — 

— ^Mind,  it 's  no  wish  of  mine, — 
Lb^— (a  penny  will  do 't)— by  addressing  a  line 
To  Turner,  Dry,  Weipersyde,  Bogers,  and  Fyne. 


DAME  FREDEGONDE. 

WILLI  J  M     AVTOim 

Wbex  folks  with  headstrong  passion  bliiirl 
To  play  the  fool  make  up  their  mind. 
They  're  sure  to  come  with  phrases  nice, 
And  modest  air,  for  your  advice. 
But)  as  a  truth  unfailing  make  it, 
They  ssk,  but  never  mean  to  take  it 
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Tia  not  adTioe  thej  want^  in  &ot^ 
But  oonfirmation  in  their  act 
Now  mark  what  did,  in  such  a  oaaei 
▲  worthy  priest  who  knew  the  raoa. 

A  dame  more  buxon:,  blithe  and  free^ 
Than  Fredegonde  you  scaroe  would  aee. 
80  smart  her  dresB)  80  trim  her  shapes 
NeV  hostess  offered  juioe  of  grape^ 
Oould  for  her  trade  wish  better  sign ; 
Her  looks  gave  flavor  to  her  wine. 
And  each  guest  ieeb  it^  as  he  sips^ 
Smack  of  the  ruby  of  her  lip& 
A  smile  for  all,  a  welcome  glad, — 
A  jovial  ooazing  way  she  had ; 
And, — ^what  was  more  her  &te  than  Uams^— 
A  nine  months'  widow  was  our  dame. 
But  toil  was  hard,  for  trade  was  good. 
And  gallants  sometimes  will  be  rude. 
^  And  what  can  a  lone  woman  do  ? 
The  nights  are  long  and  eerie  toa 
Now,  Guillot  there 's  a  likely  man. 
None  better  draws  or  taps  a  can ; 
He 's  just  the  man,  I  think,  to  suit, 
If  I  oould  bring  my  courage  to 't*' 
With  thoughts  like  these  her  mind  is  Grossed : 
The  dame,  they  say,  who  doubts,  is  lost 
*<  But  then  the  risk  ?    Ill  beg  a  slice 
Of  Father  Baulin's  good  advice." 

Prankt  in  her  best,  with  looks  demure, 
She  seeks  the  priest ;  and,  to  be  sure^ 
Asks  if  he  thinks  she  ought  to  wed : 
^  With  such  a  business  on  my  head, 
I  'm  worried  off  my  legs  with  care, 
And  need  some  help  to  keep  things  squarsi 
I  Ve  thought  of  Guillot,  truth  to  tell  I 
He  *s  steady,  knows  bis  business  well 
What  do  you  think  T    When  thus  he  met  he 
^  Oh,  talce  him,  dear,  you  can*t  do  better  I" 
"  But  then  the  danger,  my  good  pastor, 
If  of  the  man  I  make  the  master. 


NABBATIYB.  181 

llkere  is  no  trusting  to  these  men.** 

*^  Well,  well,  mj  dear,  don't  haye  him  then  1* 

^  But  help  I  must  have,  there 's  the  curse. 

I  maj  go  further  and  &ie  worse.'* 

<"  Why,  take  him  then  r    "  But  if  he  shonli 

Turn  out  a  thanklesB  ne'er-do-good, — 

In  drink  and  riot  waste  mj  all. 

And  rout  me  out  of  house  and  hall  V 

**  Don't  have  him,  then  I    But  I  'ye  a  plan 

To  dear  your  doubts,  if  any  can. 

The  bells  a  peal  are  ringing, — hark  I 

Go  straight^  and  what  they  tell  you  mark. 

If  they  say  '  Yes  I'  wed,  and  be  blest— 

If  *  No,*  why— do  as  you  think  best" 

The  bells  rung  out  a  triple  bob : 
Oh,  how  our  widow's  heart  did  throb^ 
And  thus  she  heard  their  burden  go, 
''  Many,  mar-many,  mar-Ghuillot  I" 
Bells  were  not  then  left  to  hang  idle : 
A  week,—- and  they  rang  for  her  bridal 
Bnt^  woe  the  while,  they  might  as  well 
Haye  rung  the  poor  dame's  parting  kneO. 
The  rosy  dimples  left  her  cheek, 
8Be  lost  her  beauties  plump  and  sleek , 
For  Ghiillot  oftener  kick'd  than  kiss'd, 
And  back'd  his  orders  with  his  fist, 
Proying  by  deeds  as  well  as  words, 
That  seryants  make  the  worst  of  lord& 

She  seeks  the  priest,  her  ire  to  wreak, 
And  speaks  as  angiy  women  speak. 
With  tiger  looks,  and  bosom  swelling, 
Ounang  the  hour  she  took  his  telling 
To  all,  his  calm  reply  was  this, — 
**  I  fear  you  'ye  read  the  bells  amiss. 
If  they  haye  led  you  wrong  in  aught, 
Your  wish,  not  they,  inspired  the  thought; 
Just  go,  and  mark  well  what  they  say." 
Off  trudged  the  dame  upon  her  way, 
And  sure  enough  the  chime  went  so, — 
"  Don't  haye  that  knaye,  that  knaye  OuOlotr 
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'^  Too  tniV  she  cried,  "  there 's  not  a  dod*: 
Whkt  oould  my  ears  have  been  about  T' 
She  had  forgot^  that,  as  fools  think, 
The  bell  ia  ever  sore  to  dink. 


THE  KING  OF  BRENTFORD'S  TESTAMENT. 

W.  ICAKKPIIOI  TBAOraUT 

Thi  noble  king  of  Brentford 


Was  old  and  veiy  sick ; 
He  summoned  his  physicians 

To  wait  upon  him  quick  j 
They  stepped  into  their  coaches^ 

Aud  brought  their  best  physia 

They  crammed  their  gracious  master 

With  potion  and  with  pill ; 
They  diendied  him  and  ^ey  bled  him: 

They  oould  not  cure  his  iD. 
•'  Go  fetch,**  says  he,  "  my  lawyer; 

I  'd  better  make  my  wilL*' 

The  monarch's  royal  mandate 

The  lawyer  did  obey ; 
The  thought  of  siz-and-eightpence 

Did  make  his  heart  full  gay. 
*^  What  ]s%"  says  he,  '*  your  miyesly 

Would  wish  of  me  to-day  ?" 

"  The  doctors  have  belabored  me 

With  potion  and  with  pill : 
My  hours  of  life  are  counted 

0  man  of  tape  and  quUl  1 

Sit  down  and  mend  a  pen  or  two, 

1  want  to  make  my  will 

**  O'er  an  the  land  of  Brentford 

I  'm  lord  and  eke  of  Kew : 
I  'ye  threp  per  cents  and  five  per  ceoft; 

My  debts  are  but  a  few ; 
And  to  inherit  after  me 

I  have  but  children  twa 
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'Fnnoe  Tbcxoas  is  my  eldest  son, 
A  sober  prince  is  he ;  * 

And  from  the  daj  we  breeched  fain, 
TiU  now  he 's  twenty-three, 

He  never  caused  disquiet 
To  his  poor  mAmma  or  ms. 

''At  school  they  never  flogged  hiiii; 

At  college,  though  not  fiut, 
Yet  his  litde  go  and  great  go 

He  creditably  passed, 
And  made  his  yearns  aUowanoe 

For  eighteen  months  to  last 

^  He  never  owed  a  shilling, 
Went  never  drunk  to  bed, 

He  has  not  two  ideas 
Within  his  honest  head ; 

In  an  respects  he  diflbis 
From  my  second  son,  Prince  Ne4» 

'When  Tom  has  half  his  income 
Laid  by  at  the  year's  end. 

Poor  Ned  has  ne'er  a  stiver 
That  rightly  he  maj  spend, 

But  sponges  on  a  tradesman, 
Or  borrows  from  a  friend. 

<*  While  Tom  his  legal  studies 

Most  soberly  pursues, 
Poor  Ned  must  pass  his  mornings 

A-dawdling  with  the  Muse ; 
While  Tom  frequents  his  banker. 

Young  Ned  frequents  the  Jewi.    » 

"Ned  drives  about  in  buggies, 
Tom  sometimes  takes  a  'bus ; 

Ail,  cruel  fate,  why  made  you 
My  children  differ  thus  ? 

Why  make  of  Tom  a  dUttard, 
And  Ned  a  gennu  r 
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"  Yon  11  oat  him  with  a  shming,** 
Ezdauned  the  man  of  witB : 

''111  leave  my  wealth,*'  said Brentfoid, 
**  Sir  Lawyer,  as  befits; 

And  portion  both  their  fortunes 
Unto  their  seTend  wita" 

**  Your  grace  knows  best;*'  the  lawyer  ni^ 
"  On  your  commands  I  wait" 

^  Be  silent^  sb*,"  says  Brentford, 
''A  plague  upon  your  prate  I 

Oome,  take  your  pen  and  paper, 
And  write  as  I  dictate." 

The  will,  as  Brentford  spoke  it^ 
Was  writ^  and  signed,  and  ckxed; 

He  bade  the  lawyer  leave  him. 
And  turned  him  round,  and  doied; 

And  next  week  in  the  dhuroh-yard 
The  good  old  king  reposed. 

Tom,  dressed  in  crape  and  hatband, 
Of  mourners  was  the  chief; 

In  bitter  self-upbraidinga 
Poor  Edward  showed  his  grief; 

Tom  hid  his  &t^  white  countenance 
In  his  pocket  handkerchiet 

Ned's  eyes  were  fhll  of  weeping. 

He  faltered  in  his  walk ; 
Tom  never  shed  a  tear, 

But  onward  he  did  stalk, 
As  pompous^  black,  and  soleom. 

As  any  catafidque. 

And  when  the  bones  of  Brenifixrc^ 
That  gentle  king  and  just— 

With  bell,  and  book,  and  candle. 
Were  duly  laid  in  dust, 

"  Now,  gentlemon,"  says  Thomas 
"  Lot  businead  be  discussed. 
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**  When  late  our  sire  beloYed 

WsL  Aken  deadly  ill, 
fiir  Lawyer,  you  attended  him, 

(I  mean  to  tax  your  bill ;) 
And,  as  yon  signed  and  wrote  % 

I  pr'ythee  read  the  wiU." 

The  lawyer  wiped  his  spectadei^ 

Ana  drew  the  parchment  out ; 
And  an  the  Brentford  family 

Sat  eager  round  about : 
Poor  Ned  was  somewhat  amdooi^ 

But  Tom  had  ne'er  a  doubt 

"  My  son,  as  I  make  ready 

To  seek  my  last  long  home, 
Some  cares  I  had  for  Neddy, 

But  none  for  thee,  my  Tom : 
Sobriety  and  order 

You  ne'er  departed  from 

*  Ned  hath  a  brilliant  genius^ 

And  thou  a  plodding  brain ; 
On  thee  I  think  with  pleasure. 

On  him  with  doubt  and  pain." 
C'  You  see,  good  Ned,"  says  Thomat 

**  What  he  thought  about  us  twain  *) 

**  Though  small  was  your  aUowanoe, 

You  saved  a  little  store ; 
And  those  who  save  a  little 

Shall  get  a  plenty  more." 
As  the  lawyer  read  this  compliment 

Tom's  eyes  were  runniiig  o'er. 

*^  The  tortoise  and  the  hare,  Tom, 

Set  out^  at  each  his  pace ; 
The  hare  it  was  the  fleeter, 

The  tortoise  won  the  race  ,* 
And  sinoe  the  world's  beginnizig; 

Tliis  ever  was  the  case. 
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'*  Ned's  genius,  blithe  and  singinf 
Steps  gKyly  o'er  the  ground ; 

As  steadily  you  trudge  it, 
He  clears  it  with  a  bound ; 

But  dullness  has  stout  legs,  Tom, 
And  wind  that's  wondrous  sound. 

**  O'er  fruits  and  flowers  alike.  Tea. 

You  pajts  with  plodding  feet ; 
Ton  heed  not  one  nor  t'other, 

But  onward  go  your  beat, 
While  genius  stops  to  loiter 

With  all  that  he  may  meet. 

*'  And  ever,  as  he  wanders, 

Will  have  a  pretext  fine 
For  sleeping  in  the  morning, 

Or  loiterintr  to  dine, 
Or  dosing  in  the  shade, 

Or  basking  in  the  shine. 

**  Your  Utile  steady  eyes,  ToBy 
Though  not  so  bright  as  those 

That  restless  round  about  him 
Your  flashing  genius  throws, 

Are  excellently  suited 
To  look  before  your  note. 

«  Thank  hearen,  then,  for  tlie  bUnksn 
It  placed  before  your  eyes; 

The  stupidest  are  weakest, 
The  witty  are  not  wise ; 

O,  bless  your  good  stupidity, 
It  is  your  dearest  prise ! 

*^  And  though  my  lands  are  wide, 

And  plenty  is  my  gold, 
Btill  better  gif u  from  Nature, 

My  Thomas,  do  you  hold— 
A  brain  fliat  's  thick  and  heayy, 

A  heart  that 's  dull  and  cold ; 
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**  Too  doll  to  feel  depreasioii, 

Too  hard  to  heed  distresB^ 
Too  cool  to  yield  to  pasEdon, 

Or  silly  tendemeea. 
March  on— your  road  is  open 

To  wealtl^  Tom,  and  soccesSi 

"Ned  flhmeth  in  extrayagaooe^ 

And  you  in  greedy  lost** 
(T  fittth,"  says  Ned,  <<6ar  ftlher 

Is  leas  polite  than  jost**) 
'^  In  yon,  son  Tom,  I 'to  oonfldenoe^ 

Bat  Ned  I  can  not  tmBt^ 

**  Wherefore  my  lease  and  oopyholdii^ 

My  lands  and  tenements, 
My  parkfl^  my  &rm8,  and  ordiards^ 

My  houses  and  my  rents, 
My  Dutch  stock,  and  my  Spanish  stock 

My  five  and  three  per  oents; 


"  I  leare  to  you,  my  Thomas-*" 
('<  What^  alir  poor  Edward 

"  WeD,  well,  I  should  hare  spent 
And  Tom 's  a  prudent  head.**) 

^  I  leaye  to  you,  my  Thomas^ — 
To  you,  Dff  TRUST  for  Ned." 


The  wrath  and  consternation 
What  poet  e'er  could  trace 

That  at  this  &tal  passage 
Game  o'er  Prince  Tom  his  fiM3e; 

The  wonder  of  the  company. 
And  honest  Ned's  amase  I 

**  'Tis  surely  some  mistake^** 
Gk>od-naturedly  cries  Ned ; 

The  lawyer  answered  gravely, 
"  'Tis  eyen  as  I  said ; 

*T  was  thus  his  gracious  majes^ 
Ordained  on  his  death-bed. 
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**  See,  here  the  ynH  is  witneased. 

And  here 's  his  aatograph.** 
"  In  truth,  our  &uier^s  writing,'* 

Said  Edward,  with  a  laugh ; 
**  But  thou  shalt  not  he  loeer,  Ton^ 

Well  share  it  half  and  hall" 

<<  AlasI  my  kind  young  gentkmaiv 

This  stuffing  can  not  he ; 
Tis  written  in  the  testament 

That  Brentford  spoke  to  me, 
'  I  do  forbid  Prince  Ned  to  gifie 

Prince  Tom  a  half-penny. 

** '  He  hath  a  store  of  money, 
But  ne*er  was  known  to  lend  it ; 

He  ncTer  helped  his  brother ; 
The  poor  he  ne'er  befriended ; 

He  halii  no  need  of  properly 
He  knows  not  how  to  ^)end  it 

** '  Poor  Edward  knows  but  how  to 

And  thrifty  Tom  to  hoard ; 
Let  Thomas  be  the  steward  then. 

And  Edward  be  the  lord ; 
And  as  the  honest  laborer 

Is  worthy  his  reward, 

^  *  I  pray  Prince  Ned,  my  second 

And  my  successor  dear, 
To  pay  to  his  intendant 

^Te  hundred  pounds  a  year ; 
And  to  think  of  his  old  father, 

And  live  and  make  good  cheer/  " 

Suck  was  old  Brentford's  honest  testament ; 

He  did  devise  his  moneys  for  the  best, 

And  lies  in  Bteutford  church  in  peaceful 
Prince  Edward  lived,  and  money  made  and  spent; 

But  his  good  aire  was  wrong,  it  is  confessed, 
To  say  his  young  son  Thomas,  never  lent 

He  did.    Young  Thomas  lent  at  interest, 
And  nobly  took  his  twenty-five  per  oent 
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Long  time  the  fkznociB  reign  of  Ned  endured, 
O'er  Ohiswick,  Fulham,  Brentford,  Putney,  Kew ; 

But  of  eztrayagance  he  ne'er  was  cured. 
And  when  both  died,  as  mortal  men  will  do^ 

T  was  oommonlj  reported  that  the  steward 
Was  very  much  the  richer  of  the  two. 


TITMABSH'S  CARMEN  LILLIENSE. 

W.  MAKEPBAOI  THAOKKBAT. 

LiLLK,  3epL2, 184a 
Ify  heart  w  tmory,  tny  peace  w  gone, 

Saw  shall  Her  my  woes  reveal  f 
Ihaeenomoney^IHeinpavm, 

A  etramger  tti  ike  town  of  LOk, 


Wfm  twenty  pounds  but  three  weeks  sinoe 
From  Paris  forth  did  Titmarah  wheel, 

I  thought  mysdf  as  ridh  a  prinoe 
As  beggar  poor  I*m  now  at  lalle. 

Confiding  in  my  ample  means^- 

Li  troth,  I  was  a  happy  chiel  I 
I  passed  the  gate  of  YalencienneSi 

I  never  thought  to  come  by  Lille. 

I  never  thought  my  twenty  pounds 
Some  rascal  knave  would  dare  to  steal; 

I  g&yly  passed  the  Belgio  bounds 
At  Qui6vrain,  twenty  miles  from  lille. 

To  Antwerp  town  I  hastened  post, 
And  as  I  took  my  evening  meal 

I  felt  my  pouch, — my  purse  was  lost, 
O  Heaven  I    Why  came  I  not  by  LiOe  ? 
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I  Btnightwsj  caUed  fbr  ink  and  pen, 
To  grandmAmma  I  made  appeal ; 

Meanwhile  a  load  of  guineas  ten 
I  borrowed  from  a  friend  so  leaL 

I  got  the  cash  from  grandmamma 
(Her  gentle  heart  my  woes  could  feeQ^ 

But  where  I  went^  and  what  I  saw, 
What  matters?    Here  I  am  at  liUa 

Mj  heart  is  weaiy,  my  peace  is  gQOtif 
How  shall  I  e*er  my  woes  reveal  7 

I  have  no  cash,  I  lie  in  pawn, 
▲  stranger  in  the  town  of  LQla 


n. 

To  stealing  I  can  never  come, 
To  pawn  my  watch  I  'm  too  gentes^ 

Besides^  I  left  my  watch  at  home ; 
How  could  I  pawn  it,  then,  at  laDef 

^  La  noU^  at  times  the  guests  will  say, 
I  turn  as  white  as  cold  boiled  veal: 

I  torn  and  look  another  way, 
/dare  not  ask  the  bill  at  Iiill& 

I  dare  not  to  the  landlord  say, 

^  Gkx>d  sir,  I  can  not  pay  your  Un  :* 

He  thinks  I  am  a  Lord  Anglais, 
And  is  quite  proud  I  stay  at  UDa 

He  thinks  I  am  a  Lord  AnglaB^ 
Like  Hothachild  or  Sir  Robert  Peel, 

And  so  he  serves  me  every  day 
The  best  of  meat  and  drink  in  IdHe. 

Tet  when  he  looks  me  in  the  fine 

I  blush  as  red  as  cochineal; 
And  think  did  he  but  know  my  case, 

How  changed  he  'd  be,  my  host  of  LOIa 
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My  heart  is  weary,  my  peace  is  gmw^ 
How  shall  I  e*er  n^  woes  reveal  ? 

I  have  no  money,  I  lie  in  pawn, 
▲  stranger  m  the  town  of  I4II& 

The  son  borstB  out  in  ftmous  blaie, 
I  peispirate  from  head  to  hed ; 

I  'd  like  to  hire  a  one-horse  ohaise ; 
How  can  I,  without  caahy  at  Lillef 

I  pass  in  sonahine  burning  hot 
By  caffie  where  in  beer  they  deal; 

I  think  how  pleasant  were  a  pot| 
A  frothing  pot  of  beer  of  LQle  I 

What  is  yon  hoose  with  walls  so  thioki 
An  girt  around  with  guard  and  grille? 

0,  gracioas  goda^  it  makes  me 
It  is  the  prM0fi.AoiiM  of  Line  1 


0  corsM  prison  strong  and  baned, 
It  does  my  y  exy  blood  congeal  I 

1  tremble  as  I  pass  the  guard. 
And  quit  that  ugly  part  of  liDa 

The  church-door  beggar  whines  and  pray% 

I  torn  away  at  his  appeal : 
Ah,  chuToh-door  beggar  I  go  thy  ways  f 

You're  not  the  poorest  man  in  liOa 

Hy  heart  is  weary,  my  peace  is  gone, 
How  shall  I  e'isr  my  woes  reveal? 

I  have  no  money,  I  lie  in  pawn, 
A  stranger  in  the  town  of  Lille. 

Say,  shall  I  to  yon  Flemish  ohurohi 

And  at  a  Popish  altar  kneel  7 
O  do  not  leave  me  in  the  lurch, — 

in  cry  ye  patron-saints  of  1^1 
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To  virgiLa  drened  in  satin  hoopi^ 
Ye  mariyrs  slain  for  mortal  weal, 

Look  kindly  down  I  before  yon  stoops 
The  miaerablest  man  in  liUa 

And  lol  as  I  beheld  with  awe 
A  pictured  mint  (I  swear  *tis  real) 

It  soiiled,  and  turned  to  grandmamma  I— 
It  did!  and  I  had  hope  inldHel 

T  was  five  o'dodc,  and  I  oonld  eat. 
Although  I  oould  not  pay,  my  meal ; 

I  hasten  bade  into  the  street 
Where  lies  my  inn,  the  best  in  liDe. 

What  see  I  on  my  table  stand, — 
A  letter  with  a  well-known  seal? 

Tis  grandmamma*s  I    I  know  her  hand,- 
To  Mr.  M.  A.  Titmarsh,  Lilla" 

I  feel  a  ohoking  in  my  throat, 
I  pant  and  stagger,  &int  and  reell 

It  is — it  is — a  ten  pound  note, 
And  I  *m  no  more  in  pawn  at  laEe  1 

|Bt  fMi  «ff  b7  flie  dflSgwoe  that  eraning,  and  to 
Iha  bowm  of  hto  happy  IkaiQf.] 


SHADOWS 

Dnp !  I  own  I  start  at  shadows, 

Listen,  I  will  tell  you  why ; 
(Life  itself  is  but  a  taper, 

Casting  shadows  till  we  die.) 

Onoe,  in  Italy,  at  Florence^ 

I  a  radiant  girl  adored : 
When  she  came,  she  saw,  she  oonqnerod, 

And  by  Cupid  I  was  floored. 
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Bound  mj  hoa^  her  gkwy  finc^ 

Were  mTfllerioii^f  entwined-- 
And  her  aoft  vohqplaoiiB  guanoes 

M  my  inmoet  though  diTinedi 

"  Ilia  can  Menddinal 

Are  we  mft,  indeed,"  I  cried, 
**AIl  the  worid  to  one  anoUwrf ' 

Kandolina  anriled  and  aigfaed> 

Berth  was  Sden,  she  an  ange^ 

I  a  Jupiter  enshrined — 
TiD  one  nig^t  I  saw  a  damning 

DeMeAadowcnherUmdf 

^  lire  and  fury  I  donhle  shadows 

On  thdr  bed-room  windows  ne'er. 
To  my  knowledge,  haye  been  cast  by 

Lariies  yirtaoos  and  fair. 


**  False,  abandoned,  Mandolinal 
IVffe  thee  weQ,  for  eyermorel 

y flOgeanoe  I"  shrieked  I,  ^  Tengeaooe  t 
And  I  thnndered  thraogh  the  door. 

This  event  ooomred  next  momipg; 

ICandolina  staring  sat^ 
8tark  ama^d,  as  out  I  tumbled, 

Baring  mad,  without  a  hati 


Six  weeks  after  I 'd  a  letter. 
On  its  road  six  weeks  delaye^t-^ 

With  a  doaen  re-direotions 
From  the  lost  one,  and  it  said : 

"  Foolish,  wicked,  cruel  Albertl 

Base  suspicion's  doubts  resign; 
Douth  IfyhU  ihrow  doubh  tkadofumi 

Mandolina— ever  thine." 
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"^  Hottven^  what  an  asBl"  I  innttorad^ 
"  Not  before  to  think  of  tfaatl"— 

And  again  I  niahed  eaooited 
To  the  rally  without  a  hat 

tflCmdolinal  llandolinar 
When  her  house  I  readied^  I  cried: 

** Pardon^  dearest  loveT  she  answered— 
« I 'in  the  Bonan  Oonsol's  bride  r 

Tbos^  hj  Hnsoovite  barbarian, 
AndbjFiitey  my  life  was  crossed; 

Wonder  ye  I  start  at  shadows  ? 
T|jpesof  Ifandolina  lost. 


THB    RBTOBT. 

sioBa  rs» 

<lu>  Nkk,  iHio  taogfat  the  village  school, 
Wedded  a  maid  of  homeiipon  habit; 

He  was  stobbom  as  a  mnle^ 
She  was  playfbl  as  a  rabbit 

Poor  Jane  had  scarce  become  a  wife^ 
Before  her  husband  sought  to  make  her 

The  pink  of  oomitry-poliahed  Cft^ 
And  prim  and  formal  as  a  Qoaker. 

One  day  the  tator  went  abroad. 
And  simple  Jenny  sadi^  missed  him ; 

When  he  retained,  behind  her  lord 
She  slyly  stole,  and  fondly  kissed  himi 


The  husband's  anger  rose ! — and  red 
And  white  his  &ce  alternate  grew  I 

^  Lees  freedom,  ma'am  1" — Jane  sighed  and  said 
"^  Ok,  dear/  I  didn't  know  Hwa$  you  T 
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THB  BABBLE:   OB,   WHO   PAVSt 

BAMUSL  BUTLia 

How  Tarioos  and  immnierable 
Are  thoee  who  Irre  upom  the  rabblel 
Tib  tbej  maintftm  the  Ghurdh  and  State^ 
Xmploy  the  priest  and  magistrate ; 
Bear  all  the  charge  of  goTemment) 
And  pay  the  publio  fines  and  rent; 
Defray  all  taxes  and  esuasee^ 
And  impositions  of  all  prioes ; 
Bear  all  th'  expense  of  peaoe  and  war. 
And  pay  the  pulpit  and  the  bar ; 
Maintain  all  churches  and  religions^ 
And  give  their  pastors  exhibitions; 
And  those  who  have  the  greatest  flooki 
Are  primitiTe  and  orthodox ; 
Support  aU  schismatics  and  seotB, 
And  pay  them  for  tormenting  texts ; 
Take  all  their  doctrines  off  their  handi^ 
And  pay  'em  in  good  rents  and  lands; 
Discharge  all  costly  offices^ 
The  doctor^s  and  the  lawyer^s  feee^ 
The  hangman's  wages,  and  the  aoorss 
Of  caterpillar  bawds  and  whores; 
Discharge  all  damages  and  costs- 
Of  Knights  and  Squires  of  the  Post; 
AU  statesmen,  cut-purses,  and  paddei% 
[  And  pay  lor  all  their  ropes  and  ladders; 

AH  pettifoggers,  and  aD  sorts 
Of  markets^  churohes^  and  of  courts; 
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An  Boms  of  monej  paid  or  spent^ 
Witib  all  the  dharges  incident 
Laid  oat^  or  thrown  away,  or  given 
To  porchase  this  world,  Hell  or  HeaveiL 


THB   CHAMELEON. 

KAmnW  PBIOB. 

Am  ibe  Ohameleon  who  is  known 

To  have  no  colors  of  its  own : 

Bat  borrows  from  his  neighbor's  hue 

He  white  or  black,  his  green  or  blue ; 

And  stmts  as  much  in  ready  lighti 

Which  credit  giyee  him  upon  sight: 

As  if  the  rainbow  were  in  tail 

Settled  on  him,  and  his  heirs  male ; 

So  the  young  squire,  when  first  he  oomat 

From  country  school  to  Will  or  Tom's: 

And  equally,  in  truth  is  fit 

To  be  a  statesman  or  a  w^t; 

Without  one  notion  of  his  own, 

He  saunters  wildJy  up  and  down ; 

Till  some  acquaintance,  good  or  bad, 

Takes  notice  of  a  staring  lad ; 

Admits  him  in  among  the  gang: 

They  jest,  reply,  dispute,  hacangue ; 

He  acts  and  ttdks,  as  they  befriend  him, 

Smeared  with  the  colors  which  they  lend  faiat 

Thus  merely,  as  his  fortune  chances^ 
Bis  merit  or  his  vice  adyances. 

If  haply  he  the  sect  pursues, 
That  rrtad  and  comment  upon  news; 
He  takes  up  their  mysterious  fiioe: 
He  drinks  his  coffee  without  lace. 
This  week  his  mimic  tongue  runs  o'er 
What  they  hare  said  the  week  before ; 
His  wisdom  sets  all  Europe  right^ 
And  teaches  Marlborough  when  to  fight. 

Or  if  it  be  his  fate  to  meet 
With  folks  who  haye  more  wealth  than  wit 
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He  loYoe  cheap  port^  and  doable  bab| 
And  settles  in  the  hum-drum  dub : 
He  .earns  how  stocks  will  M  or  rise; 
Holds  porertj  the  greatest  yice ; 
Thiuks  wit  the  bane  of  conversation ; 
And  says  that  learning  spoils  a  nation. 

But  i^  at  firsts  he  minds  his  hits. 
And  drinks  champagne  among  the  witil 
Five  deep  he  toasts  the  towering  lasses ; 
Bepeats  you  verses  wrote  on  glasses ; 
Is  m  the  chair ;  presaibes  the  law; 
And  lies  with  those  he  never  saw. 


MBRBT    ANDREW. 

MATTHBW  ?SHnL 

Slt  Meny  Andrew,  the  last  Southwark  fair 
(At  Barthormew  he  did  not  much  appear: 
So  peevish  was  the  edict  of  the  Mayor) 
At  Southwark,  therefore,  as  his  tricks  he  show'd, 
To  please  our  masters,  and  his  friends  the  crowd ; 
A  huge  neat's  tongue  he  in  his  right  hand  held : 
His  left  was  with  a  huge  black  pudding  fill'd. 
With  a  grave  look  in  this  odd  equipage. 
The  clownish  mimic  traverses  the  stage : 
Why,  how  now,  Andrew  1  cries  his  brother  droll, 
To-day's  conceit,  methinks,  is  something  dull: 
Come  on,  sir,  to  our  worthy  friends  explain, 
What  does  your  emblematic  worship  mean  ? 
Quoth  Andrew;  Honest  English  let  us  speak: 
Your  emble — (what  d'  ye  call 't)  is  heathen  Qreek 
To  tongue  or  pudding  tiiou  hast  no  pretense : 
Learning  thy  talent  is,  but  mine  is  sense. 
That  busy  fool  I  was,  which  thou  art  new ; 
Desirous  to  correct,  not  knowing  how : 
With  very  good  design,  but  little  wit^ 
Blaming  or  praising  things,  as  I  thought  fit 
I  for  this  conduct  had  what  I  deserv'd ; 
And  dealicg  honestly,  was  almost  stanr'd. 
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Bot^  thanks  to  my  iadolgent  Bbua,  I  eat; 
Sinoe  I  have  found  the  secret  to  be  great. 
0,  dearest  Andrew,  says  the  humble  droll, 
Henceforth  may  I  obey  and  thou  control; 
Provided  thou  impart  thy  useful  skilL-^ 
Bow  then,  says  Andrew ;  and,  for  once,  I 
Be  of  your  patron's  mind,  whate*er  he  says ; 
Sleep  yery  much :  think  little;  and  talk  less; 
Mind  neither  good  nor  bad,  nor  right  nor  wrongs 
But  eat  your  puddingy  slaye ;  and  hold  your  tongna 

A  reyerend  prelate  stopp*d  his  coach  and  six, 
To  laugh  a  littie  at  our  AJidrew's  tricks; 
But  when  he  heard  him  giye  this  golden  rule. 
Drive  on  (he  cried) ;  this  feDow  is  no  fooL 


JACK   AND   JOAN. 

MATTHXW 
■t«t  qiileimqaA  ToI«t  potiDt 
laJsealniliieliibriM^Am.      tanaik. 

IimcBB*D  beneath  this  marble  stone 
Lie  sauntering  Jack  and  idle  Joan. 
While  rolling  threescore  years  and  one 
Did  round  this  g^obe  their  courses  run; 
If  human  things  went  ill  or  well; 
If  changing  empires  rose  or  fell; 
The  morning  past^  the  evening  came, 
And  found  this  couple  stiU  the  same. 
They  walk'd  and  eat^  good  folks :  what  tfaeo  I 
Why  then  they  walk'd  and  eat  again : 
They  soundly  slept  the  night  away; 
They  just  did  nothing  all  the  day ; 
And  having  buried  children  four. 
Would  not  take  pains  to  try  for  more ; 
Nor  sister  either  had,  nor  brother ; 
They  seem'd  just  tallied  for  each  other. 

Tiuai  moral  a  id  economy 
Host  perfectly  they  made  agree : 
Each  virtue  kept  its  proper  bound, 
Nor  trespass'd  on  the  other's  ground 
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Nor  fiune,  nor  oensore  they  regarded ; 
They  neiilier  puniah'd  nor  rewarded. 
He  cared  not  what  the  footman  did ; 
Her  maids  she  neither  praised  nor  cbid; 
So  every  servant  took  his  oonrae; 
And  bad  at  firsts  they  aU  grew  worse. 
Slothful  disorder  filled  his  stable; 
And  sinttish  plenty  deok'd  her  labia 
Thdr  beer  was  strong ;  their  wme  was  port; 
Their  meal  was  large ;  th^  grace  was  short 
They  gave  the  poor  the  renmant  meat^ 
Just  when  it  grew  not  fit  to  eat. 

They  paid  the  church  and  parish  rate ; 
And  tooky  but  read  not  the  receipt: 
For  which  they  claim  thur  Sundiay's  doe^ 
Of  flhunbering  in  an  upper  pew. 

No  man's  defects  sought  they,  to  know ; 
So  never  made  themselves  a  foe. 
No  man's  good  deeds  did  they  commend; 
So  never  rais'd  themselves  a  friend. 
Nor  cherish'd  they  relations  poor ; 
That  might  decrease  their  present  store : 
Nor  bam  nor  house  did  they  repair; 
That  might  oblige  their  future  heai. 

They  neither  added  nor  confounded ; 
They  neither  wanted  nor  abounded. 
Each  Christmas  they  accompts  did  dear, 
And  wound  their  bottom  round  the  year. 
Nor  tear  or  smile  did  they  employ 
At  news  of  public  grief  or  joy. 
When  bells  were  rung,  and  bonfires  mads^ 
If  ask'd  they  ne'er  denied  their  aid ; 
Their  jug  wa»  to  the  ringers  earned, 
Whoever  either  died,  or  married. 
Their  billet  at  the  fire  was  found, 
Whoever  was  depos'd,  or  crown'd. 

Nor  good,  nor  bad,  nor  fools,  nor  wise; 
They  would  not  learn,  m  r  could  advise: 
Without  love,  hatred,  joy,  or  fear, 
They  led — a  kind  of— as  it  were : 
Nor  wish'd,  nor  car'd,  nor  laugh'd,  nor  cried: 
And  so  they  liv'd,  and  so  they  died. 
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THE   PROGRESS   OF   POETRY 

Trnt  fiumer's  gooee,  who  in  the  stubble 
Has  fed  without  restraint  or  troable. 
Grown  &t  witib  oom  and  sitting  still, 
Can  scarce  get  o'er  the  bam-door  sill ; 
And  hardly  waddles  forth  to  cool 
Her  beily  in  the  neighboring  pool  1 
Nor  loudly  cackles  at  the  door ; 
For  cackling  shows  the  goose  is  poor. 

Bttt^  when  she  must  be  tum'd  to  graie^ 
And  round  the  barren  common  strays, 
Hard  exercise,  and  harder  fare, 
Soon  make  my  dame  grow  lank  and  spare 
Her  body  ligb^  she  tries  her  wings, 
And  scorns  the  ground,  and  upward  flprimib 
While  an  the  parish,  as  she  flies, 
Hear  sounds  harmonious  from  the  skiea 

Such  is  the  poet  fresh  in  pay, 
The  third  night's  profits  of  his  play; 
"Hjb  morning  draughts  till  noon  can  swiA 
Among  his  brethren  of  the  quill : 
With  good  roast  beef  his  belly  full, 
Grown  lazy,  foggy,  fat,  and  dull, 
Deep  sunk  in  plenty  and  delight. 
What  poet  e'er  could  take  his  flight  f 
Or,  stuJTd  with  phlegm  up  to  the  thrOK. 
What  poet  e'er  could  sing  a  note  7 
Nor  Pegasus  could  bear  the  load 
Along  the  high  celestial  road ; 
The  steed,  oppress'd,  would  break  bis  •'■"-nt. 
To  raise  the  lumber  from  the  earth. 

But  view  him  in  another  scene, 
When  all  his  drink  is  Hippocrene, 
Bjs  money  spent,  his  patrons  fi^il, 
Bis  credit  out  for  cheese  and  tJe ; 
BSs  two-years'  coat  so  smooth  and   ^c*  •» 
Through  eyery  thread  it  lets  in  ail 
With  hungry  meals  his  body  {uneu 
His  guts  and  belly  frdl  of  wind ; 
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Ana  like  a  jodkey  for  a  race, 
His  fieah  brought  down  to  flying 
Now  his  exalted  spirit  loathes 
IiDoambrances  of  food  and  clothes; 
And  np  he  rises  like  a  vapor, 
Supported  high  on  wings  of  paper. 
He  singing  flies^  and  flying  sings^ 
While  from  below  all  Qmb  street  ringa 
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it  may  more  quarrels  breed, 
I  win  never  hear  yon  read. 

IL 

By  disputing^  I  will  never, 

To  convince  yoo  once  endeavor. 

When  a  psradox  you  stick  to. 
I  win  never  contradict  you. 

rv. 

When  I  talk  and  you  are  heedlesSs 
I  win  show  no  anger  needlesBL 

V. 

When  your  speeches  are  absurd, 
I  win  ne'er  object  a  word. 

VL 

When  you  fbrious  argue  wrongs 
I  win  grieve  and  hold  my  tougneu 

vn. 
Not  a  jest  or  humorous  story 
Will  I  ever  teU  before  ye: 
To  be  chidden  for  explaining, 
When  you  quite  mistake  the  meanmg. 
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Neyer  more  will  1 8i:9ipoie, 
Tou  can  taste  my  Torae  or  prani 


Too  no  mora  at  me  shall  firel^ 
While  I  teadi  and  jou  fiiigeL 


You  shall  never  hear  me  thunder, 
When  you  Umider  on,  and  bhmder 


bhow  your  poverty  of  spirit, 
And  in  dross  place  all  yoor  merit; 
Give  yourself  ten  thousand  airs: 
That  with  me  shall  break  no  squares 


Never  will  I  give  advioe^ 
Till  you  please  to  ask  me  thrioe: 
Which  if  you  in  aoom  rqjeot, 
T  win  be  juat  as  I  ezpeot 

Thus  we  both  shall  have  enr  ends 
And  continue  special  ftieodsL 


THE   BEASTS'    CONFESSION. 

Week  beasts  could  speak  (the  learned  say 
rhey  still  can  do  so  every  day), 
It  seems,  they  had  religion  then, 
As  much  as  now  we  find  in  men. 
It  happen*d,  when  a  plague  broke  out 
(Which  therefore  made  them  more  devout)^ 
The  king  of  brutes  (to  make  it  plain, 
Of  quadrupeds  I  only  mean) 
By  proclamation  gave  command, 
That  every  sulgeot  in  the  land 
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Should  to  tht  priest  coufefls  their 
And  thus  the  pious  Wolf  begins: 
Good  fitther,  I  must  own  with  shsme^ 
That  often  I  have  been  to  blame : 
I  must  confess,  on  Fridaj  last^ 
Wretch  that  I  was  1  I  broke  my  &8fc: 
But  I  defy  the  basest  tongue 
To  proTe  I  did  my  neighbor  wrong ; 
Or  ever  went  to  seek  my  food, 
By  rapine^  theft^  or  thirst  of  blood. 

The  Ass  ai^xroaching  next^  oonfess'd, 
That  in  his  heart  he  k>ved  a  jest: 
A  wag  he  was,  he  needs  most  ovm, 
And  oould  not  let  a  dunce  alone : 
Sometimes  his  friend  he  would  notspan^ 
And  might  perhaps  be  too  severe : 
But  yet  the  worst  that  oould  be  said, 
He  was  a  wit  both  bom  and  bred; 
And,  if  it  be  a  sin  and  shame, 
Nature  alone  must  bear  the  blame: 
One  fimlt  he  has,  is  scny  for  \ 
His  ears  are  half  a  foot  too  short; 
Which  oould  he  to  the  standard  bring, 
He  'd  show  his  face  before  the  king: 
Then  for  his  Yoioe,  there 's  none  dispntei 
That  he 's  the  nightingale  of  brutesL 

The  Swine  with  contrite  heart  alloVdi 
]ffis  shape  and  beauty  made  him  proud : 
In  diet  was  perhaps  too  nice, 
But  gluttony  was  ne'er  his  vice : 
In  every  turn  of  life  content, 
And  meekly  took  what  fortune  sent : 
Inquire  through  all  the  pariah  round, 
A  better  neighbor' ne'er  was  found; 
His  vigilance  might  some  displease ; 
Tis  true,  he  hated  sloth  like  pease. 

The  mimic  Ape  began  his  chatter, 
How  evil  tongues  his  life  bespatter; 
Much  of  the  censuring  world  comp]ain'<^ 
Who  said,  his  gravity  was  feign'd : 
Indeed,  the  strictness  of  his  morals 
Engaged  him  in  a  hundred  qnamls: 
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He  saw,  and  he  was  grieved  to  see  \ 
Wb  zeal  was  soioetimeB  indiscreet ; 
He  found  his  virtues  too  severe 
For  our  oorrupted  times  to  bear ; 
Yet  such  a  lewd  licentious  age 
Ifight  well  excuse  a  stoic's  rage. 

The  Qoat  advanced  with  decent  paoi^ 
And  first  excused  his  youthful  face; 
Forgiveness  begg'd  that  he  i^pear*d 
CT  was  Nature's  &ult)  without  a  beaid 
'Tis  true^  he  was  not  much  inclined 
To  fondness  for  the  female  kind : 
Noty  as  his  enemies  object^ 
From  chance,  or  natural  defect ; 
Not  bj  his  fiigid  constitution; 
But  through  a  pious  resoJutioa: 
For  he  had  made  a  holy  vow 
Of  Chastity,  as  monks  do  now: 
VHiich  he  resolved  to  keep  fiyrever  henoe^ 
And  strictly  too,  as  doth  his  reverenoa 

Apply  the  tale,  and  you  shall  find. 
How  just  it  suits  with  human  kind. 
Some  faults  we  own ;  but  can  you  goeaf 
^Why,  virtue 's  carried  to  exoees^ 
Wherewith  our  vanity  endows  us. 
Though  neither  foe  nor  friend  allows  na. 

The  Lawyer  swears  (you  may  rely  on  '^ 
He  never  squeezed  a  needy  client ; 
And  this  he  makes  his  constant  rule, 
For  which  his  brethren  caU  him  fool ; 
His  conscience  always  was  so  nice, 
He  freely  gave  the  poor  advice ; 
By  whidi  he  lost,  he  may  affirm, 
A  hundred  fees  last  Easter  term; 
While  othera  of  the  learned  robe. 
Would  break  the  patience  of  a  Job. 
No  pleader  at  the  bar  could  match 
His  diligence  and  quick  dispatch ; 
Ne'er'  kept  a  cause,  he  well  may  boast^ 
Above  a  term  or  two  at  most 

The  cringing  Knave,  who  seeks  a  plaot 
Without  success,  thus  tells  his  case . 
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Why  should  he  longer  mince  the  matterf 
He  fiul'd,  becaoee  he  oould  not  flatter: 
He  had  not  leam'd  to  torn  his  coat^ 
Nor  for  a  party  give  his  vote : 
Hub  crime  he  quickly  miderstood; 
Too  seaknis  for  the  nation's  good : 
He  fomid  the  ministers  resent  it^ 
Tet  could  not  for  his  heart  repent  it 

The  Chaplain  vows,  he  can  not  fitwn, 
Though  it  would  raise  him  to  the  lawn 
He  passed  his  hours  among  his  books ; 
You  find  it  in  his  meager  looks : 
He  mighty  if  he  were  worldly  wise. 
Preferment  get,  and  spare  his  eyes; 
But  owns  he  had  a  stubborn  spirit^ 
That  made  him  trust  alone  to  merit; 
Would  rise  by  merit  to  promotion ; 
Alas !  a  mere  chimeric  notion. 

The  Doctor,  if  you  will  belieye  hini^ 
Oonfess'd  a  sin ;  (and  Gbd  forgive  him  f) 
Oall'd  up  at  .midnight^  ran  to  save 
A  blind  old  beggar  fix>m  the  grave: 
But  see  how  Satan  spreads  his  snares; 
He  quite  forgot  to  say  his  prayersL 
He  can  not  help  it^  for  his  hearty 
Sometimes  to  act  the  parson's  part: 
Quotes  firom  the  Bible  many  a  sentence, 
That  moves  his  patients  to  repentance ; 
And,  when  his  medicines  do  no  good, 
Supports  their  minds  with  heavenly  food: 
At  which,  however  well  intended, 
He  hears  the  clergy  are  offended ; 
And  grown  so  bold  behind  his  back, 
To  call  him  hypocrite  and  quack. 
In  his  own  church  he  keeps  a  seat ; 
Says  grace  before  and  after  meat; 
And  calls,  without  affecting  airs, 
His  household  twice  a-day  to  prayen. 
He  shuns  apothecaries'  shops, 
And  hates  to  cram  the  sick  with  dope: 
He  scorns  to  make  his  art  a  trade ; 
Vor  bribes  my  lady's  &vorite 
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Old  nnrse-keepers  wovld  never  hire, 
To  reoommend  him  to  the  squire; 
Whidi  others,  whom  he  will  not  name^ 
Have  often  practiced  to  their  shame. 

The  Statesman  tells  jou,  with  a  sneer, 
His  &iLlt  is  to  be  too  sincere ; 
And  having  no  sinister  ends. 
Is  apt  to  disoblige  his  Mends. 
The  nation's  good,  his  master's  glory, 
Without  regard  to  Whig  or  Tory, 
Were  all  the  schemes  he  had  in  view, 
Yet  he  was  seconded  by  few: 
Though  some  had  spread  a  thousand  fies^ 
'T  was  he  defeated  the  excise. 
'T  was  known,  though  he  had  borne  asperMQi 
That  standing  troops  were  his  aversion: 
His  practice  was,  in  every  station. 
To  serve  the  king,  and  please  the  nation. 
Though  hard  to  find  in  every  case 
The  fittest  man  to  fill  a  place: 
Wb  promises  he  ne'er  fbrgot^ 
But  took  memorials  on  the  e^xyt ; 
His  enemies,  for  want  of  charily, 
Said  he  aflbcted  popularity; 
Tis  true,  the  people  nnderstoocl, 
That  all  he  did  was  for  theic  good; 
Their  kind  affections  he  has  tried ; 
No  love  is  lost  on  either  side. 
He  came  to  court  with  fortune  dear, 
Which  now  he  runs  out  every  year ; 
Must  ot  the  rate  that  he  goes  on. 
Inevitably  be  undone : 
0 1  if  his  majesty  would  please 
To  give  him  but  a  writ  of  ease. 
Would  grant  him  license  to  retire. 
As  it  has  long  been  his  desire, 
By  fair  accounts  it  would  be  found, 
He 's  poorer  by  ten  thousand  pound. 
He  owns,  and  hopes  it  is  no  sin, 
He  ne'er  was  partial  to  his  Idn ; 
He  thought  it  base  for  men  in  statiooi^ 
To  crowd  the  court  with  their  relataooi: 
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Bis  country  was  his  dearest  mother, 
And  every  virtuous  man  his  brother ; 
Through  modesty  or  awkward  shame 
(For  which  he  owns  himself  to  blame)^ 
He  found  the  wisest  man  he  could, 
Without  respect  to  friends  or  blood ; 
Nor  ever  acts  on  private  yiew% 
When  he  has  liberty  to  choose. 

The  Sharper  swore  he  hated  play, 
Except  to  pass  an  hour  away : 
And  wen  he  might ;  for,  to  his  ixmtf 
By  want  of  skill  he  always  lost ; 
He  heard  there  was  a  dub  of  cheatB, 
Who  had  oontrived  a  thousand  feats ; 
Ck>uld  change  the  stock,  or  cog  a  die, 
And  thus  deceive  the  sharpest  eye : 
Nor  wonder  how  his  fortune  sunk, 
His  brothers  fleece  him  when  he 's  drofi!^ 

I  own  the  moral  not  exact, 
Besides,  the  tale  is  false,  in  fact ; 
And  so  absurd,  that  could  I  raise  np^ 
From  fields  Elysian,  fkbling  ifiSsop, 
I  would  accuse  him  to  his  face, 
For  libeling  the  four-foot  race. 
Creatures  of  every  kind  but  ours 
Wen  comprehend  their  natural  powers^ 
While  we,  whom  reason  ought  to  sway. 
Mistake  our  talents  eveiy  day. 
The  Ass  was  never  known  so  stupid. 
To  act  the  part  of  Tray  or  Cupid ; 
Nor  leaps  upon  his  master's  lap, 
There  to  be  stroked,  and  fed  with  pap, 
As  JSaop  would  the  world  persuade; 
He  better  understands  his  trade : 
Nor  comes  whene'er  his  lady  whistlei^ 
But  carries  loads,  and  feeds  on  thistlflii 
Our  author^s  meaning,  I  presume,  is 
A  creature  hipes  et  implurMB  ; 
Wherdn  the  moralist  design'd 
A  compliment  on  human  kind ; 
For  here  he  owns,  that  now  and  (tol 
Beasts  may  degenerate  into  meiL 
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A  VBW  SIMILE  FOB  THE  LADIES 

WITH  nsiruL  AinroTAnoHB, 

DB.  THOMAS   mflKIOAW.* 

V*  makM  »  writer  nte  hit  flod, 
TMi*Tt  aotliliig  alM  to  do  Imt  midi 

I  ormr  tried  in  Tain  to  find 

A  similet  for  womankinid, 

A  similey  I  mean,  to  fit  'em, 

In  eveiy  circumstance  to  hit  'em.} 

Through  every  beast  and  bird  I  went^ 

I  ransack'd  eveiy  element; 

And,  after  peeping  through  all  nature^ 

To  find  80  whimsical  a  creatore, 

A  doudf  presented  to  mj  view, 

And  straight  this  parallel  I  drew: 

Obuds  turn  wi^  eveiy  wind  abont^ 
They  keep  us  in  suspense  and  donbt^ 
Yet^  oft  perrerse,  like  womankind, 
Are  seen  to  scud  against  the  mid : 
And  are  not  women  just  the  same? 
For  who  can  tell  at  what  they  aim?| 

Clouds  keep  the  stoutest  mortals  under, 
When,  bellowing, T  they  discharge  their  thunder: 
So,  when  the  alarum-bell  is  rung, 
Of  Xanti's**  everiasting  tongue, 

*  The  (bUowlng  fiMt-noteif  trbleh  appear  to  be  Dr.  Sheridan*!,  are 
from  fhe  Irish  edition.    Thej  hit  the  Ignoranee  of  the  ladies  In  tiMt  age. 

t  Most  ladies,  in  reading,  esU  this  word  a  smfls;  hot  Uiej  an  to  nod 
rists  of  three  sjUaUes,  stm-i4e.    In  Rngiish,  a  likeness 

t  Not  to  hurt  them. 

I  Not  like  a  gan  or  pistoL 

I  This  Is  not  meant  as  to  shooting,  but  resolving. 

^  This  word  Is  not  here  to  be  understood  of  a  boll,  bat  a  dond,  wUoh 
■olse  like  a  bull,  when  it  thanden. 

**  Xanti,  a  nick-name  of  Xantippe,  that  sooU  of  glorious  memofy,  who  never  let 
poor  Socrates  have  one  momenVs  peace  of  mind ;  yet  with  nnexampied  patlenea 
he  bore  her  pestQf,ntial  tongue.  I  shall  beg  the  ladies*  pardon  if  I  insert  a  fbw 
paosages  concerning  her :  and  at  the  same  time  I  assure  them  It  is  not  to  losem 
those  of  the  present  sge,  who  are  possessed  of  the  like  laudable  talents ;  for  I  wlB 
lonfess,  that  I  know  three  In  the  dty  of  Dublin,  no  way  inftrior  to  Xantippe,  hnt 
Uiat  they  haye  not  as  great  men  to  work  upon. 

When  »  fHend  asked  Socrates  how  he  oonld  bear  Ae  soolding  of  his  wift 
ippe,  he  retorted,  and  asked  ^ira  how  he  could  bear  the  gsgtfWng  vt  hie 
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The  husband  dreads  its  loudness  more 
Than  lightning's  flash,  or  thunder's  roar. 

Clouds  weep,  as  they  do,  without  pain* 
And  what  are  tears  but  women's  rain  ? 

The  clouds  about  the  welkin  roam:* 
And  ladies  never  stay  at  home. 

The  clouds  bmld  castles  in  the  air, 
A  thing  peculiar  to  the  fiiir : 
For  an  the  schemes  of  their  forecastin^t 
Are  not  more  solid  nor  more  lasting. 

A  dond  is  light  by  turns,  and  daric. 
Such  is  a  lady  with  her  spark ; 
Now  with  a  sudden  pouting^  gloom 
She  seems  to  darken  all  the  room; 
Again  she 's  pleased,  his  fear 's  begailed,| 
And  all  is  dear  when  she  has  smiled. 
In  this  they  're  wondrously  alike, 
(I  hope  this  simile  will  8tiike)| 
Though  hi  the  darkest  dumpsT  you  view  thaUj 
Stay  but  a  moment^  you  11  see  through  them. 

The  douds  are  apt  to  make  reflection,** 
And  frequently  produce  infection: 

A;  bttnygMaeUyeggiliDr  me,  repttes  Us  firlend ;  0o  dOM  1117  wife  bM4  ebU< 
lieii,  nld  Soermtea.— IKo0L  LaerL 

Btio^  Mked  at  another  time,  bj  a  friend,  how  he  eoold  bear  her  tongue,  lie 
nld,  die  was  of  this  nee  to  him,  that  she  taught  him  to  bear  tiie  Impprltnencet 
•f  other*  with  more  eaee  when  he  went  abroad.^-Ptat  ds  Capi^nii.  its,  ftMt, 
fUiHt 

flocratei  Invited  hie  ftiend  Eathjmedae  to  supper.  Xantippo,  In  kh^hI  rwtrts 
vent  Into  them,  and  oremet  the  table.  EathTmedua,  rising  in  a  pa«tloti  to  ^n  df, 
M7  dear  friend,  stay,  said  Socrates,  ^d  not  a  hen  do  the  same  thhti;  lU  y.nr 
boose  the  other  day,  and  did  I  show  any  resentment? — PiaL  de  int  ruhiht-niUt. 

I  oould  give  many  more  instances  of  her  termaganey  and  his  plillostipliy  if 
well  a  proceeding  might  not  look  as  if  I  were  glad  of  an  opportutiiry  i<i  cvftKi 
the  lair  uez ;  but,  to  show  Uiat  I  have  no  such  design,  I  declare  solfinnlv.  i  ii  it  f 
had  much  worse  stories  to  tell  of  her  behavior  to  her  husband,  which  I  iHthi  r 
paihied  over,  on  account  of  the  great  esteem  which  I  bear  the  Indii'K,  eHpt^cinilp 
tboae  ill  the  honorable  station  of  matrimony. 

*  Ramble. 

t  Not  vomiting^ 

X  Thrusting  out  the  lip. 

I  This  te  to  be  understood  not  in  the  sense  of  wort,  when  brewers  put  yeast  01 
barm  in  It ;  but  its  true  meaning  is,  deoelTed  or  cheated. 

I  Hit  your  fancy. 

1  Sullen  fits.  We  hare  a  merry  jig  called  Dnapty  •Deary,  tmmtsd  *a  roaei 
•sdles  from  the  dnmpsi 

^  Ri^aeclion  of  the  sua. 
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So  GeUA)  with  smaU  proTocatioii, 
Blasts  eyery  neighbor's  reputation. 

The  clouds  delight  in  gaudy  show, 
(For  they,  like  ladies,  have  their  bow;) 
The  gravest  matron*  will  confess, 
That  she  herself  is  fond  of  dress. 

Observe  the  clouds  in  pomp  array'd. 
What  various  colors  are  displayed ; 
The  pink,  the  rose,  the  violet's  dye^ 
In  that  great  drawing-room  the  sky ; 
How  do  these  differ  from  our  Gl-races,t 
In  garden-silks^  brocades,  and  laces  ? 
Are  they  not  such  another  sight. 
When  met  upon  a  birth-day  night  ? 

The  clouds  delight  to  change  their  fitfUoa: 
(Dear  ladies  be  not  in  a  passion  I) 
Nor  let  this  whim  to  you  seem  strange. 
Who  eveiy  hour  delight  in  change. 

In  them  and  you  alike  are  seen 
The  sullen  symptoms  of  the  spleen ; 
The  moment  that  your  vapors  rise, 
We  see  them  dropping  from  your  eye& 

In  evening  fidr  you  may  behold 
The  douds  are  fringed  witii  borrowed  gold; 
And  this  is  many  a  lady's  case. 
Who  flaunts  about  in  borrow'd  lace.| 
Grave  matrons  are  like  clouds  of  snow. 
Where  words  M  thick,  and  soft,  and  dow; 
While  brisk  coquettes,§  like  rattling  hail, 
Our  ears  on  every  aide  assail 

Clouds  when  they  intercept  our  eighty 
Deprive  us  of  celestial  light: 
So  when  my  Chloe  I  pursue. 
No  heaven  besides  I  have  in  view. 


*  Motherly  woman. 

t  Nofc  graoe  before  and  alter  meat,  nor  their  graoee  the  dttclWMe,  feni  llM 
9raMs  -which  attended  on  Venna. 

t  Not  FlanderB-laee,  bat  gold  and  Bilrer  laoeu    By  borrow^,  I  mean  mob  a« 
ran  into  honest  tradesmen's  debts,  for  whidh  they  were  n^t  able  to  pay,  as  many 
af  them  did  fbr  Frenoh  silYer  laee,  agalmit  the  last  birth-day.    Vids  the  sho^ 
kcMjpcr^  books. 

I  Girls  who  lore  to  hear  themselres  prate,  and  piit  oa  a  numter  of  mmkey 
•Irs  to  oatoh  men. 
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TkoBf  on  oomparison,*  yoa  seoi 
hi  every  instance  they  agree ; 
So  like,  80  Tery  muoh  the  eame^ 
Tiiat  one  may  go  by  t'  other's  daiim^ 
Let  me  prodaimt  it  then  aloud. 
That  eTBiy  woman  is  a  doud. 


ON    A   LAPDOG. 

Shock's  &te  I  mourn ;  poor  Shock  is  now  no  more: 

Te  Muses!  mourn:  ye  Chambermaids !  deplore. 

Unhappy  Shock  I  yet  more  unhappy  Mr, 

Doom'd  to  survive  thy  joy  and  only  care. 

Thy  wretched  fingers  now  no  more  shall  dedc, 

And  tie  the  &vorite  ribbon  round  his  neck ; 

No  more  thy  hand  shaU  smooth  his  glossy  haiTi 

And  comb  the  wavings  of  his  pendent  ear. 

Yet  cease  thy  flowing  grie^  forsaken  maid ! 

All  mortal  pleasures  in  a  moment  fade : 

Our  surest  hope  is  in  an  hour  destroyed. 

And  love,  best  gift  of  fieaven,  not  long  enjoy'd. 

Methinks  I  see  her  frantic  with  despair, 
Her  streaming  eyes,  wrung  hands,  and  flowing  hair* 
Her  Mechlin  pinners,  rent,  the  floor  bestrow, 
And  her  torn  fan  gives  real  signs  of  woe. 
Hence,  Superstition  I  that  tormenting  guest, 
That  haunts  with  fancied  fears  the  coward  breast , 
No  dread  events  upon  this  fate  attend, 
Stream  eyes  no  more,  no  more  thy  tresses  rend. 
Though  certain  omens  oft  forewarn  a  state, 
And  dying  lions  show  the  monarch's  fate. 
Why  riiould  such  fears  bid  Oelia's  sorrow  rise? 
For  when  a  lapdog  faOs^  no  lover  dies. 

OeasO;  Gelia,  cease ;  restrain  thy  flowing  tean^ 
Some  warmer  passion  will  dispel  thy  carea 
In  man  you'll  find  a  more  substantial  bliss. 
More  grateful  toying,  and  a  sweeter  kiss. 

*  I  hof  none  will  be  lo  imoomplAiflant  to  the  ladlei  as  to  think  theee  oompir- 
toMtnodtooAi 
f  M  Mm  irhole  worU  *.  not  to  prodelm  them  m  robbers  and  mppareec 
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He 's  dead.    Ch  I  lay  him  geDtly  in  tlie  ground ! 
And  may  his  l^mb  be  by  this  verse  renown'd : 
^  Here  Shock,  the  pride  of  all  his  kind,  is  laid, 
Who  iawn'd  like  man,  bnt  ne'er  like  man  betrayed." 


THE   RAZOR   SELLER. 

FiTKR  pnn>Ai 

A  iDiLOw  in  a  market  town, 

Most  musical,  cried  razors  up  and  down, 

And  offered  twelve  for  eighteen-pence ; 
Which  certainly  seemed  wondrous  cheap, 
And  for  the  money  quite  a  heap, 

As  every  man  would  buy,  with  cash  and  secse. 

A  country  bumpkin  the  great  offer  heard  : 

Poor  Hodge,  who  suffered  by  a  broad  black  beard, 

That  seemed  a  shoe-brush  stuck  beneath  his  nose 
With  cheerfulness  the  eighteen-pence  he  paid, 
And  proudly  to  himself  in  whispers,  said, 

"  This  rascal  stole  the  razors,  I  suppose. 

"  No  matter  if  the  fellow  he  a  knave, 
Provided  that  the  razors  shave  ; 

It  certainly  wiU  be  a  monstrous  priae.'* 
So  home  the  down,  with  his  good  fortune,  went^ 
Smiling  in  heart  and  soul,  content, 

And  quickly  soaped  himself  to  ears  and  eyes. 

Being  well  lathered  from  a  dish  or  tub, 
Hodge  now  began  with  grinning  pain  to  grub, 

Just  like  a  hedger  cutting  furze : 
*T  was  a  vile  razor  I — ^then  the  rest  he  tried — 
All  were  imposters — "  Ah,"  Hodge  aghed  I 

"  J  wish  my  eighteen-pence  withm  my  purse." 

In  rain  to  chase  his  beard,  and  bring  the  graces, 
He  cut,  and  dug,  and  winced,  and  stamped,  and  bwotq^ 

Brought  blood,  and  danced,  blasphemed,  and  made  W17 
faces, 
And  cursed  each  raaor^B  body  o'er  and  o'er : 
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£Gs  mozde,  formed  t>f  opposition  staff) 
Finn  as  a  Fozite,  would  not  lose  its  ruff; 

So  kept  it— laughing  at  the  steel  and  sudi* : 
Hodge,  in  a  passion,  stretched  his  angry  jawa, 
Towing  the  direst  vengeance,  with  clenched  oiawai 

On  the  vile  cheat  that  sold  the  goods. 
*'  Raasors  I  a  damned,  confounded  dog,  * 

Not  fit  to  scrape  a  hog  1" 

Hodge  sought  the  fellow — found  him— -«nd  begun  * 
"  PrhapSy  Master  Basor  rogue,  to  yon  'tis  fun. 

That  people  flay  themselves  out  of  their  lives: 
Tou  rascal  1  for  an  hour  have  I  been  grubbing, 
GKving  my  crying  whiskers  here  a  scrubbing, 

With  razors  just  like  oyster  knives. 
Sirrah  I  I  tell  you,  you  're  a  knave. 
To  ciy  up  razors  that  can't  ahaiwJ* 

^  Friend,"  quoth  the  razor-man,  '*  I  'm  not  a  knave . 
As  for  the  razors  you  have  bought| 
Upon  my  soul  I  never  thought 
That  they  would  A^ovei" 

«  Not  think  they'd  sAom/"  quoth  Hodge,  with  wond'rug 
eyes, 
And  voice  not  much  unlike  an  Indian  yell ; 
"What  were  they  made  for  then,  you  dog?"  he  cries: 
"  Made  I"  quoth  the  fellow,  with  a  smile—"  to  /wtt" 


THE   SAILOR   BOY    AT  PRAYERS. 

PBTER  PUIDili 

A  OBSAT  law  Ghie(  whom  God  nor  demon  scares, 
Compelled  to  kneel  and  pray,  who  swore  his  prayers, 

The  devil  behind  him  pleased  and  grinning, 
Patting  the  angry  lawyer  on  the  shoulder, 
Dedaiing  naught  was  ever  bolder, 

Admiring  such  a  nove!  mode  of  sinning : 

Like  this,  a  subject  would  be  reckoned  rare. 
Which  proves -what  blood  game  infidels  can  dai«; 
Which  to  my  memory  brings  a  fact, 
Which  nothing  but  an  Enf^lish  tar  would  act 

iu 
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fn  shipe  of  war,  on  Sunday's,  phyen  are  giTen; 
^or  though  80  wicked,  sailors  thii^  of  heayea. 

Particularly  in  a  storm ; 
Wliere,  if  they  find  no  brandy  to  get  drunk^ 
rheir  souls  are  in  a  miserable  funk. 

Then  tow  they  to  th'  Ahnighly  to  nSbanf 
If  in  His  goodness  only  once,  once  more, 
Ho  '11  suffei  them  to  dap  a  foot  on  shore. 

In  calms,  indeed,  or  gentle  airs. 

They  ne'er  on  weekdays  pester  heaven  with  prayon- 

For  'tis  among  the  Jacks  a  common  saying, 

''Where  there's  no  danger,  there's  no  need  of  praying.* 

One  Sunday  morning  all  were  met 

To  hear  the  parson  preach  and  pray, 
AE  but  a  boy,  who,  wiJQing  to  forget 

That  prayers  were  handing  out,  had  stolen  away, 
And,  thinking  praying  but  a  useless  task, 
Had  crawled  to  tike  a  nap,  into  a  cask. 

The  boy  was  soon  found  missing,  and  full  soon 
The  boatswain's  cat^  sagacious  smelt  him  oat ; 

Qare  him  a  clawing  to  some  tune — 
This  cat's  a  cousin  Qermain  to  the  Enout 

"  Gome  outy  you  skulking  dog,"  the  boatswain  cried, 
**  And  save  your  d        d  young  sinful  souL" 

He  then  the  moral-mending  cat  applied. 
And  turned  him  like  a  badger  from  his  hole. 

Sulky  the  boy  marched  on,  and  did  not  mind  him, 
Altho'  the  boatswain  flogging  kept  behind  him : 
"Flog,"  cried  the  boy,  "  flog— curse  me,  flog  away— 
1 11  go— but  mind — Gh-d  d — n  me  if  1 11  pragJ* 


BIENSEANGE. 


Thibb  is  a  little  moral  thing  in  France, 
Galled  by  the  natives  Uenseance  ; 
Much  are  the  English  mob  inclined  to  soout  it^ 
But  rarely  is  Monsieur  OanaOle  without  it 
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lb  hitnsecmoe  'tis  tedious  to  mdme^ 
In  many  cases; 
To  flatter,  par  eamipU^  keep  smooth  iboef 
When  kicked,  or  suffering  grievoos  want  of  coiii 

To  Tolgaia^  MefUfldfiM  may  seem  an  oddity— 
I  deem  it  a  most  portable  commodity; 

A  sort  of  magio  wand ; 
Which,  if  'tis  used  with  ingenmly, 
Although  a  ntenail  of  much  tenuity, 

In  i^aoe  of  something  solid,  it  will  stand. 

For  yerily  I  Ve  manreled  times  enow 

To  see  an  Englishman,  the  numy. 
Give  people  for  their  services  a  guineai 

Which  Frenchmen  have  rewarded  with  a  bow. 

Bows  are  a  bit  of  MmMotiM 
Much  practiced  too  in  that  same  France : 
Yet  called  by  Quakers^  children  of  inanity ; 
But  as  they  pay  their  court  to  people's  Tanity, 
like  rolling-pins  they  smooth  where'er  they  go 
The  souls  and  &ce8  of  mankind  like  dough  1 
With  some,  indeed,  may  bioMeance  preyail 
To  folly — see  the  under-written  tale. 


fm  I'ETIT  ICAITBB,  AND  THB  MAN  ON  THE  WIIBKL 

At  Paris  some  time  since,  a  murdering  man, 

A  G^erman,  and  a  most  unlucky  chap, 
Sad,  stumbling  at  the  threshold  of  his  plan, 

Fell  into  Justice's  strong  trap. 

The  bungler  was  condemned  to  grace  the  wheel, 
On  which  the  dullest  fibers  learn  to  feel; 

His  limbs  aeeundum  arUm  to  be  broke 
Amid  ten  thousand  people,  perhaps,  or  more; 

Whenever  Monsieur  Ketdi  applied  a  stroke. 
The  culprit,  like  a  bullock,  made  a  roar. 

A  flippant  peHt  tnaitn  skipping  by. 

Stepped  up  to  bira.  and  checked  him  for  his  oiy— 
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*^  Bohl'*  quoth  the  German,  ''an^t  I  'pon  de  wheel? 
D'ye  tink  my  verb  and  bona  can't  feel  ?" 

"  Sir,"  qnoth  the  bean,  "  dou%  don'i  be  in  a  pasBion ; 
I  've  naught  to  eay  about  your  situation ; 
But  making  such  a  hideous  noise  in  France^ 
Fellow,  18  contraiy  to  MenseaneeJ* 


KINGS   AND    COURTIERS. 

PRBt  raVDAE 

How  pleasant  *tis  the  courtier  dan  to  see  t 

So  prompt  to  drop  to  majesty  the  knee ; 

To  start,  to  run,  to  Xea^f  to  fly, 

And  gambol  in  the  royal  eye ; 

And,  if  expectant  of  some  high  employ, 

How  kicks  the  heart  against  the  ribs,  for  joy  t 

How  rich  the  incense  to  the  royal  nose  I 

How  liquidly  the  oil  of  flattery  flows  I 

But  should  the  monarch  turn  from  sweet  to  soar, 

Which  Cometh  oft  to  pass  in  half  an  hour, 

How  altered  instantly  the  courtier  dan  1 

How  fiunt  I  how  pale  I  how  woe-begone,  and  waal 

Thus  Gorydon,  betrothed  to  Delia's  charmt^ 
In  &ncy  holds  her  ever  in  his  arms: 

In  maddening  fancy,  cheeks,  eyes,  lips  devouni ; 
Plajrs  with  the  ringlets  that  all  flaxen  flow 
In  rich  luxuriance  o'er  a  breast  of  snow. 

And  on  that  breast  the  soul  of  rapture  poura. 


Night,  too,  entrances — slumber  brings  the 
GKves  to  his  lips  his  idol's  sweetest  kiss ; 

Bids  the  wild  heart,  high  panting,  sweU  its  stream, 
And  deluge  every  nerve  with  bliss: 

But  if  his  nymph  unfortunately  frowns, 

Sad,  chapfallen,  lo  1  he  hangs  himself  or  drowns  I 

Oh,  try  with  bliss  his  moments  to  beguile : 

Strive  not  to  make  your  sovereign  frown — but  smile: 
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Bablime  are  royal  nods— moet  predous  lluiigB  I — 
Tben,  to  be  whistled  to  by  kings  1 

To  have  him  lean  familiar  on  one's  shoulder, 
Becoming  thus  the  royal  arm  upholder, 

A  heart  of  veiy  stone  must  grow  quite  g^ad. 
Oh  I  would  some  king  eo  far  himself  demean, 
As  on  my  shoulder  but  for  once  to  lean, 

The  excess  of  joy  would  neaily  make  me  mad  I 
How  on  the  honored  garment  I  should  dote, 
And  think  a  glory  biased  around  the  coat  1 

Blessed,  I  should  make  this  ooat  my  ooat  of  arma^ 
In  fancy  gUttering  with  a  thousand  charms ; 

And  show  my  children's  dhildren  o'^d*  and  o'er ;    • 
"  Here,  babies,"  I  should  say,  "  with  awe  behold 
This  coat— worth  fifty  times  its  weight  in  gold : 

This  very,  very  coat  your  grandore  wore  I 

"Here" — ^pointing  to  the  shoulder — I  shoold  say, 
**  Here  majesty's  own  hand  so  sacred  lay" — 

Then  p'rhaps  repeat  some  speech  the  king  might  utter 
As — '* Peter,  how  go  sheep  a  score?  what?  what? 
What's  cheapest  meat  to  make  a  bullock  fitt? 

H»  ?  has  ?  what,  what 's  the  price  of  country  butter  T* 

» 

Then  should  I,  strutting,  give  myself  an  air, 
And  deem  myself  adorned  with  immortality : 

Then  should  I  make  the  children,  calf-like  stare^ 
And  fancy  grand&ther  a  man  of  quality : ' 

And  yet,  not  stopping  here,  with  cheerful  note. 

The  muse  should  sing  an  ode  upon  the  co.it 

Pcx>r  lost  America,  high  honors  missing, 

Knows  naught  of  smile,  and  nod,  and  sweet  hand-ldanng , 

Knows  naught  of  golden  promises  of  kings ; 

Knows  naught  of  coronets,  and  stars,  and  strings; 

In  solitude  the  lovely  rebel  sighs  I 
But  vainly  drops  the  penitential  teai^-- 

Deaf  as  the  adder  to  the  woman's  cries. 
We  sufier  not  her  wail  to  wound  our  ear : 
For  food  we  bid  uer  hopeless  children  prowl, 
And  with  the  savasre  of  the  desert  howl 
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PRAYING   FOB   BAIN. 

PETXB  PIVDAE 

How  difficulty  alasl  to  please  mankmdl 
One  or  the  other  eveiy  moment  mutters  : 

This  wants  an  eastern,  that  a  western  wind : 
A  third,  petition  for  a  southern,  utters. 

Some  pray  for  rain,  and  some  for  frost  and  snow : 

How  can  Heayen  suit  dU  palates? — ^I  don't  know. 

Gkxxl  Lamb,  the  curate,  much  approved, 
Indeed  by  all  his  flock  Moved, 

Was  one  dry  summer  begged  to  pray  for  rain. 
The  parson  most  devoutly  prayed — 
The  powers  of  prayer  were  soon  displayed ; 

Immediately  a  torrent  drenched  the  plain. 

It  chanced  that  the  church  warden,  Bobin  Jay, 
Had  of  his  meadow  not  yet  mwed  the  hay: 

Thus  was  his  hay  to  heaUh  quite  past  restoring. 
It  happened  too  that  Robin  was  from  home ; 
But  when  he  heard  the  story,  in  a  foam 

He  sought  the  parson,  like  a  lion  roaring. 

^  Zounds  I  Parson  Lamb,  why,  what  have  you  been  doing  f 
A  pretty  storm,  indeed,  ye  have  been  brewing ! 

What  1  pray  for  nm  before  I  taved  my  hay  I 
Oh  1  you  're  a  cruel  and  ungrateful  man  I 
/  that  forever  help  you  all  I  can ; 

A  ale  you  to  dine  with  me  and  Mistress  Jay, 
Whenever  we  have  something  on  the  spi^ 
Or  in  the  pot  a  nice  and  dainty  bit ; 

^  Send  you  a  goose,  a  pair  of  chicken, 
Whose  bones  you  are  so  fond  of  picking; 

And  often  too  a  cag  of  brandy  I 
Tou  that  were  welcome  to  a  treaty 
To  smoke  and  chat^  and  drink  and  eat ; 

Making  my  house  so  veiy  handy  1 

**  You,  parson,  serve  one  such  a  scurvy  trick  I 
Zcunds  I  you  must  have  the  bowels  of  Old  Nick 
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What!  bring  the  flood  of  Noah  from  the  ddei^ 
With  Tny  fine  field  of  hay  before  your  eyes  1 
A  numskull,  that  I  weren't  of  this  aware. — 
Curse  me  but  I  had  stopped  your  pretty  prayer  r 
« Dear  Ifister  Jay  r  quoth  Lamb/' alas  I  alasl 
I  never  thought  upon  your  field  of  grassi" 

'^  Lord  I  parson,  you  're  a  fool,  one  might  suppose^ 
Was  not  the  field  just  underneath  your  no&ef 
This  is  a  very  pretty  loenng  job  I" — 
**Sir,"  quoth  the  curate,  '^know  that  Hany  Odbb 

Your  brother  warden  joined,  to  have  the  prayer."— 
"Oobbl  Cobb  I  why  this  for  Gobb  was  only  jpor< ; 
What  doth  Oobb  owl  that  any  rain  can  hurt  f" 

Beared  fiirious  Jay  as  broad  as  he  could  stare. 

'^  The  fellow  owns^  as  fiur  as  I  can  Jam, 

A  few  old  houses  only,  and  a  bam ; 

As  that's  the  case,  sounds !  what  are  showers  to  Mm  / 

Not  Noah's  flood  could  make  hk  trumpery  twim, 

**  Besidee— why  could  you  not  for  drmle  pray  ? 
Why  force  it  down  in  hucketa  on  the  hay  ? 
Would  I  have  played  with  your  hay  such  a  freak  ? 
No  I  I  'd  haye  stopped  the  weather  for  a  week." 

**  Dear  Mister  Jay,  I  do  protest^ 
I  acted  solely  for  the  best ; 

I  do  afSrm  i^  Mister  Jay,  Indeed. 
Year  anger  for  this  cnn  restrain, 
1 H  never  bring  a  drop  again 

Tin  yon  and  all  the  parish  are  agrmiJ* 


APOLOGY   FOR   KINGS. 

As  want  of  candor  really  is  not  right, 
I  own  my  satire  too  inclined  to  bite : 
On  kings  behold  it  break&st,  dine,  and  sup — 
Noir  shall  she  praise,  and  try  to  make  it  up. 
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• 

Why  wiQ  the  aimple  world  expect  wise  thmgi^ 
From  lofty  folk,  particularly  Idngs  ? 

Look  on  their  poverty  (^  education! 
Adored  and  flattered,  taught  that  they  are  god% 
And  by  their  awftd  frowns  and  noda^ 

Jove-like,  to  shake  the  pillars  of  creation  1 

They  scorn  that  little  usefiil  imp  called  mind. 
Who  fits  them  for  the  circle  of  mankind  I 
Pride  their  companion,  and  the  world  their  hale; 
Immured,  they  dose  in  ignorance  and  state. 

Bometimes,  indeed,  great  kings  will  x^ndescend 
A  little  with  their  subjects  to  unbend  1 

An  instance  take : — ^A  king  of  this  great  land. 

In  days  of  yore,  we  tmderstand. 
Did  visit  Salisbury's  old  church  so  fair : 

An  Earl  of  Pembroke  was  the  Monarch's  guide ; 

Inoog,  they  traveled,  shuffling  side  by  side ; 
And  into  the  cathedral  stole  the  pair. 

The  verger  met  them  in  his  blue  silk  gown, 

And  humbly  bowed  his  neck  with  reverence  dowi^ 

Low  as  an  ass  to  lick  a  lock  of  hay : 
Looking  the  frightened  verger  through  and  throu^ 
And  with  his  eye-glass — "  Well,  sir,  who  are  you  ? 

What.,  what,  sir  ? — hey,  sir  ?"  deigned  the  king  to  say. 

"  I  am  the  verger  herci  most  mi^ly  king : 

In  this  cathedral  I  do  every  thing  \ 
Sweep  it,  an't  please  ye,  sir^  and  keep  it  deaa" 

"  Hev  ?  verger  I  verger  1 — ^you  the  verger  ?-— hoy  ? 

"  Yes,  please  your  glorious  miyesty,  I  ht^*^ 
The  verger  answered,  with  the  mildest  mien. 

Then  turned  the  king  about  toward  the  peer, 
And  winked,  and  laughed,  then  whispered  in  his  ear, 
"  Hey,  hey — ^what,  what — fine  fellow,  *pon  my  word : 
I  '11  knight  him,  knight  him,  knight  him — ^hey,  my  lord  T* 

[it  is  a  satire-royal :  and  if  any  thing  were  yet  wanting  ti 
oonvmce  us  that  Master  Pindar  is  no  turncoat^  here  is  proof  soffl 
cientl 
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Thea  with  hu  glaaa,  as  hard  as  eye  ootdd  strain, 
He  kenned  the  trembling  verger  o'er  again. 

**  He  *8  a  poor  yerger,  sire,"  his  lordfihip  cried : 

**  Sixpence  would  handsomely  reqnite  him." 
"  Poor  verger,  verger,  hey  T*  the  king  replied : 

'*  No,  no,  then,  we  won't  knight  him — no,  won't  knjght  hinL" 


Now  to  the  lofty  roof  the  king  did  raise 

His  glass,  and  skipped  it  o'er  with  sounds  of  praise  I 

For  thus  his  marveling  majesfy  did  speak : 
"Fine  roof  this,  Master  Verger,  quite  complete; 
High — ^hi£^  and  lofty  too,  and  dean,  and  neat : 

What^  verger,  what  ?  fnop,  mop  it  onoe  a  week  ?" 

**  An't  please  your  majes^,"  with  marveling  chops, 
The  verger  answered,  "  we  have  got  no  mops 

In  Salisbury  that  will  reach  so  high." 
^'Not  mop,  no,  no,  not  mop  it,"  quoth  the  king — 
'No,  sir,  our  Salisbury  mops  do  no  such  thing; 

They  might  as  well  pretend  to  scrub  the  sky." 

,[  Moatt.. 

This  little  anecdote  doth  pkinly  show  • . 

That  ignorance,  ar'king  too  often  lurches ; 
For,  hid  from  art,  Lord!  how  .should  monarehs  know 

The  natural  historjcttftniieps  and  churches? 


8T0BT   THB   SBOOND. 

From  Salisbury  church  to  Wilton  House,  so  grand, 
Returned  the  mighty  ruler  of  the  land — 

"  My  lord,  you  've  got  fine  statues,"  said  the  king: 
'*  A  few  I  beneath  your  royal  notice,  sir," 
lieplied  Lord  Pembroke — "  Sir,  my  lord,  stir,  stir ; 

Let^s  see  them  all,  all,  all,  all,  every  thing. 

"  Who 's  this  ?  who 's  this  ? — who 's  this  fine  fellow  here  T 
*•  Scsostris,"  bowing  low,  replied  the  peer. 
"  Sir  Sostris,  hey  ?— Sir  Sostris  ?— 'pon  my  word  f 
Kni^t  or  a  baronet,  my  lord  ? 

10* 
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One  of  my  nuJdng  ? — what^  mj  lord,  mj  nuMng  T 
This,  with  a  yengeaDoe,  was  mistakiiig? 

"  Sd-eoBtriE,  sire,'*  so  soft,  the  peer  replied— 

"  A  fiunoos  king  of  Egypt,  sir,  of  old." 
**  Oh,  poh  1'*  th'  instnioted  monarch  snappish  cried, 

**  I  need  not  that — ^I  need  not  that  be  told." 

''  Ptay,  pray,  my  lord,  who 's  that  big  Mow  there  T 

**  *Ti8  Herrales^"  relies  the  shrinking  peer; 

**  Strong  fellow,  hey,  my  lord  ?  strong  fellow,  hey  ? 

Gleaned  stables  I — cracked  a  lion  like  a  flea ; 

Killed  snakes^  great  snakes,  that  in  a  cradle  ibund  him-* 

The  queen,  qaeen's  coming  I  wrap  an  apron  aromid  hioaL* 

Oar  moral  is  not  merely  water-gmel — 
It  shows  that  coriosily's  a  jewel  1 

It  shows  with  kings  that  ignorance  may  dwell : 
It  shows  that  subjects  must  not  give  opinions 
To  people  reigning  over  wide  dominions^ 

As  information  to  great  folk  is  heQ : 

It  shows  that  decency  may  live  with  kings, 
On  whom  the  bold  vM^-men  torn  their  badcB; 

And  shows  (for  numerous  are  the  naked  things) 
That  sanoj  stataea  should  be  lodged  in  sacks. 


ODE   TO   THE   DEVIL. 

pvriR  pmuut 

The  d*?n  to  not  w  bbek  u  ho  to  pafaitod. 

Ingrakim  Odi, 

^soKJit  of  the  dark  abodes  I  I  ween 
Tour  highness  ne*er  till  now  hath  seen 

Yourself  in  meter  shine ; 
Ne'er  heard  a  song  with  praise  sincere^ 
Sweet  warbled  on  your  smutty  ear, 

Before  this  Ode  of  mine. 
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Peibaps  the  reason  is  too  plain, 
Thou  triest  ^o  staire  the  toneful  train, 

Of  poten*  yerae  afraid  1 
And  yet  I  vow,  in  all  my  time^ 
I  Ve  not  beheld  a  single  rhyme 

That  ever  spoiled  thy  trada 


I  Ve  often  read  those  pious 

John  Wesley's  sweet  damnation  hymns^ 

That  chant  of  heavenly  riches. 
What  have  they  done  ? — ^those  heavenly 
Devoutly  squened  fix>m  canting  brains^ 

But  filled  John's  earthly  breeches? 

There  s  not  a  shoe-black  in  the  land, 
80  humbly  at  the  world's  oonmiand, 

As  thy  old  doven  foot; 
Like  h^tning  dost  thou  fly,  when  oaDed| 
And  yet  no  pickpocket's  so  mauled 

As  thou,  0  Prince  of  Soot  I 

What  thousands,  hourly  bent  on  sin, 
With  supplication  call  thee  in, 

To  aid  them  to  pursue  it; 
Yet,  when  detected,  with  a  lie 

at  theu:  fingers'  ends,  they  017, 

''The  Devil  made  me  do  it" 


Behold  the  fortunes  that  are  made^ 
By  men  through  rouguiah  tricks  in 

Yet  all  to  thee  are  owing — 
And  though  we  meet  it  every  day, 
The  sneaking  rascals  dare  not  say. 

This  is  the  Devil's  doing. 


As  to  thy  company,  I  'm  sure, 

No  man  can  shun  thee  on  that  soorai 

The  very  best  is  thine : 
With  kings,  queens,  ministp^  :f8^|i^ 
Lords,  ladies,  I  have  seen  tbf»  «rrw^. 

And  many  a  grave  divine. 
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I  *m  sorely  grieyed  at  tiines  to  find, 
The  very  inatant  thoa  art  kmd, 

Some  people  so  uncivil, 
When  aught  offends,  with  &oe  awiy, 
With  base  ingiatitade  to  cry, 

"IwiflhittotheDeTiL" 

Hath  some  poor  blockhead  got  a  wifo^ 
To  bo  the  torment  of  his  life, 

By  one  eternal  yell— 
The  fellow  cries  out  coarsely,  ''Zounds, 
I  'd  give  this  moment  twenty  pounds 

To  see  the  jade  in  helL" 

Should  Heaven  their  prayers  so  ardent  gnol^ 
Thou  never  company  vrouldst  want 

To  make  thee  dovmright  mad ; 
For,  mind  me,  in  their  wishing  mood, 
They  never  offer  thee  what 's  good, 

But  eveiy  thing  that 's  bad. 

My  honest  anger  boils  to  view 

A  sniffling,  long-faced,  canting  crew, 

So  much  thy  humble  debtors, 
Bushing,  on  Sundays,  one  and  all. 
With  desperate  prayers  thy  head  to  maid| 

And  thus  abuse  their  betters. 

To  seize  one  day  in  every  week. 
On  thee  their  black  abuse  to  wreak. 

By  whom  their  souls  are  fed 
Each  minute  of  the  other  six. 
With  every  joy  that  heart  can  fix. 

Is  impudence  indeed  I 

Blushing  I  own  thy  pleasing  art 
Hath  oft  seduced  my  vagrant  hearty 

And  led  ray  steps  to  joy — 
The  charms  of  beauty  have  been  misa 
And  let  me  call  the  merit  thine, 

Who  broughtst  the  'ovely  toy. 
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Uu,  Satan — if  I  ask  thy  aid, 

To  give  mj  arms  the  blooming  maid. 

I  will  not^  though  the  nation  all, 
Proclaim  thee  (like  a  gradeas  imp) 
A  yile  old  good-for-nothing  pimp, 

But  say, ''  'Tia  thy  yocation,  HaL"* 

Since  troth  must  out — ^I  seldom  knew 
What 't  wan  high  pleasure  to  pursue, 

Tin  thou  hadst  won  mj  heart — 
So  social  were  we  both  together, 
And  beat  the  hoof  in  eveiy  weather, 

I  never  wished  to  part 

Yet  when  a  child — good  Lord  1 1  thouf^l 
That  thou  a  pair  of  horns  hadst  got, 

With  eyes  like  saucers  staring  I 
And  then  a  pair  of  ears  so  stout, 
A  monstrous  taQ  and  hairy  snout. 

With  daws  beyond  comparing. 

Taught  to  avoid  the  paths  of  evil, 
By  day  I  used  to  dread  the  devil. 

And  trembling  when  't  was  night, 
Methought  I  saw  thy  horns  and  ean^ 
They  sung  or  whistled  to  my  fears^ 

And  ran  to  chase  my  fright 

And  every  night  I  went  to  bed, 
I  sweated  with  a  constant  dread, 

And  crept  beneath  the  rag ; 
There  panting,  thought  that  in  my  sleep 
Thou  slyly  in  the  dark  wouldst  creepy 

And  eat  me,  though  so  snug. 

A  haberdasher's  shop  is  thine, 
With  ans  of  all  sorts,  coarse  and  flna^ 

To  suit  both  man  and  maid : 
Thy  wares  they  buy,  with  open  eyei; 
How  cruel  then,  with  constant  criei^ 

To  vilify  thy  trade  1 
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To  speak  the  truth,  indeed,  I  'm  loaU^— 
Life  *8  deemed  a  mawkish  dish  of  broCfai 

Without  thy  aid,  old  sweeper ; 
So  mawkish,  few  will  put  it  down, 
Ehren  from  the  oottage  to  the  crown. 

Without  thy  salt  and  pepper. 

O  Satan,  whatsoever  geer, 

Thy  Proteus  form  shall  choose  to  weir, 

Black,  red,  or  blue,  or  yellow ; 
Whateyer  hypocrites  may  say, 
They  think  thee  (trust  my  honest  lay) 

A  most  bewitdiing  fellow. 


Tis  ordered  (to  deaf  ears,  alas  I) 
To  praise  the  bridge  o'er  which  we 

Yet  often  I  discover 
A  numerous  band  who  daily  make 
An  easy  bridge  of  thy  poor  back. 

And  damn  it  when  they  're  orer. 


Why  art  thou,  then,  with  cup  in  hand, 
Obsequious  to  a  graceless  band, 
Whose  souIb  are  scarce  worth  taking; 

0  prince,  pursue  but  my  advice^ 

1  'U  teach  your  highness  in  a  trice 

To  set  them  all  a  quaking. 

Plays^  operas,  masquerades,  destroy : 
Lode  up  each  charming  ./SJZs  dejoie  ; 

Give  race-hoTses  the  glander — 
The  dice-box  break,  and  bum  each  oardL« 
Iict  virtue  be  its  own  reward. 

And  gag  the  mouth  of  slander; 

Li  one  week's  time.  111  lay  my  life, 
There 's  not  a  man,  nor  maid,  nor  wifo^ 

That  will  not  glad  agree, 
If  thou  win  charm  'em  as  before, 
To  show  thdr  nose  at  diurch  no  moc% 

But  quit  their  Gkxl  for  thea 
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Tn  now  full  time  my  ode  should  end : 
And  now  I  tell  thee  like  a  friend, 

Howe'er  the  world  may  soout  thee ; 
Thy  ways  are  all  so  wond'rous  winning 
And  folks  so  very  fond  of  sinning, 

They  can  no»  do  without  thea 


TBDB  KINO  OF  SPAIN  AND  THE  HOBSB. 

PITIR  PIND.iK 

Lr  seventeen  hundred  seventy-eighty 
The  rich,  the  proud,  the  potent  King  of  Spain, 

Whose  ancestors  sent  forth  their  troops  to  smite 
The  peaceful  natives  of  the  western  main, 

With  fSe^ggots  and  the  blood-delighting  sword, 

To  play  the  devil,  to  oblige  the  Lord  I 

For  hunting,  roasting  heretics,  and  boiling. 
Baking  and  barbecdng,  fiTing,  broiling, 

Was  thought  Heaven's  cause  amamngly  to  ibrther ; 
For  which  most  pious  reason,  hard  to  work, 
They  went,  with  gmi  and  dagger,  knife  and  fork, 

T6  charm  the  Gkxl  of  mercy  with  their  murtherl 

I  say,  this  King,  in  seventy-eight  surveyed, 
In  tapestry  so  rich,  portrayed, 

A  horse  with  stumps,  crupper,  bridle,  saddle : 
Within  the  stirrup,  lo,  the  monarch  tried 
To  fix  his  foot  the  palfry  to  bestride ; 

In  vain  1 — he  could  m/t  o'er  the  palfry  straddle  I 

Stiff  as  a  Turk,  the  beast  of  yam  remained. 
And  every  effort  of  the  King  disdained. 
Who,  'midst  his  labors,  to  the  ground  was  tumbled, 
And  greatly  mortified,  as  well  as  humbled. 

Plrodigious  ma  the  struggle  of  the  day, 
The  horse  attempted  not  to  run  away ; 

At  which  the  poor-chafed  monarch  now  'gan  grii^ 
And  swore  by  every  saint  and  holy  mar^, 
He  would  not  yield  the  traitor  quarter, 

Until  he  got  possession  of  his  skin. 


I'J2  SATIBICAL. 

Not  fiercer  famed  La  Mancha's  knight, 

Bight  Quixote,  at  a  pappet-ehow, 
Did  with  more  valor  stoutly  fight^ 

And  terrify  each  little  squeaking  foe ; 
When  bold  he  pierced  the  lines,  immortal  fray  1 
'  And  broke  their  pasteboard  bones,  and  stabbed  their  iirim 
of  hay. 

Not  with  more  energy  and  friry 
The  beauteous  street-walker  of  Druiy 

Attacks  a  sister  of  the  smuggling  trade, 
Whose  winks,  and  nods,  and  sweet  resisUen  amilc, 
Ah,  me  1  her  paramour  beguHe, 

And  to  her  bed  of  healthy  straw  persuade ; 
Where  mice  with  music  charm,  and  yermin  crawl, 
And  snails  with  silver  traces  deck  the  wall 

And  now  a  cane,  and  now  a  whip  he  used, 
And  now  he  kicked,  and  sore  the  palfiy  bruised ; 
Yet^  lo,  the  horse  seemed  patient  At  each  kick, 
And  bore  with  Christian  spirit  whip. and  stick; 
And  what  excessively  provoked  this  prince^ 
The  horse  so  stubborn  scorned  even  once  to  winoe. 

Now  rushed  the  monarch  for  a  bow  and  arrow 
To  shoot  the  rebel  like  a  sparrow ; 
And,  lo,  with  shafts  well  steeled,  with  all  his  foroe^ 
Just  like  a  pincushion,  he  stuck  the  horse  1 

Now  with  the  Airy  of  the  chafed  wild  boar. 
With  nails  and  teeth  the  wounded  horse  he  tore, 

Now  to  the  floor  he  brought  the  stubborn  beast; 
Now  o'er  the  vanquished  horse  that  dared  rebel, 
Most  Indian-like  the  monarch  gave  a  yell, 

Pleased  on  the  quadruped  his  eyes  to  feast; 
Blessed  as  Achilles  when  with  fatal  wound 
He  brought  the  mighty  Hector  to  the  ground. 

Yet  more  to  gratify  his  godlike  ire, 
He  vengeful  flung  the  palfry  in  the  fire  I 
Showing  his  pages  round,  poor  trembling  things 
How  danfiferous  to  resist  the  will  of  kiaffs. 
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THE  TENDER  HUSBAND. 

PETKR  inmAM, 
liO,  to  the  cruel  hand  of  &te, 
My  poor  dear  Qrizzle,  meek-souled  mate^ 

BesigDS  her  tundul  hreath — 
Though  dropped  her  jaw,  her  lip  though  pale. 
And  blue  each  harmless  finger-nail, 

She  'b  beautiAil  in  death. 

• 

As  o'er  her  lovely  limbs  I  weep^ 

I  scarce  can  think  her  but  asleep- 
How  wonderfully  tame !. 

And  yet  her  voice  is  really  gone, 

And  dim  those  eyes  that  lately  shone 
With  all  the  lightning's  flame. 

Death  was,  indeed,  a  daring  wi^t. 
To  take  it  in  his  head  to  smit^— 

To  lift  his  dart  to  hit  her; 
For  as  she  was  so  great  a  woman, 
And  cared  a  sin^e  fig  for  no  man, 

I  thought  he  feared  to  meet  her. 

StiU  »  that  voice  of  late  so  strong^ 
That  many  a  sweet  capriccio  sung. 

And  beat  in  sounds  the  spheres; 
No  longer  must  those  fingers  play 
"  Britons  strike  home,"  that  many  a  day 

Hath  soothed  my  ravished  ear& 

Ah  me  1  indeed  I  'm  much  inclined 
To  think  how  I  may  speak  my  mind, 

Nor  hurt  her  dear  repose ; 
Nor  think  1  now  with  rage  she  'd  roM^ 
Were  I  to  put  my  fingers  o'er, 

And  touch  her  precious  noea 

Here  let  me  philosophic  pause — 
How  wonderful  are  nature's  laws, 
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Wken  ladies'  breath  retiren^ 
Its  fate  the  flaming  paaaioDS  shan^ 
Supported  by  a  little  air, 

Like  culinary  fire& 

Whene'er  I  hear  the  bagpipe's  nota^ 
Shall  &Dcy  fix  on  Qrizzle's  throaty 

And  loud  instructive  lungs ; 
0  Death,  in  her,  though  only  one, 
Are  lost  a  thousand  charms  unknowa^ 

At  least  a  thousand  toogaes. 

Soon  as  I  heard  her  last  sveet  sigfa, 
And  saw  her  genUy-closing  eye^ 

How  great  was  my  surprise  1 
Yet  have  I  not^  with  impious  breath. 
Accused  the  hard  decrees  of  death, 

Nor  blamed  the  righteous  skieib 

Why  do  I  groan  in  deep  despair, 
Since  she  *11  be  soon  an  angel  fisdr  ? 

Ah  1  why  my  bosom  smite  ? 
Could  grief  my  Qrisszle's  life  restore  l-» 
But  let  me  give  such  ravings  o'er— 

Whatever  is,  is  right 

O  doctor  I  you  are  come  too  late ; 
No  more  of  physic's  virtues  prate. 

That  could  not  save  my  lamb : 
Not  one  more  bolus  shall  be  given— 
You  shall  not  ope  her  moKth  by  heavwii 

And  Grizzle's  gullet  cram. 

Enough  of  boluses,  poor  heart, 
And  pills,  she  took,  to  load  a  cart^ 

Before  she  closed  her  eyes : 
But  now  my  word  is  here  a  law. 
Zounds  I  with  a  bolus  in  her  jaw, 

She  shall  not  seek  the  skiesi 

Good  sir,  good  doctor,  go  away ; 
To  hear  my  si^^  you  must  not  stay. 
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For  this  my  poor  lost  treasure : 
I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  ddU ; 
When  next  you  oome,  pray  bring  your  faiO 
1 11  pay  it^  sir,  with  pleasure. 

Ye  fiiends  who  oome  to  moum  her  dooiBi 
For  Gk)d*s  sake  gently  tread  the  room, 

Nor  call  her  from  the  blessed— 
In  softest  silence  drop  the  tear, 
In  whispers  breathe  the  fervent  prayWi 

To  bid  her  spmt  rest 

Repress  the  sad,  the  wounding  SGream; 

I  can  not  bear  a  grief  extreme- 
Enough  one  little  si^^i^ 

BesLdes^  the  loud  alarm  of  grie^ 

In  many  a  mind  may  start  belief 
Our  noise  is  all  a  lie. 

-Qood  nurses,  shroud  my  lamb  with  caro; 
Her  limbs,  with  gentlest  fingers,  spare^ 

Her  mouth,  ahl  slowly  dose; 
Her  mouth  a  magic  tongue  that  held— 
Whose  softest  tone,  at  times,  compelled 

To  peace  my  loudest  woes. 

And,  carpenter,  for  my  sad  sake. 
Of  stoutest  oak  her  coffin  make — 

I  *d  not  be  stingy,  sure— 
Procure  of  steel  the  strongest  screwBi 
For  who  could  paltry  pence  refuse 

To  lodge  his  wife  secure  ? 

Ye  people  who  the  corpse  convey. 
With  caution  tread  the  doleful  wsy, 

Nor  shake  her  precious  head ; 
Since  Fame  reports  a  cofiKn  tossed, 
With  careless  swing  against  a  posl^ 

Did  once  disturb  the  dead. 

Farewell,  my  love,  forever  lost  I 
Ne'er  troubled  be  thy  gentle  ffhost, 


1 
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That  I  agam  will  woo — 
B7  dl  our  past  deligbtB,  my  dear, 
No  more  the  marriage  chain  I  'U  weai, 

Deil  take  me  if  I  do  1 


THE  SOLDIER  AND  THE  VIRGIN  MART. 

PETBB  FIIIDA& 

A  SoLDiEB  at  Loretto's  wondrous  chapel, 

To  pany  from,  his  soul  the  wrath  Divine, 
That  followed  mother  Eve's  unlucky  apple^ 

Did  visit  oft  the  Virgin  Mazy's  shrine ; 
Who  every  day  is  gorgeously  decked  out^ 

In  silks  or  velvets,  jewels,  great  and  smalL 
Just  like  a  fine  young  lady  for  a  rout^ 

A  ooncert|  opera^  wedding,  or  a  ball 

At  first  the  Soldier  at  a  distance  kept, 
Begging  her  vote  and  interest  in  heaven-* 

With  seeming  bitterness  the  sinner  wept, 
Wrung  his  two  hands,  and  hoped  to  be  forgiven : 

Dinned  her  two  ears  with  Avo-Mary  flunmieiy  1 
Declared  what  miracles  the  dame  could  do. 
Even  with  her  garter,  stocking,  or  her  shoe, 

And  Budi  like  wonder-working  mummeiy. 

What  answer  Mazy  gave  the  wheedling  anner, 
Who  nearly  and  more  nearly  moved  to  win  lunv 
The  mouth  of  history  doth  not  mention, 
And  therefore  I  can't  tell  but  by  invention. 

One  day,  as  he  was  making  love  and  praying^ 
And  pious  Aves,  thick  as  herring,  saying, 

And  sins  so  manifold  confessing ; 
He  drew,  as  if  to  whisper,  very  near, 
And  twitched  a  pretty  diamond  fi-om  her  car, 

Instead  of  taking  the  good  lady's  blesinif. 
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Tbeo  off  he  set,  witli  nimble  shanlo^ 

Hot  ODoe  turned  back  to  give  her  thanbi: 

A  hae  and  cry  the  thief  pursued, 

Who^  to  his  cost)  soon  understood 

Ihat  he  was  not  beyond  the  daw 

Of  that  same  long-anned  giant^  duistoDed  Law. 

With  horror  did  his  judges  quake-^ 

As  fiir  the  tender-oonsdenoed  Jnry, 
Thej  doomed  him  quioUy  to  the  stake^ 

^oh  was  thdr  devilish  pious  fbiy. 

Howerer,  after  calling  him  hard  names^ 

They  aisked  if  aught  he  had  in  Tindicadoo, 
To  saye  his  wretohed  body  from  the  flames^ 

And  onfiil  soul  from  terrible  damnation. 

The  Soldier  answered  them  with  mndi  mungfrM^ 
Which  showed,  of  sin,  a  oonsdenoe  yoid, 

That  if  they  meant  to  kill  him  they  might  kiU : 
As  for  the  diamond  which  Ihey  found  about  him. 
He  hoped  they  would  by  no  means  doubt  him, 

That  madam  gave  it  him  from  pure  good-w3L 

The  answer  turned  both  judge  and  jury  pale : 

The  punishment  was  for  a  time  deferred. 
Until  his  Holiness  should  hear  the  tale, 

And  his  infallibility  be  heard.  # 

The  Pope,  to  all  his  counselors,  made  known 

This  strange  affair — ^to  cardinals  and  friarsi 
Good  pious  gentlemen,  who  ne*er  were  known 

To  act  like  hypocrites,  and  thieves,  and  liara 
The  question  now  was  banded  to  and  fro^ 

If  Mary  had  the  power  to  gin^  or  no, 

that  Mary  eou2i  not  g^ve  it^'was  to  say 
The  wonder-working  lady  wanted  power— 

This  was  the  stumbling-block  that  stopped  the  way 
This  made  Pope,  cardinals,  and  friars  lower. 
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To  sayo  the  YiTgm*8  credit^  lo  I 

And  keep  secare  the  diamonds  that  were  Ml: 
They  said,  she  mighty  indeed,  the  gem  bestow, 

And  consequently  it  might  be  no  theft : 
Bat  then  they  passed  immediately  an  act^ 
That  eveiy  one  disoovered  in  the  fact 
Of  taking  presents  firom  the  Virgin's  hand, 
Or  from  the  saints  of  any  land, 
Should  know  no  merpy,  but  be  led  to  slaughter, 
Flayed  here,  and  fried  eternally  hereafter. 

Ladies^  I  deem  the  moral  much  too  clear 

To  need  poetical  assistance ; 
Which  bids  you  not  let  men  approach  too 

But  keep  the  saoqy  feOows  at  a  distance ; 
Since  men  you  find,  so  bold,  are  apt  to  seiie 
Jewels  fit>m  ladies^  eyen  upon  their  knees  I 


A  KINO  OF  FRANCE  AND  TBDE  FAIR  LADY 

A  EniG  of  France  upon  a  day, 

With  a  fair  lady  of  his  com% 
Was  pleased  at  battledore  to  play — 

A  very  &shionable  sport 

hxto  the  bosom  of  this  fair  court  dame, 

Whose  whiteness  did  the  snow*s  pure  whitenes  ihtmB^ 

£ng  Louis  by  odd  mischance  did  knock 

The  shuttlecock, 
Thrice  happy  rogue,  upon  the  town  of  doves^ 
To  nestle  with  the  pretty  little  loves  I 

"  Now,  are,  pray  take  it  out"— ^uoth  she, 
With  an  arch  smile. — But  what  did  he  ? 

What  ?  what  to  charming  modesty  belongs  I 
Obedient  to  her  soft  command, 
He  raised  it — but  not  with  his  hand  I 

No,  marveling  reader,  but  the  chimney  toogm 
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What  a  chaste  thooght  in  this  good  kingi 

How  deyer ! 
When  shall  we  hear  agen  of  saoh  a  thing? 

Lord  I  Dever. 
Now  were  our  princes  to  be  prayed 
To  such  an  act  by  some  fair  maid, 

I  *11  bet  my  life  not  one  would  jiind  il: 
But  handy,  widiout  more  ado, 
The  youths  would  search  the  bosom  throu|^ 

Although  it  took  a  day  to  find  itl 


THE   EGGS. 

raOM  THB  SPANISH  Or  TBIARTI. 

G.  H. 

roND  the  sunny  Philippines 
An  island  lies^  whose  name  I  do  not  know ; 
But  that's  of  litde  consequence,  if  so 
Yon  understand  that  there  they  had  no  hens ; 
Tin,  by  a  happy  chance,  a  trayeler. 
After  a  while,  carried  some  poultiy  there. 
Fast  they  increased  as  any  one  could  wish ; 
Until  Sceeh  eggs  became  tiie  common  dish. 
But  an  the  natives  ate  them  boiled — they  say^- 
Because  the  stranger  taught  no  other  way. 
At  last  the  experiment  by  one  was  tried — 
Sagacious  man  I— of  having  his  eggs  fried. 
And,  0 1  what  boundless  honors,  for  his  paina^ 
His  fruitfid  and  inventive  fancy  gains  t 
Another,  now,  to  have  them  baked  devised— 
Most  happy  thought  1 — end  still  another,  quced. 
Who  ever  thought  eggs  were  so  deUcate  I 
Nezt^  some  one  gave  his  friends  an  omelette . 
''Ah  1'*  aD  exclaimed,  ^  what  an  ingenious  feat  I** 
But  scarce  a  year  went  by,  an  artiste  shouts, 
''I  have  it  now — ye  're  all  a  pack  of  louts  I — 
With  nice  tomatoes  all  mj  iggs  are  stewed." 
▲nd  the  whole  island  thought  the  mode  so  good, 
That  they  would  so  have  cooked  them  to  this  day. 
Bat  that  a  stranger,  wandering  out  that  way, 


140  SATIRICAL. 

Another  dish  the  gainng  natiyes  taught^ 
And  showed  them  eggs  cooked  d  la  Bugumal 


cooks  thus  proved  their  skill  diverse , 
Bat  how  shall  I  be  able  to  rehearse 
All  of  the  new,  delicious  condiments 
That  luzuijy  from  time  to  time,  invents  ? 
Soft,  hard,  and  dropped;  and  now  with  sugar  swee^ 
And  now  boiled  up  with  milk,  the  eggs  they  eat: 
In  sherbet,  in  preserves ;  at  last  they  tickle 
Their  palates  &nciful  with  eggs  in  pickle. 
All  had  their  day — ^the  last  was  stiU  the  best 
But  a  grave  senior  thus^  one  day,  addressed 
The  epicures :  ^  Boast^  ninnies,  if  you  will, 
These  countless  prodigies  of  gastric  skills 
Bat  blessings  on  the  man  who  hrmighi  ih$  Ktrntf 

Beyond  the  sunny  Philippines 

Our  crowd  oS  modem  authors  need  not  go 

New-fimgled  modes  of  cooking  ^ggs  to  show. 


THE   ASS   AND    HIS   MASTER. 

raOM  Tm  BPAHISH  or  TBUBn, 

a  H.  Divxunz 
''Om  good  and  bad  an  equal  value  sets 
The  stupid  mob.    From  me  the  worst  it  ^ts, 

And  never  fails  to  praise."    With  vile  pretensOi 
rhe  scurrilous  author  thus  his  trash  excused. 

A  poet  shrewd,  hearing  the  lame  defense, 
Indignant,  thus  exposed  the  argument  abused. 

A  Donkey's  master  said  unto  his  beast^ 
While  doling  out  to  him  his  lock  of  straw, 

"^  Here,  take  it — since  such  diet  suits  your  taste, 
And  much  good  may  it  do  your  vulgar  maw  V 

Often  the  slighting  speech  the  man  repeated. 

The  ka» — ^his  quiet  mood  by  insult  heated — 
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Replies:  "  Just  what  you  chooBe  to  give,  I  take, 

Master  unjust  I  but  not  because  I  ohooso  jl. 
Think  you  I  nothing  like  but  straw  ?    Then  make 

The  experiment    Bring  com,  and  see  if  I  refuse  it* 
Ye  caterers  for  the  public,  henoe  take  heed 

How  your  de&ults  by  fidse  excuse  you  cof  er  I 
Fed  upon  straw — straw  it  may  eat^  indeed : 

Tiy  it  with  generous  fine— 'twill  scorn  the  other. 


THE  LOVE  OF  THE  WORLD  REPROVED;  OR, 

HYPOCRISY  DETECTED. 

WILLIAM  001 

Thob  says  the  prophet  of  the  Turk, 
Good  MuBBuhnan,  abstain  firom  pork; 
There  is  a  part  in  eveiy  swine 
No  fHend  or  follower  of  mine 
May  taste,  whatever  his  indinatioDi 
On  pain  of  excommunication. 
Sudi  Mohammed's  mysterious  charge^ 
And  thus  he  left  the  point  at  largsu 
Had  he  the  sinful  part  expressed. 
They  mi^t  with  safety  eat  the  rest ; 
But  for  one  piece  they  thought  it  hard 
From  the  whole  hog  to  be  debarred ; 
And  set  their  wit  at  work  to  find 
What  joint  the  prophet  had  in  mind. 
Much  controversy  straight  arose, 
These  chose  the  back,  the  belly  those; 
By  some  'tis  confidently  said 
He  meant  not  to  forbid  the  head ; 
While  others  at  that  doctrine  rail. 
And  piously  prefer  the  taO. 
ThuSy  conscience  fi^ed  firom  every  dog^ 
Mohammedans  eat  up  the  hog. 

You  laugh — ^"tis  well — ^The  tale  appliad 
May  make  you  lau^  on  t'  other  sida 
Renounce  the  world — the  preacher  mm, 
We  do—a  multitude  repliesi 

n 
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While  one  as  bmooent  regards 

k  snug  and  friendly  game  at  cards; 

And  one,  whateyer  jroa  may  sa j, 

Can  see  no  evil  in  a  plaj ; 

Borne  love  a  oonoert^  or  a  race : 

And  others  shooting,  and  the  chase. 

Reviled  and  loved,  renounced  and  foUowai^ 

Thns,  bit  by  bit,  the  world  is  swallowed ; 

Each  thinks  his  neighbor  makes  too  free^ 

Yet  likes  a  slice  as  well  as  he ; 

With  sophistry  tiieir  sauce  they  sweeten, 

TiQ  qmte  from  tail  to  snont  'tis  eaten. 


BEPOBT  OF  AN  ADJUDGED  CASE, 

NOT  TO  HI  fOUHD  QT  ANT  0¥   TBI  BOOK& 

wnuAif  oowpn 

BiTwnN  Noee  and  Eyes  a  strange  contest  arose, 
The  spectacles  set  them  unhappily  wrong; 

The  point  m  dispute  was,  as  all  the  world  knows. 
To  whidi  the  said  spectacles  oug^t  to  bebng. 

So  Tongue  was  the  lawyer,  and  argued  the  oanse 
With  a  great  deal  of  skill,  and  a  wig  full  of  learning; 

While  chief  baron  Bar  sat  to  balance  the  laws. 
So  famed  for  his  talent  in  nicely  disceining. 

In  behalf  of  the  Nose  it  will  quickly  appear, 
And  your  lordship,  he  said,  will  undoubtedly  fM, 

That  the  Noee  has  had  spectacles  always  to  wear, 
Which  amounts  to  possession  time  out  of  mind. 

Then  holding  the  spectacles  up  to  the  court — 
Your  lordship  olimrYes  they  are  made  with  a  straddle 

As  wide  as  the  ridge  of  the  Nose  is ;  in  shorty 
Designed  to  sit  close  to  it,  just  like  a  saddle. 

Again,  would  your  lordship  a  moment  suppose 
CTis  a  case  that  has  happened,  and  may  be  again) 

That  the  visage  or  countenance  had  not  a  nose, 
Pray  who  would,  or  who  could,  wear  spectadee  theof 
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On  the  whole  it  I4)pear8^  and  mj  argnment  & 
With  a  reasoDing  the  court  will  never  oonden. 

Thftt  the  spectacles  plainly  were  made  for  the  Noee^ 
And  the  Nose  was  as  plainly  intended  for  them. 

Then  shifting  his  side  (as  a  lawyer  knows  how),  • 

He  pleaded  agam  in  behalf  of  the  Eyes ; 
Bat  what  were  his  argoments  few  people  know, 

For  the  oomt  did  not  think  they  were  equally 

So  his  lordship  decreed  with  a  graye  solemn  tooe^ 
Dedsiye  and  dear,  without  one  |^or  hU — 

That^  wbenerer  the  Nose  put  his  spectadeB  on, 
By  daylight  or  candlelight— Eyes  should  be  shut  I 


HOLY   WILLIE'S   PRAYER.* 


0  Thou,  wha  in  the  heayeus  dost  dweD, 
Wha,  as  it  pleases  best  thysel', 

Sends  ane  to  heayen,  and  ten  to  heD, 

A*  fiir  thy  gloiy, 
And  no  fiv  ony  gnid  or  ill 

They've  done  afore  thee  I 

1  bless  and  praise  thy  matohless  mighty 
When  thousands  thou  hast  left  in  nighty 
That  I  am  here^  afore  thy  sights 

For  gifts  an'  grace, 
A  bumin'  an'  a  shinin'  light 

To  a'  this  place. 

*  Xnudj  gfrvi  tbe  IbDowliig  aoooimt  of  the  origin  of  **Ho1y  W1I]f«*i 
flajer:**— Oavhi  HunQton,  Ei^,  Clerk  of  Ayr,  the  Poof  ■  Mend  and  oenefftO- 
lor,  wu  aAC^wted  one  Sonday  morning  by  a  mendicant,  who  begged  Alms  of 
Um.  Not  recoOeedng  that  It  vas  the  Babbatti,  Hamilton  set  tho  man  to  work  in 
bis  garden,  wMoh  lay  on  the  publlo  road,  and  tbe  poor  fellow  was  discovered  by 
ttte  people  on  their  way  ^>  the  kirk,  and  thev  immediately  stoned  blm  from  the 
grmmd.  For  this  offlnoM,  Mr.  Hamilton  was  not  permitted  to  have  a  ehlld 
■kiliteDed,  whieh  Us  wife  bwe  him  boob^  afterward,  mitll  h*  applied  to  the 
•fBod.  Hie  meet  oAdooa  opp07««nt  waa  William  Fl«ber,  one  Mf  the  elders  of 
dhe  ehnreh  i  and  to  reiwoge  the  iBfmlt  to  hlf  Masad,  hnroM  made  him  tbe  sabjeei 
if  MiJM  hmnoffou  bellaL 
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What  was  I,  or  my  generatioii, 
That  I  ahoald  get  ac  exaltation  1 
I,  wha  deaerve  aio  just  damnatioii, 

For  broken  lawa^ 
Kye  tfaonaand  yean  'fore  my  creatioi^ 

Thro*  Adam's 


When  frae  my  mUhea^B  womb  I 
Thoa  mi^t  hae  phmg'd  me  into  heD^ 
To  gnash  my  gnms^  to  weep  and  wai^ 

In  bumin' lake^ 
Whaie  damned  derils  roar  and  ydl, 

Ohain'd  to  a  staka 

Yet  I  am  here  a  ohosen  sample ; 

To  show  thy  graoe  is  great  and  ample; 

I'm  here  a  pIQar  in  thy  temple, 

Strong  as  a  rook^ 
A  ginde^  a  bodder,  an  example 

To  a'  thy  flock. 

[O  Ir— d,  thou  kens  what  seal  I  bear, 
When  drinketB  drink,  and  swearera 
^nA  atngiT^g  there,  and  HAWfiif^g  hereu 

Wi'  great  and  sma'; 
For  I  am  keepit  by  thy  fear, 

Free  frae  them  a'.] 

Beit  yet^  O  L— d  I  oonfesslmust^ 
At  times  I  'm  fitsh'd  wi'  fleshly  lost ; 
And  sometimes^  too,  wi'  warldly  troi^ 

y ile  self  gets  in ; 
Bat  thon  remembers  we  are  dnsC^ 

Defil'd  in  sin. 
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iCaj  be  t^ou  lets  this  fleshly  thorn 

Beset  thy  aervant  e*en  and  mom. 

Lest  he  owre  high  and  proad  shoaM  torn, 

'Oause  he 's  sae  gifted  * 
If  sae,  thy  han'  maun  e'en  be  bome^ 

Until  thou  lift  it 

If— d,  UesB  thy  chosen  in  this  place, 
For  bere  thou  hast  a  chosen  raoe : 
But  GK— d  confound  their  stubborn  &oe^ 

And  blast  their  naina^ 
Wha  bring  thy  elders  to  disgrace 

And  public  shama 

If— -d,  mind  Qkwd.  Hamilton's  deserta^ 
He  drinka^  and  swears,  and  plays  at  oarte% 
Yet  has  sae  mony  takin'  arts, 

Wr  great  and  sma', 
¥n»  GK— d's  ain  priests  the  people's  hearti 

He  steals  awa'. 

An'  whan  we  chasten'd  him  theretore^ 
Tbon  kens  how  he  bred  sio  a  spkxe, 
As  set  the  warid  in  a  roar 

O*  laughin'  at  ns; — 
Oune  thou  his  basket  and  his  store, 

Kail  and  potatoea. 

L— d,  hear  my  earnest  cry  and  pray'r, 

Against  the  presbyt'ry  of  Ayr ; 

Tfay  strong  right  hand,  L— d,  mak*  it  bart 

Upo'  their  heads^ 
L— dy  wei^  it  down,  and  dinna  spare, 

For  their  misdeeda. 
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0 1«— d  my  O^d,  that  glib-tonga*d  AikeOi 

My  yeiy  b^.art  ano  saul  arr  quakin 

To  think  how  we  stood  groaiiin*,  shakin', 

And  swat  wi*  dread, 
WhOe  Add  wi'  hinging  lip  gaed  snakin' 

And  hia  hia  head. 

L— d  in  tlie  day  of  Tengeanoe  tzy  hiniy 
L— d,  yisit  them  wha  did  empbj  him. 
And  pam  not  in  thy  meit^  by  'em, 

Nor  hear  their  pray'^; 
Bat  Ibr  thy  people's  nke  destroy  'em, 

And  dinna  spare. 

But,  If— -d,  remember  me  and  mine^ 
Wi*  mercies  temp'ral  and  divine, 
That  I  for  ge^  and  grace  may  shine^ 

ExoeIl*d  by  nane^ 
An'  a'  the  glory  shall  be  thine, 

Amen,  AmenI 


flPITAPH   ON   HOLY  WILLIB 


Holy  "Willie's  sair  worn  day 
Taks  np  its  last  abode ; 
His  saul  has  ta'en  some  other  way, 
I  fear,  the  left-hand  road. 

Stop  I  there  he  is,  as  sure's  a  gon, 
Poor,  silly  body,  see  him ; 

Nae  wonder  he 's  as  black 's  the 
Observe  wha's  standing  wi'  himl 

Your  bmnstane  devilahip,  I  see. 
Has  got  him  there  before  ye ; 

But  hand  your  nine-tail  cat  a  wee^ 
Till  anoe  ye've  heard  my  stoiy. 

Your  pity  I  wiU  not  implore, 

For  pity  ye  hae  nanel 
Justice,  alas  1  has  gi'en  him  o'er 

And  mercy's  day  is  gane. 
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But  hear  me^  or,  deQ  as  ye  n^^ 

Look  something  to  your  credit; 
A  coof  like  him  wad  stain  your  Uttue^ 

If  it  were  kent  ye  did  it^ 


ADDRESS   TO   THE   DEIL. 

BOBIBT   BCUA 

**0  MumI  O  GUflf  of  maaj  thranad  Fdw*!!, 
Tteltod  fh*  tmtetftod  Scnplda  to  wur— 


O  TBOU I  whatever  title  suit  thee, 
Aold  Homie,  Satan,  Nick,  or  Clootie, 
Wha  in  yon  cavern  grim  and  sootie, 

Closed  mider  hatches, 
Cljpairges  aboat  the  brunstane  cootie. 

To  scaud  poor  wretohea  I 

Hear  me,  aold  Hangie,  for  a  wee, 
An'  let  poor  danmed  bodies  be ; 
I'm  sore  sma*  pleasure  it  can  gie, 

E*en  to  a  deil, 
To  ake^  an'  scand  poor  dogs  like  me. 

An'  hear  us  sqneell 

Great  is  thy  power,  an'  great  thy  &me; 
Far  kenn'd  and  noted  is  thy  name : 
An'  tho'  yon  lowin  heug^'s  tly  hame. 

Thou  travels  &r: 
An,'  fidth  I  thon's  neither  lag  nor  lame, 

Nor  blate  nor  scaur. 


Whyles^  ranging  like  a  roaring  lion, 
For  prey,  a'  holes  an'  comers  tryin' ; 
Whyles  on  the  strong-wing'd  tempcat 

Tirlin  the  kirks; 
Whyles^  in  the  human  bosom  pryin', 

Unseen  thou  hurkai 

I've  heard  my  reverend  Grannie  aa^, 
In  knely  gienB  ye  like  to  stray; 
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Or  where  raid  nim*d  eastlei^  graj, 

Nod  to  the  moon, 

Ye  fright  the  ni^tly  wand'ier's  waj 

Wi*  eldritch  oroon. 

When  twilight  did  my  Qmmie  sanunoii 
To  flay  her  prayera^  douoe,  honest  wontan  I 
Aft  yont  the  dyke  she 's  heard  you  bmmnii ', 

Wi*  eerie  drone ; 
Or,  nisUin,  thro'  the  booitries  oomin^ 

W?  heavy  groan. 

Ae  dreary,  windy,  winter  nig^t, 

The  stars  shot  down  wi*  sklentin*  lights 

Wi'  yon,  mysel,  I  gat  a  fright 

Ayont  the  lough ; 
Ye^  like  a  rash-bush,  stood  in  sig^t^ 

Wi'  waving  soQgh. 

The  ondgel  in  my  nieye  did  shake, 

Each  bristl'd  hair  stood  like  a  stake. 

When  wi'  an  eldritch,  stoor  qaaidk — qn^de-* 

Amang  the  springs, 
Awa  ye  sqnatter'd,  like  a  drake. 

On  whistling  wingL 

Let  warlocks  grim,  an'  withered  hagSy 
TeD  how  wi'  yon,  on  ragweed  nags, 
They  skim  the  muirs  an'  dizzy  crags^ 

Wi'  wicked  speed ; 
And  in  kirk-yards  renew  their  leagues 

Owre  howkit  dead. 

Thence  oountra  wives,  wi'  toil  an'  pain, 
May  plunge  an'  plunge  the  kirn  in  vain: 
For,  dh  I  the  yellow  treasure 's  taen 

By  witching  skill  * 
An'  dawtit,  twal-pint  hawkie's  gaen 

As  yeU's  the  bilL 

Thence  mystio  knots  mak  great  abuse 
On  young  guidmen,  fond,  keen,  an' 
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WheL  the  best  wark-lume  i'  the  home^ 

By  cantrip  -wil^ 

Ib  instant  made  no  worth  a  louse, 

Just  at  the  bit 

When  thowis  dissolye  the  snawj  hoon^ 
An'  float  the  jinglin  ic^^-boord, 
Then  water-kelpies  haunt  the  foord, 

B7  your  direction ; 
An'  nighted  traylers  are  allur'd 

To  their  destnioticm. 

An'  aft  yoor  moss-trayersing  q)unkie« 
Decoy  ^e  wig^t  that  late  an'  drunk  is : 
The  bleeon,  curst^  mischieyous  monkeys 

Delude  his  eyes, 
TSl  in  some  miry  slough  he  sunk  is, 

Ne'er  mair  to  rise. 

When  masons'  mystic  word  an'  grip 
In  storms  an'  tempests  raise  you  up^ 
Some  oock  or  cat  your  rage  maun  stop^ 

Or,  strange  to  tell  I 
The  youngest  brother  ye  wad  whip 

Aff  straught  to  heUI 

Lang  syne,  in  Eden's  bonnie  yard, 
When  youthfii'  loyers  first  were  pair'd. 
An'  an  the  soul  of  loye  they  shar'd, 

The  raptur'd  hour. 
Sweet  on  the  fi-agrant^  floVry  sward, 

In  shady  bow'r : 

Then  you,  ye  auld,  sneo-drawing  dog  I 

Ye  came  to  Paradise  incog., 

An'  play'd  on  man  a  cursed  brogue, 

(Black  bo  your  &' I) 
An'  gied  the  infant  warld  a  shog, 

Maist  ruin'd  a'. 

D'ye  mind  that  day,  when  in  a  bifl^ 
Wi'  reekit  duds,  an'  reestit  gizi. 

11* 
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Te  did  present  your  Bmoiitie  pbii 

'Mang  better  fblk^ 

An'  sklented  on  the  man  of  IJi 

Yourspitefti'jokis? 

An*  how  ye  gat  him  i'  your  thrall, 
An'  brak  him  out  o'  house  an'  hall, 
While  scabs  an'  botches  did  him  gaO, 

Wi'  bitter  daw, 
And  lows'd  his  fll-tongu'd,  wicked  8oawl| 

Was  warst  ava? 

But  a'  your  doings  to  rehearse, 
Your  wily  snares  an'  fechtin'  fierce^ 
Sin'  that  day  Michael  did  you  pierce^ 

Down  to  this  time, 
Wad  ding  a  Lallan  tongue,  or  Erse^ 

In  prose  or  rhyme. 

An'  now,  auld  Qoots,  I  ken  ye're  thinldn*, 
A  certain  Bardie's  rantin',  drinkin', 
Some  luddess  hour  will  send  him  linkin' 

To  your  black  pit; 
But^  fidth  t  he  11  turn  a  comer  jlnkin', 

An'  dieat  you  yet 

But^  ftre  you  wed,  auld  Nidde-benl 

0  wad  ye  tak  a  thought  an'  men*  t 
Ye  aiblhis  might — I  dinna  ken — 

StLQ  hae  a  stake — 

1  'jn  wae  to  think  upo'  yon  den, 

lyn  fbv  your  sakel  I 


THE  DEVIL'S   WALK   ON   EARTH. 

BonBBT  soomif 
From  his  brimstone  bed  at  break  of  day 

A  waDdng  the  Devil  is  gone^ 
To  look  at  his  snog  little  &nn  of  the  Worid, 
And  see  how  his  stock  went  on. 
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Over  the  bill  and  over  the  dale, 

And  he  went  oyer  the  plain; 
And  backward  and  forward  he  Bwiati'u  his  tafl 

As  a  gentleman  swishes  a  cane. 


How  then  was  the  Devil  drest? 

Oh,  he  was  in  his  Simday's  best 
His  coat  was  red  and  his  breeches  were  Une, 
And  there  was  a  hole  where  his  tail  came  through. 

A  lac^  drove  by  in  ner  pride, 

In  whose  fiioe  an  ezpreseion  he  spied 

For  which  he  conld  have  Idss'd  her; 
Snch  a  flourishing,  fine,  dever  woman  was  sbe^ 
With  an  eye  as  wicked  as  wicked  can  be, 
I  should  take  her  fyr  mj  Amit^  thought  he, 

If  mj  dam  had  had  a  sister. 

He  met  a  lord  of  high  degree. 
No  matter  what  was  his  name ; 
Whose  &oe  with  his  own  when  he  came  to  compm 
The  expression,  the  look,  and  the  air, 
And  the  character,  too,  as  it  seem'd  to  a  haip^ 
Such  a  twin-likeness  there  was  in  the  pair 
That  it  made  the  Devil  start  and  stare 
For  he  thought  there  was  surely  a  looking^g^aas  thera^ 
But  he  could  not  see  the  frame. 

He  saw  a  Lawyer  killing  a  viper. 

On  a  dung-hill  beside  his  stable; 
Ha  I  quoth  he,  thou  put'st  me  in  mind 

Of  the  story  of  Cain  and  AbeL 

An  Apothecary  on  a  white  horse 

Bode  by  on  his  ^vocation ; 
And  the  Devil  thought  of  bis  old  friend 

Death  in  the  Bevelatioa 

He  pass'd  a  cottage  with  a  double  XMudi-hoaii^ 

A  cottage  of  gentility. 
And  he  own'd  with  a  grin 
That  his  &vorite  sn, 

Is  pride  that  apes  humility. 
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He  saw  a  jug  nfidij 

Down  a  riyer  float; 
The  pig  swam  weD,  but  everj 

Was  outdng  his  own  tfaxoat; 

And  Satan  gave  thereat  his  taS 

A  twirl  of  admiration; 
For  he  thought  of  his  daughter  War, 

And  her  sudding  babe  TazatLoo. 

Wen  enough,  in  sooth,  he  liked  that  tnrtih. 

And  nothing  the  worse  for  the  jeat; 
But  this  was  only  a  first  thought 

And  in  this  he  did  not  rest: 
Another  came  presently  into  his  head. 
And  here  it  proved,  as  has  often  been  nid 

That  seoond  thoughts  are  best 

For  as  Piggy  plied  with  wind  and  tide^ 

His  way  with  such  celerity^ 
And  at  every  stroke  the  water  dyed 
With  his  own  red  blood,  the  Devil  cried, 
JBehold  a  swinish  nation's  pride 

In  ootton-spun  prosperity. 

He  walk'd  into  London  leisurely, 

The  streets  were  dirty  and  dim : 
But  there  he  saw  Brothers  the  Prophet^ 

And  Brothers  the  Prophet  saw  him. 

He  entered  a  thriving  bookseller's  shop ; 

Quoth  he,  we  are  both  of  one  ooUege, 
For  I  myself  sate  like  a  Cormorant  once 

Upon  the  Tree  of  Knowledge. 

As  he  passed  through  Cold-Bath  Fields  he  took'd 

At  a  solitary  cell ; 
And  he  was  well-pleased,  for  it  gave  him  a  hint 

For  improving  the  prisons  of  HelL 

He  saw  a  turnkey  tie  a  thief  s  hands 

With  a  cordial  tug  and  jerk; 
Nimbly,  quoth  he,  a  man's  fingers  move 

Wh<^n  his  heart  is  in  his  work. 
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He  8&W  the  same  turnkey  unfettermg  a  mail 

With  little  expedition ; 
And  he  chadded  to  think  of  his  dear  slaTe-trade, 
And  the  long  debates  and  delays  that  were  mads^ 

Conoemingits  abolition. 

He  met  one  of  his  favorite  daughters 

By  an  Evangelical  Meeting: 
And  forgetting  himself  for  joy  at  her  n^^ 
He  would  have  accosted  her  outrighl^ 

And  given  her  a  fiUiierly  greeting; 

Bat  she  tipt  him  the  wink,  drew  back,  and  oried, 

Avaontl  my  name 'a  Beligion  I 
And  then  she  tom'd  to  the  preacher 

And  leer'd  like  a  love-sick  pigeon. 

A  fine  man  and  a  fiunous  Professor  was  he^ 
As  the  great  Alexander  now  may  be, 
Whose  fiime  not  yet  o'erpast  is: 
Or  that  new  Scotch  performer 
Who  is  fiercer  and  warmer, 
The  great  Sir  Arch-Bombastesi 

WHh  throbs  and  throes^  and  ah's  and  oh'a 

Eur  fiuned  his  flock  for  frightning; 
And  thundering  with  his  voice,  the  while 

His  eyes  sdgzag  like  lightning. 

This  Scotch  phenomenon,  I  trow. 

Beats  Alexander  hoUow ; 
Even  when  most  tame 
He  breathes  more  flame 

Then  ten  Fire-Eings  could  swalkm 

Another  daughter  he  presently  met; 

With  music  of  fife  and  drum, 

And  a  consecrated  flag, 

And  shout  of  tag  and  rag, 

And  march  of  rank  and  flle^ 
Which  had  fiU'd  the  crowded 
Of  the  venerable  pile. 

From  3hnrch  he  saw  her 
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He  call'd  her  aode,  and  began  to  ohida^ 
For  what  doat  thou  here  ?  aaid  he , 
My  city  of  Rome  ia  thy  proper  home. 
And  there  'a  work  enough  there  Ibr  th6» 


Thou  haat  confeaaiona  to  liateo, 

And  bella  to  ohriaten, 
And  altara  and  doUa  to  dreea; 

And  foola  to  coax, 

And  Bumera  to  hoax, 
And  beada  and  bonea  to  bleaa; 

And  great  pardona  to  aell 

For  thoae  who  pay  well, 
And  amall  onea  for  tiioee  who  pay 


Nay,  Father,  I  boaat^  that  thia  ia  my  poal^ 
She  answered ;  and  thou  wilt  allow, 

That  the  great  Harlot^ 

Who  ia  dothed  in  acarlet, 
Oan  Tery  weU  apare  me  now. 

Upon  her  buaineeB  I  am  oome  here, 
That  we  may  extend  our  powera : 
Whatever  kta  down  thia  churoh  that  we  hafe% 
Is  something  in  &Tor  of  oora. 

You  will  not  think,  great  Gosmocrat  t 

That  I  spend  my  time  in  fooling ; 
Many  irons,  my  aire,  have  we  in  the  fire, 

And  I  must  leaye  none  of  them  cooling ; 
For  you  must  know  state-councils  here. 
Are  held  which  I  bear  rule  in. 
When  my  liberal  notions, 
Produce  mischieyous  motions, 
There 's  many  a  man  of  good  intent^ 
In  either  house  of  Parliament, 
Whom  I  shall  find  a  tool  in; 
And  I  haye  hopeful  pupib  too 
Who  all  this  while  are  schooling. 

Fine  progress  they  make  in  our  liberal  opiiuoot^ 
My  UtilitarianBy 
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My  an  sorts  of— Jnians 
And  an  sorts  ji—uwoa ; 
Mj  an  sorts  of— ists, 
And  my  Prigs  and  my  Whigs 
Who  haTO  an  sorts  of  twists 
Train'd  in  the  Tory  way,  I  know. 
Father,  yon  would  haTe  them  go; 
High  and  low. 
Wise  and  foolish,  great  and  small, 
Maich-of-InteUect-Boys  all 

Wen  pleased  wilt  thou  be  at  no  very  hr  day 

When  the  oaldron  of  mischief  bofls, 
And  I  bring  them  forth  in  battle  array 

And  bid  them  suspend  their  broils^ 
That  they  may  unite  and  fikU  on  the  prey, 

For  which  we  are  spreading  our  toila 
How  the  nice  boys  an  wiU  give  mouth  at  the  call, 

Hark  away  I  hark  away  to  the  spoils  I 
My  Macs  and  my  Quadcs  and  my  lawless-Jacks, 
My  Shiels  and  O'ConneUsy  my  pious  Mao-DonneU^ 

My  joke-smith  Sydney,  and  an  of  his  Iddn^, 
My  Humes  and  my  Broughams, 
My  merry  old  Jerry, 

My  Lord  Kings,  and  my  Doctor  Doyles  V 

At  dus  good  news,  so  great 
The  Deyfl's  pleasure  grew. 
That  with  a  joyfol  swish  he  rent 

The  hole  where  his  tafl  came  through 


countenance  f^  for  a  moment 
When  he  felt  the  stitches  go ; 
Ah  I  thong}it  he,  there 's  a  job  now 
That  I  Ve  made  for  my  tailor  below. 

Great  news  I  bkx>dy  news  I  cried  a  newsman; 

The  Deyil  said,  Stop,  let  me  see  I 
Chreat  news  ?  bloody  news  ?  thought  Uie  Deffl, 

The  bloodier  the  better  for  mei 
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So  he  bought  the  newspaper,  and  no  newB 

At  an  for  .his  money  he  had. 
Lying  variety  thought  he,  thus  to  take  in  old  lUkkl 

Bat  it  'e  some  8atisfkcti(»i,  my  lad, 
To  know  thou  art  paid  beforehand  for  the  trick, 

For  the  sixpence  I  gaye  thee  is  bad. 

And  then  it  came  into  his  head 

By  oracular  inspiration. 
That  what  he  had  seen  and  what  he  had  wM 

In  the  course  of  this  visitationy 
Would  be  published  in  the  Moxning  Post 

For  an  tiiis  reading  nation. 

Therewith  in  second  sight  he  saw 
The  place  and  the  manner  and  linM^ 

In  which  this  mortal  stoiy 

Would  be  put  in  immortal  ihyma 

That  it  would  happen  when  two  poeli 

Should  on  a  time  be  mety 
In  the  town  of  Nether  Stowej, 

In  the  shire  of  Somerset 

There  while  the  one  was  shaying 
Would  he  the  song  begin; 
And  the  other  when  he  heard  it  at  braakfitf^ 
In  ready  accord  join  in. 

So  each  would  help  the  other, 
Two  heads  being  better  than  one ; 

And  the  phrase  and  conceit 

Would  in  unison  meel^ 
And  so  with  glee  the  yerse  flow  free. 
In  ding-dong  chime  of  sing-song  ihyxni^ 

Tin  the  whole  were  merrily  done. 

And  because  it  was  set  to  the  raior, 

Not  to  the  lute  or  harp, 
Therefore  it  was  that  the  fancy 
Should  be  bright,  and  the  wit  be  sharps 
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Baty  then,  said  Satan  to  himseU^ 

As  for  that  8aid  beginner, 
Against  mj  infernal  Majea^, 

There  ia  no  greater  ainniir. 

He  hath  put  me  in  ugly  baUada 
With  libeloas  pictures  for  sale ; 

He  hath  aooff*d  at  my  hoofs  and  my  honM^ 
And  has  made  yery  free  with  my  tuL 

Bat  this  Ulster  Poet  shall  find 
I  am  not  a  safe  sntject  for  whim; 

For  1 11  set  up  a  School  of  my  own, 
And  my  Poets  shall  set  upon  him. 

He  went  to  a  coffee-house  to  dine, 
And  there  he  had  soy  in  his  dish ; 

Haying  ordered  some  soles  for  his  dinner. 
Because  he  was  fond  of  flat  fish. 

They  are  much  to  my  palate,  thought  be^ 
Ajid  now  guess  the  reason  who  can. 

Why  no  bait  should  be  better  than  plaoe^ 
When  I  fish  for  a  Parliament-man. 

But  the  soles  in  the  bill  were  ten  shillingt; 

Tell  your  master,  quoth  he,  what  I  say; 
If  he  charges  at  this  rate  for  all  things. 

He  must  be  in  a  pretty  good  way. 

But  mark  ye,  said  he  to  the  waiter, 
I*m  a  dealer  myself  in  this  line, 

axnd  his  business,  between  you  and  me^ 
Nothing  like  so  eztensiTe  as  mine. 

Now  soles  are  exceedingly  cheap, 
Which  he  will  not  attempt  to  deny, 

When  I  see  him  at  my  fish-market^ 
I  warrant  him,  by-and-by. 

As  he  went  along  the  Strand 
Between  three  in  the  morning  and  i 

He  observed  a  queer-looking  person 
Who  staggered  from  Perry's  door. 
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And  he  thought  that  all  the  world 
In  TBUi  for  a  man  yon  might  seek, 

Who  could  drink  more  like  a  Tngan 
Or  talk  more  like  a  Qreek. 

The  BeTil  then  ne  prophesied 
It  would  one  daj  be  matter  of  tall^ 
That  with  wine  when  smitten, 
And  with  wit  moreoyer  being  happily  bitlM^ 
Hie  erudite  bibber  was  he  who  had  written 
The  story  of  this  walk. 

A  pretty  mistake,  quoth  the  Devil; 
A  pret^  mistake  I  opine  I 
I  have  put  many  ill  thoughts  in  his  month, 
He  will  never  put  good  ones  in  mine. 

And  whoever  shall  say  that  to  Ponoo 
These  best  of  all  verses  belong, 

He  is  an  untruth-telling  whore-son. 
And  so  shall  be  call'd  hi  the  song. 


And  if  seeking  an  3Hcit  oonneotion  with  &me^ 
Any  one  else  should  pot  in  a  daim, 

In  this  oomical  competition; 
That  excellent  poem  will  prove 
A  man-trap  for  such  foolish  ambition. 
Where  the  siUy  rogue  shall  be  caught  by  the  l^i^ 
And  exposed  in  a  second  edition. 

Now  the  morning  air  was  cold  for  him 

Who  was  used  to  a  warm  abode ; 
And  yet  he  did  not  immediately  wish. 

To  set  out  on  his  homeward  road. 

For  he  had  some  momiug  calls  to  make 

Before  he  went  back  to  Hell; 
So  thought  he  1 11  step  into  a  gaming-] 

And  that  will  do  as  well ; 
But  Just  before  he  could  get  to  the  door 

A  wonder  ul  chance  bef"^ 
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For  aU  on  a  sadden,  in  a  dark  place, 
He  came  npon  General ^'s  burning  fiu)e ; 

And  it  strock  him  with  sach  oonstemation. 
That  home  in  a  hnny  his  way  did  he  take. 
Because  he  thought^  by  a  slight  mistake 

T  was  the  general  conflagration. 


CHURCH   AND   STATE. 

Whbi  Boyalty  was  joong  and  bold. 
Ere,  touch'd  by  Time,  he  had  become — 

If 't  is  not  civil  to  say  old — 
At  least,  a  ei-devanijetine  hommek 

One  evening,  on  some  wild  pursuit^ 
Driving  along,  he  chanced  to  see 

Beligion,  passing  by  on  foot^ 
And  took  him  in  his  vw-d-vii. 

This  said  Religion  was  a  friar, 
The  humblest  and  the  best  of  men. 

Who  ne*er  had  notion  or  desire 
Of  riding  in  a  coach  till  then. 

^  I  say"— quoth  Royalty,  who  rather 
Enjoy'd  a  masquerading  joke 


"  I  say,  suppose,  my  good  old  &ther| 
You  lend  me,  for  a  while,  your  doak.** 

The  friar  consented — ^litUe  knew 
What  tricks  the  youth  had  in  his  head ; 

Besides,  was  rather  tempted,  too^ 
By  a  laced  coat  he  got  in  stead. 

Away  ran  Royalty,  slap-dash, 
Scampering  like  mad  about  the  town  j 

Broke  windows    uhiver*d  lamps  to  smash, 
And  knock'd  wnole  scores  of  watchmen  dowiL 
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While  naught  oonld  they  whose  heads  were  bf  dbi 
Learn  of  the  "  whj"  or  the  *' wherefore,** 

Bzcept  that 't  was  Beligion's  doak 

The  gentleman,  who  crack'd  them,  worau 

Meanwhile,  the  Friar,  whoae  head  was  torn  il 
B7  the  laced  coat,  grew  frisky  too— 

Look'd  big — his  former  habits  spmn'd— 
And  storm'd  about  as  great  men  do- 


Dealt  much  in  pompous  oaths  and 
Said  "  Damn  you,"  often,  or  as  bad — 

Lsid  daim  to  other  people's  purses — 
In  short,  grew  either  knave  or  mad. 

As  woric  like  this  was  unbefitting, 
And  flesh  and  blood  no  longer  bore  it, 

The  Court  of  Common  Sense  then  sitting^ 
Summon'd  the  culprits  both  before  it; 

Where,  after  hours  in  wrangling  qteot 
(As  courts  must  wrangle  to  decide  weD)^ 

Religion  to  St.  Luke's  was  sent. 
And  Royalty  pack'd  off  to  BrideweD : 

With  this  proTiso— Should  they  be 
Restored  in  due  time  to  their  senae^ 

They  both  must  give  security 
In  future,  against  such  ofiensee— 

fieligion  ne'er  to  Imd  Mi  doakf 
Seeing  what  dreadful  work  it  leads  to; 

\nd  Royalty  to  crack  his  joke— 
But  not  to  crack  poor  people's  heads^  toa 


LYING. 

IflOIUS  KOCMA. 

I  DO  confess,  in  many  a  sigh. 
My  lips  have  breath'd  you  many  a  Be, 
And  who,  with  such  delights  in  view, 
Woulil  lose  them  tor  a  be  or  two  ? 
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Nay — look  not  thiis^  with  brow  reproTing: 
Lies  are,  my  dear,  the  soul  of  loving  I 
If  half  we  teU  the  girls  were  true, 
If  half  we  swear  to  thmk  and  do. 
Were  au^  ^  but  lying's  bright  illusion, 
The  world  would  be  in  strange  confbsioiil 
If  ladies'  eyes  were,  every  one, 
As  lovers  swear,  a  radiant  sun, 
Astronomy  should  leave  the  skies, 
To  learn  her  lore  in  ladies'  eyes  I 
Oh  no  I — believe  me,  lovely  girl, 
When  nature  turns  your  teeth  to  pearl. 
Your  neck  to  snow,  your  eyes  to  fire, 
Your  yellow  locks  to  golden  wire. 
Then,  only  then,  can  heaven  decree, 
That  you  should  live  for  only  me, 
Or  I  for  you,  as  night  and  mom. 
We  've  swearing  kiss'd,  and  losing  swoiil 

And  now,  my  gentle  hints  to  dear, 
For  once,  I  'U  tell  yon  truth,  my  dear  I 
Whenever  yon  may  chance  to  meet 
A  loving  youth,  whose  love  is  sweet, 
Long  as  you  're  false  and  he  believes  you. 
Long  as  you  trust  and  he  deceives  you. 
So  long  the  blissful  bond  endures ; 
And  while  he  lies^  his  heart  is  yours : 
But^  oh  I  you  've  whoUy  lost  the  youth 
The  instant  that  he  tells  you  tr^thl 


THE  MILLENNIUM. 


■Oa«8TlD  BT  THE  LATE  WORK  OF  THE  RSVEBEKD  MR.    IRV-1C6 

"oh  PROPHBOY." 

THOMAS  MOOBB, 

liiLLEmnuM  at  hand  I — ^I  'm  delighted  to  hear  it — 

As  matters  both  public  and  private  now  go, 
With  multitudes  round  us,  all  starving  or  near  it^ 

A  good  rich  millennium  vnll  come  d  propot. 
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Mtf  think,  Master  Fred,  what  delight  to  behold, 
Instead  of  thy  benkrapt  old  Oity  of  Bags^ 

A  bran-new  Jerusalem,  built  all  of  gold, 
Sound  bullion  throu^ont^  from  the  roof  to  Ihe 


A  dtj  where  wine  and  cheap  com  shall  abound — 
A  celestial  Ooeaign/^  on  whose  butterfly  shelyes 

We  may  swear  the  best  things  of  this  world  will  be  fomi^ 
As  your  saints  seldom  fail  to  take  care  of  themselTea ! 

Thanks,  reverend  expounder  of  raptures  elysian, 
Diyine  Squintifobua^  who^  placed  within  reach 

Of  two  opposite  worlds  by  a  twist  of  your  vision 
Gan  cast,  at  the  same  time,  a  sly  look  at  teirh ; — 

Fhanks,  thanks  for  the  hopes  thou  hast  given  us,  that  we 

May,  even  in  our  times  a  jubilee  share. 
Which  so  bug  has  been  promised  by  prophets  like  thee^ 

And  so  often  has  fioTd,  we  began  to  despair. 


There  was  Whiston,  who  learnedly  took  Prince  Eug< 
For  the  man  who  must  bring  the  Millennium  about; 

There 's  Faber,  whose  pious  predictions  have  been 
All  belied,  ere  his  book's  first  edition  was  out  ;«• 

There  was  Oounsellor  Dobba,  too,  an  Irish  M.P., 
Who  discoursed  on  the  subject  with  signal  edaif 

And,  each  day  of  his  life,  sat  expecting  to  see 
A  Millennium  break  out  in  the  town  of  Arma^  1 

There  was  also— 4>ut  why  should  I  burden  my  lay 
With  your  Brotherses,  Southcotes,  and  names  less  de0ervin||^ 

When  all  past  MiUenniums  hencefortli  must  give  way 
To  the  last  new  Millennium  of  Orator  Irv-ng. 

Gk)  on,  mighty  man — doom  them  all  to  the  shelf— 
And,  when  next  thou  with  prophecy  troublest  thy 

3h,  forget  not,  I  pray  thee,  to  prove  that  thyself 
Art  the  Beast  (cb^iter  4)  that  s<*ep  nine  ways  at  uncel 
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THE  LITTLE  GKAND  LAMA.  • 

▲  WABIM  FOB  PSDIOn  BOYAJU 

nOHAS  MOOl 

Li  Thibet  onoe  there  reign'd,  we  're  told, 

A  little  Lama^  one  year  old — 

Baieed  to  the  throne,  that  reahn  to  blea^ 

Just  when  his  little  Holiness 

Had  cut — as  near  as  can  be  reckoned — 

Some  say  h^aflni  tooth,  some  his  Moond 

Ghronologers  and  yerses  Taiy, 

Which  proves  historians  shotdd  be  waiy. 

We  only  know  the  important  troth— 

His  Majesty  had  cut  a  tooth. 

And  mndi  his  subjects  were  enchanted, 

Aa  weO  all  Lamas'  subjects  may  be, 
And  would  have  given  tlieir  heads^  if  wantedi 

To  make  tee-totums  for  the  baby 
As  he  was  there  by  Right  Divine 

(What  lawyers  call  Jure  DMno 
Meaning  a  right  to  yours  and  mine, 

And  every  body's  goods  and  rhino)— 
Of  course  his  fkitbiul  subjects'  purses 

Were  ready  with  their  aids  and  succors— 
Nothing  was  seen  but  pensioned  nurses^ 

And  the  land  groan'd  with  bibs  and  tookMft 

tHi  I  had  there  been  a  Hume  or  Bennet 
Then  sitting  in  the  Thibet  Senate, 
Te  gods,  what  room  for  long  debates 
Upon  the  Nursery  Estimates  I 
What  citting  down  of  swaddling-clothee 

And  pin-a-fores,  in  nightly  battles  I 
What  caUs  for  papers  to  expose 

The  waste  of  sugar-plums  and  rattles  f 
But  no— if  Thibet  had  M.P.a, 
They  were  far  better  bred  than  these , 
Nor  gave  the  slightest  opposition, 
Dunng  the  Monarch's  whole  dentition 
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But  short  this  calm ;  for,  just  when  he 
Had  reach'd  the' alarming  age  of  thre^ 
'  When  royal  natures— and,  no  doubt 
Those  of  aU  noble  beasts — ^break  out^ 
The  Lama,  who  till  then  was  quiet^ 
Show'd  symptoms  of  a  taste  for  riot ; 
And,  ripe  for  mischief,  early,  late. 
Without  regard  for  Ohurch  or  State, 
Made  free  with  whosoe'er  came  nigh — 

Tweak'd  the  Lord  Chancellor  by  the 
Tnm'd  all  the  Judges*  wigs  awiy. 

And  trod  on  the  old  G^eneral's  toes — 
Pelted  the  Bishops  with  hot  buns, 

Bode  cock-horse  on  the  dty  maces. 
And  shot^  from  little  devilish  guns. 

Hard  peas  into  his  subjects'  faces. 
In  short,  such  wicked  pranks  he  play'd, 

And  grew  so  mischievous  (God  bless  bimi) 
That  his  chief  Nurse — though  with  the  aid 
Of  an  Archbishop— was  afraid, 

When  in  these  moods,  to  comb  or  dress  bim, 
And  even  the  persons  most  inclined 

For  Kings,  through  thick  and  thin,  to  stickle, 
Thought  him  (if  they  'd  but  speak  their  mind 

Which  they  did  na()  an  odious  pickla,  ' 

» 

At  length,  some  patriot  lords — a  breed        ^ 

Of  animals  they  have  in  Thibet,  \ 

£xtreme]y  rare,  and  fit,  indeed. 

For  folks  like  Pidcock  to  exhibit — 
Some  patriot  lords,  seeing  the  length 
To  which  things  went,  combined  their  strengtlv 
Atod  penn'd  a  manly,  plain  and  free 
Remonstrance  to  the  Nurseiy ; 
In  which,  protesting  that  they  yielded. 

To  none,  that  ever  went  before  *em — 
In  loyalty  to  him  who  wielded 

The  hereditary  pap-spoon  o'er  'em —  ,, 

That,  as  for  treason,  't  was  a  thing  { 

That  made  them  almost  sick  to  •think  o^ 
That  they  and  theirs  stood  by  the  King, 

Throughout  his  measles  and  his  chin-^oai^ 
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When  othera,  thinking  him  oonsumptiT^ 
Had  ratted  to  the  heir  PresiunptiTe ! — 
But  stall — ^though  much  admiring  kings 
(And  chiefly  those  in  leading-strings) — 
Thej  saw,  with  shame  and  grief  of  soul, 

There  was  no  longer  now  the  wise 
And  constitutional  control 

Of  hireh  before  their  ruler^s  eyes; 
But  that,  of  late,  such  pranks  and  tricks^ 

And  freaks  oocuir'd  the  whole  day  long^ 
As  all,  but  men  with  bishoprics, 

Allowed,  even  in  a  King,  were  wrong'— 
Wherefore  it  was  they  humbly  pray'd 

That  Honorable  Nursery, 
Tliat  such  reforms  be  henceforth  made, 

Ab  aU  good  men  desired  to  see ; — 
In  other  words  (lest  they  might  seem 
Too  tedious)  as  tlie  gendest  scheme 
For  putting  all  such  pranks  to  rest^ 

And  in  its  bud  the  mischief  nipping— 
Tbey  yentured  humbly  to  suggest 

His  Majesty  should  have  a  whipping  1 

When  this  was  read — ^no  Oongreve  rodbat 

Discharged  into  the  Gallic  trenches. 
E'er  equall'd  the  tremendous  shock  it 

Produc'd  upon  the  Nursery  Benches. 
The  Bishops,  who,  of  course  had  yotes, 

By  right  of  age  and  petticoats. 
Were  first  and  foremost  in  the  fhss^- 

"  What,  whip  a  Lama  I — suflfer  birch 

To  touch  his  sacred infimious! 

Deistical  I — assailing  thus 

The  fundamentals  of  the  Church  I 
No— no-HSuch  patriot  plans  as  these 
(So  help  them  Heayen — and  their  sees  I) 
They  held  to  be  rank  blasphemies." 

The  alarm  thus  giyen,  by  these  and  other 

Ghraye  ladies  of  the  Nursery  side, 
%>read  through  the  land,  liU,  such  a  pothsr 

8iich  narty  squabbles,  far  and  wide,. 

12 
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Never  in  history's  page  had  been 
Becorded,  as  were  then  between 
The  Whippers  and  Non-whippers 
TiU,  things  arriying  at  a  state 

Which  gave  some  fears  of  reTohrtk^ 
The  patriot  lords'  advice,  thou£^  lote^ 

Was  put  at  last  in  execution. 
The  Parliament  of  Thibet  met— 

The  little  Lama  call'd  before  it^ 
Did,  then  and  there,  his  whipping  gel| 
And  (as  the  Nurseiy  Qasette 
AjBsures  us)  like  a  hero  bore  it 


And  though  'mong  Thibet  Tories, 
Lament  that  Royal  Martyrelom 
(Please  to  observe,  the  letter  D 
In  this  last  word 's  pronounced  like  B), 
Yet  to  the  example  of  that  Prince 

So  much  is  Thibet's  land  a  debtor, 
'Tis  said  her  little  Lamas  since 

Have  all  behaved  themselves  muck  bettec 


ETERNAL  LONDON. 

THOXAS  HOOtt 

Aim  Is  there  then  no  earthly  place 

Where  we  can  rest,  in  dream  Elysian, 
Without  some  cursed,  round  English  fiioe, 

Popping  up  near,  to  break  the  vision! 

Ilid  northern  lakes,  'mid  southern  vinei^ 

Unholy  dia  we're  doom'd  to  meet; 
Nor  highest  Alps  nor  Appenines 

Are  sacred  from  Threadneedle-street* 

If  up  the  Simplon's  path  we  wind. 
Fancying  we  leave  this  world  behind, 
8uch  pleasant  sounds  salute  one's  ear 

-'^  Baddish  new»  fi^im  '(Change,  my  deir— 
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"The  Funds— ^hew, cane  this  nglj  fai&l) 
Are  lowering  ftst— (whati  higher  still  1>— 
And — (sookS)  we  're  mounting  up  to  Heaven  !>-« 
Will  soon  be  down  to  oxty-eeTen.** 

Go  where  we  may — rest  where  we  wiD, 

Btemal  London  haunts  us  stiU. 

The  trash  of  Almack's  or  Fleet-Diteh— 

And  scarce  a  pin's  head  difierenoe  wMeh  ■ 

Ifixes,  though  eyen  to  Ghreeoe  we  run. 

With  every  rill  from  Helicon  I 

And  if  this  rage  for  traveling  lasta^ 

If  Cockneys  of  all  sets  and  castes, 

Old  maidens^  aldermen,  and  squires^ 

WUl  leave  their  puddings  and  coal  IIn% 

To  gape  at  things  in  foreign  lands 

No  soul  among  iJiem  understands— 

If  Blues  desert  their  coteries^ 

To  show  off  'rnong  the  Wahabees— 

If  neither  sex  nor  age  controls^ 

Nor  fear  of  Mamelukes  forbids 
Young  ladies,  with  pink  parasols^ 

To  glide  among  tiie  Pyramids- 
Why,  then,  farewell  all  hope  to  find 
A  spot  that's  free  from  London-kind  I 
Who  knows,  if  to  the  West  we  roam, 

But  we  may  find  some  Blue  ^  at  home" 

Among  the  Blacks  of  Oarolma— 
Or,  flying  to  the  eastward,  see 
Some  Mr&  Hofkihs,  taking  tea 

And  toast  upon  the  Wall  of  China. 


ON   FACTOTUM   NED. 

niOMAS  MOOl 

lies  Factotum  Ned  at  last : 
Long  as  he  breath'd  the  vital  air, 
Nothing  throughout  all  Europe  pass'd 
In  wliioh  he  had  n't  some  small  share. 
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Wlioe'er  was  k^  whoe*er  was 
Whatever  Btatesmen  did  or  said-* 

If  not  exactly  broaght  about. 
Was  all,  at  least^  ooatived  by  Ned 

With  Nap  if  Russia  went  to  war, 
'T  was  owing,  under  Providenoe, 

To  certain  hints  Ned  gave  the  Giar — 
{V%de  his  pamphlet — prioe  six  penoe). 

If  France  was  beat  at  Waterloo— 
As  all,  but  Frenchmen,  think  she  wa* 

To  Ned,  as  Wellington  well  knew, 
Was  owing  half  that  day's  applause. 

Then  for  his  news — so  envoy's  bag 
E'er  pass'd  so  many  secrets  through  i 

Bcazcely  a  telegraph  could  wag 
Its  wooden  finger,  but  Ned  knew  it 

Such  tales  he  had  of  foreign  plots, 
With  foreign  names  one's  ear  to  buKs  i 

From  Bussia  eh^  and  o/b  in  lots, 
From  Poland  owthia  by  the  dozen. 

When  GsoBGi,  alarm'd  for  England's  areed, 
Tum'd  out  Uie  last  Whig  ministiy, 

And  men  ask'd — ^who  advised  the  deed  ? 
Ned  modestly  oonfess'd  'twas  he. 

For  though,  by  some  unlucky  miss, 
He  had  not  downright  aeen  the  King, 

He  sent  such  hints  through  Viscount  19U!i, 
To  Marquis  7%at^  as  dencb'd  the  thing. 

The  same  it  was  in  science,  arts, 
The  drama,  books,  MS.  and  printed — 

Kean  leam'd  from  Ned  his  cleverest  parts, 
And  Scott's  last  work  by  him  was  hinted. 

Ghilde  Harold  in  the  proofs  he  read, 
And,  here  and  there,  infused  some  soul  in 't 

Nay,  Davy's  lamp,  till  seen  by  Ned, 
Had— odd  enough — a  dangerous  hole  in  t 
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T  was  thus,  all  doing  and  aH  knowing^ 

Wit^  statesman,  boxer,  chemist^  singer, 

Whatever  was  the  best  pie  going, 

In  ihat  Ned — ^trust  him — had  hia  finger. 
♦  •  ♦  ♦  ♦ 


LETTEB8 

ntOm  MOB  BIDDT  rnDGB  AT  PABIB  TO  1CI8B  DOBOTET-^—  IX  IBILAVB 

THOMAS  XOOB& 

What  a  time  sinue  I  wrote  1 — I  *m  a  sad  naughty  girl — 
Though,  like  a  teetotum,  I  'm  all  in  a  twirl. 
Yet  even  (as  you  wittily  say)  a  tee-totum 
Between  all  its  twirls  gives  a  letter  to  note  'em. 
But,  Lord,  such  a  place  I  abd  then,  Dolly,  my  dresses, 
My  gowns,  so  divine  I — ^there^s  no  language  expressesi 
Except  just  the  two  words  "  superbe,"  ^  magnifique," 
The  trimmings  of  that  which  I  had  home  last  week  I 
It  is  caU'd — ^I  forget — d  2»--something  which  sounded 
■  Like  dUeampane — but^  in  truth,  I  'm  confounded 
And  bother'd,  my  dear,  'twixt  that  troublesome  boy's 
(Bob's)  cookery  language,  and  Madame  Le  Roi's : 
What  with  fillets  of  roses,  and  fillets  of  veal. 
Things  garni  with  lace,  and  things  gami  with  eel. 
One's  hair,  and  one's  cutlets  both  en  papmote^ 
And  a  thousand  more  things  I  shall  ne'er  have  by  rote^ 
I  can  scarce  teQ  the  difference,  at  least  as  to  phrase, 
Between  beef  d  la  Ptychi  and  curls  d  la  bra^ae, — 
But,  in  short,  dear,  I  'm  trick'd  out  quite  d  la  I^an^am^ 
With  my  bonnet— so  beautiful ! — high  up  and  poking, 
Like  things  that  are  put  to  keep  chimneys  firom  smoking. 

Where  ehaM  1  begin  with  the  endless  delights 
Of  this  Eden  of  milliners,  monkeys,  and  sights — 
This  dear  busy  place,  where  there 's  nothing  transacting, 
But  dressing  and  dinnering,  dancing  and  acting  ? 

Imprimis,  the  Opera — mercy,  my  ears  I 

Bi  other  Bobby's  remark  t'  other  night  was  a  true  one 
'^  This  mtiti  be  the  music,"  said  he,  "  of  the  9pear$y 

Vor  I  'm  curst  if  each  note  of  it  does  n't  run  through  one '" 
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Pa  says  (and  70 j  know,  love,  his  book  'b  to  make  odt), 
T  was  the  Jacobins  brought  erery  mischief  about ; 
That  this  passion  for  roaring  has  come  in  of  late, 
Since  the  rabble  all  tried  for  a  voiee  in  the  State. 
What  a  frightful  idea^  one's  mind  to  overwhelm  I 

What  a  chorus,  dear  DoUj,  would  soon  be  let  looee  of  it 
I^  when  of  age,  every  Toaan  in  the  realm 

Had  a  voice  like  old  Lais,  and  chose  to  make  use  of  it  I 
No— never  was  known  in  Ihis  riotous  sphere 
Such  a  breach  of  the  peace  as  their  singing,  my  dear ; 
So  bad,  too,  you  'd  swear  that  the  god  of  both  arts, 

Of  Music  and  Physic,  had  taken  a  frolic 
For  setting  a  loud  fit  of  asthma  in  parts. 

And  composing  a  fine  rumbling  base  to  a  cholic ! 

But)  the  dancing — ahparJeM  moif  Dolly,  de  go — 
There,  indeed,  is  a  treat  that  cHarms  all  but  Papik 
Such  beauty — such  grace— oh  ye  sylphs  of  romance  I 

Fly,  fly  to  Titania,  and  ask  her  if  «A«  has 
One  ^ght-footed  nymph  in  her  train,  that  can  danc^ 

Like  divine  Bigottini  and  sweet  Fanny  Bias  I 
Fanny  Bias  in  Flora— dear  creature  I — you  *d  swear, 
When  her  delicate  feet  in  the  dance  twinkle  round. 
That  her  steps  are  of  light,  that  her  home  is  the  air, 

And  she  only  par  eomplaixmce  touches  the  ground. 
And  when  Bigottini  in  Psyche  dishevels 

Her  black  flowing  hair,  and  by  demons  is  driven, 
Oh!  who  does  not  envy  those  rude  little  devils, 

That  hold  her,  and  hug  her,  and  keep  her  from  heaven? 
Then,  the  music — so  softly  its  cadences  die, 
So  divinely — oh,  Dolly  1  between  you  and  I, 
It 's  as  well  for  my  peace  that  there 's  nobody  nigh 
To  make  love  to  me  then — you^ve  a  soul,  and  can  judge 
What  a  crisLB  't  would  be  for  your  friend  Biddy  Fudge  I 

The  next  place  (which  Bobby  has  near  lost  his  heart  in). 
They  call  it  the  Play-house — I  think— of  Saint  Martin: 
Quite  charming — and  very  religious — what  folly 
To  say  that  the  French  are  not  pious,  dear  Dolly, 
When  here  one  beholds,  so  correctly  and  rightly, 
The  Testament  tum'd  into  melo-dramee  nightly  * 
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And,  doubtless^  so  foni  they  're  of  scriptural  fto^ 

Tbej  win  soon  get  the  Pentateuch  up  in  five  acta; 

Here  Daniel,  in  pantomime,  bids  bold  defiance 

To  Nebuchadnezzar  and  all  his  stuff 'd  lions, 

While  pretty  young  Israelites  dance  round  the  Pkophfl^ 

In  Terj  thin  cJoihing,  and  hut  litHe  of  it ; — 

Here  B^grand,  who  shines  in  this  scriptoral  path, 

Ab  the  loTely  Susanna,  without  even  a  relic 
Of  drapery  round  her,  comes  out  ciibe  Bath 

In  a  manner,  that.  Bob  saya^  is  quite  Bh6-<mg9Kef 

Boty  in  shorty  dear,  't  womd  take  me  a  month  to  leoite 
AH  the  exquisite  places  we  're  at,  day  and  night ; 
And,  besides,  ere  I  finish,  I  think  you'll  be  giad 
Just  to  hear  one  delightfiil  adventure  I  've  had. 

Last  night,  at  liie  Beaqjon,  a  place  where — ^I  doubt 
If  I  weQ  can  describe — there  are  care  that  set  out 
From  a  lighted  pavilion,  high  up  in  the  air, 
And  rattle  you  down,  DoU — you  hardly  know  where. 
These  yehides,  mind  me,  in  which  you  go  tibrough 
This  delightfully  dangerous  journey,  hold  two. 
Some  cayalier  asks,  with  humility,  whether 

You  11  venture  down  with  him— you  smile — ^"tis  a  maish 
In  an  instant  you  're  seated,  and  down  both  together 

Qo  thundering,  as  if  you  went  post  to  old  Scratch ; 
Wen,  it  was  but  last  night,  as  I  stood  and  remark'd 
On  the  looks  and  odd  ways  of  the  girls  who  embark'd, 
The  impatience  of  some  for  the  perilous  flight, 
The  fi>rc'd  giggle  of  others,  'twixt  pleasure  and  firi^t, 
That  there  came  up — Imagine,  dear  DoU,  if  you  can — 
A  fine  saUow,  sublime,  sort  of  Werter-&c*d  man, 
With  mustaches  that  gave  (what  we  read  of  so  oftX 
The  dear  Corsair  ezpressdon,  half  savage,  half  soft 
Ab  HyfBuas  in  love  may  be  fancied  to  look,  or 
A  something  between  Abelard  and  old  Blucherl 
Up  he  came,  DoH,  to  me,  and  uncovering  his  head 
(Bather  bald,  but  so  warlike  I)  in  bad  English  said, 
"  Ah  I  my  dear — if  Ma'mselle  vil  be  so  very  good — 
Just  for  von  little  course" — ^though  I  scarce  understood 
What  he  wish'd  me  to  do,  I  said,  thank  him,  I  would. 
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Off  we  set — and,  th-Dogh  'faith,  dear,  I  hardly  knew  whetber 

My  head  or  my  heels  were  the  uppermost  then, 
For 't  was  like  heaven  and  earth,  Dolly,  coming  together — 

Yet^  spite  of  the  danger,  we  dared  it  again. 
And  oil !  as  I  gased  on  the  featores  and  air 

Of  the  man,  who  for  me  all  this  peril  defied, 
I  oould  fiincy  almost  he  and  I  were  a  pair 

Of  mihappy  young  lovers^  who  thus,  side  by  side^ 
Were  taking,  instead  of  rope,  pistol,  or  dagger,  a 
Desperate  dash  down  the  &l]s  of  Niagaral 


This  achieVd,  through  the  gardens  we  saunter'd  abont^ 

Saw  the  fire-works,  ezclaim'd  "  magnifique  I"  at  each  araokei 
And,  when  't  was  all  o'er,  the  dear  man  saw  us  out 

With  the  air,  I  wiU  say,  of  a  prince,  to  our  fiacre. 
Now,  hear  me — ^this  stranger — ^it  may  be  mere  folly^ 
But  who  do  you  think  we  all  think  it  is,  DoUy  ? 
Why,  bless  you,  no  less  than  the  great  King  of  Prussia, 
Who 's  here  now  inoog.'*-he,  who  made  such  a  fuss,  yoa 
Remember,  in  London,  with  Blucher  and  Platof^ 
When  Sal  was  near  kissing  old  Blucher's  cravat  off  I 
Pa  says  he  *s  come  here  to  look  ailer  his  money 
(Not  taking  things  now  as  he  used  under  Boney), 
Which  suits  with  our  fiiend,  for  Bob  saw  him,  he  swore^ 
Looking  shaip  to  the  silver  received  at  the  door. 
Besides^  too,  they  say  that  his  grief  for  his  Queen 
(Which  was  plain  in  this  sweet  fellow's  &ce  to  be  seen) 
Requires  such  a  stimulant  dose  as  this  car  is, 
Used  three  times  a  day  with  young  ladies  in  Paris. 
Some  Doctor,  indeed,  has  declared  that  such  grief 

Should — ^unless  't  would  to  utter  despairing  its  folly  posh** 
Fly  to  the  Beaujon,  and  there  seek  relief 

By  rattling,  as  Bob  says,  ^  like  shot  throu£^  a  holly-bnsh." 


I  must  now  bid  adieu— only  think,  Dolly,  think 

If  this  shotdd  be  the  King — ^I  have  scarce  slept  a  wink 

With  imagining  how  it  will  sound  in  the  papers. 

And  how  all  the  Misses  my  good  luck  will  grudge, 
When  they  read  that  Count  Buppin,  to  drive  away  YBpon, 

Has  gone  down  the  Beaujon  with  Miss  Biddy  Fudge. 
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SbUt  Bene, — ^Papa's  almost  certain  'tis  he — 
For  he  knows  the  L*git**ate  cnt^  and  could  see, 
£n  the  way  he  went  poising,  and  managed  to  tower 
80  erect  in  the  car,  the  true  Balance  of  Power, 
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Well,  it  ia  n*i  the  Eiing,  after  all,  my  dear  creature  I 

But  donH  you  go  laugh,  now — there 's  nothing  to  quijs  in  '^" 
For  grandeur  of  air  and  for  grimness  of  feature, 

He  might  be  a  King,  Doll,  though,  hang  him,  he  isn't 
At  first  I  felt  hurt,  for  I  wish*d  it,  I  own. 
If  for  no  other  cause  than  to  vex  Miss  Malonb — 
(The  great  heiress,  you  know,  of  Shandangan,  who 's  here, 
Showing  off  with  atteh  airs  and  a  real  Cashmere, 
While  mine's  but  a  paltry  old  rabbit-skin,  dear !) 
But  says  Pa^  after  deeply  considering  the  thing, 
'*  I  am  just  as  well  pleased  it  should  not  be  the  King ; 
As  I  think  for  my  Bibdy,  so  genUKe  joUe^ 

Whos^  charms  may  their  price  in  an  howesi  way  fetch , 
That  a  Brandenburg — (what  is  a  Brandenburg,  Dollt  ?)- 

Would  be,  after  all,  no  such  very  great  catcL 
If  the  B    0    T,  indeed — ^"  added  he,  looking  sly — 
(You  remember  that  comical  squint  of  his  eye) 
But  I  stopp'd  him — *'  La,  Pa,  how  oan  you  say  so. 
When  the  B— G — r  loves  none  but  old  women,  you  knowT 
Which  is  &ct,  my  dear  Dolly — we,  girls  of  eighteen, 
And  so  slim — ^Lord,  he  *d  think  us  not  fit  to  be  seen ; 
And  would  like  us  much  better  as  old — ^ay,  as  old 
As  that  Countess  of  Desmond,  of  whom  I  've  been  told 
That  she  lived  to  much  more  than  a  hundred  and  ten. 
And  was  kiU'd  by  a  fall  from  a  cherry-tree  then  1 
What  a  fiisky  old  girl  I  but— to  come  to  my  lovor, 

Who,  though  not  a  king,  is  a  hero  I  *11  swear — 
You  shall  hear  all  that's  happened  just  briefly  run  over, 

Since  that  happy  night,  when  we  whisk'd  through  the  ai/l 

Let  me  see — 'twas  on  Saturday — ^yes,  Dolly,  yea — 
From  that  evening  I  date  the  first  dawn  of  my  bliss; 
When  we  both  rattled  off  in  that  dear  little  carriage, 
Whose  journey,  Bob  says,  is  so  like  love  and  marriage 

12* 
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<<  Beginning  gay,  desperate,  daahing  down-hiBj; 

And  ending  as  dull  as  a  six-inside  Dilly  I" 

Well,  scarcely  a  wink  did  I  sleep  the  night  throng 

And,  next  day,  having  scribbled  my  letter  to  yoo, 

With  a  heart  fiill  of  hope  this  sweet  Mow  to  meet, 

8et  oat  with  Papa,  to  see  Loua  Diz-huit 

Make  his  bow  to  some  half-doeen  women  and  boys^ 

Who  get  up  a  small  conoert  of  shrill  Vwe  leRob — 

And  how  vastly  genteeler,  my  dear,  even  this  is. 

Than  vulgar  Pall-MaU's  oratorio  of  hisses  I 

fhe  gardens  seem*d  fuU— eo,  of  course,  we  walk'd  o'er  '< 

'Mong  orange-trees,  dipp'd  into  town-bred  deoomm. 

And  Daphnes,  and  vases,  and  many  a  statue 

There  staring,  with  not  even  a  stitch  on  them,  at  you  1 

The  ponds,  too,  we  view'd — stood  awhile  on  the  brink 

To  contemplate  the  play  of  those  pretty  gold  fish* 
**  iMt  BuUionj"  says  merciless  Bob,  "  which  I  think, 

Would,  if  coMd,  with  a  little  mini  sauce,  be  delidousr 

But  whatj  Dolly,  what  is  the  gay  orange-grove, 

Or  gold  fishes,  to  her  that's  in  search  of  her  love? 

In  vain  did  I  wildly  ezpbre  every  chair 

Where  a  thing  like  a  man  was — no  lover  sat  there  I 

In  vain  my  fond  eyes  did  I  eagerly  cast 

At  the  whiskers,  mustaches,  and  wigs  that  went  past, 

To  obtain,  if  I  could,  but  a  glance  at  that  curl. 

But  a  g^pse  of  those  whiskers,  as  sacred,  my  girl, 

As  the  lock  that,  Pa  says,  is  to  Mussulmen  given, 

For  the  angel  to  hold  by  that  'Uugs  them  to  heaven  T 

Alas,  there  went  by  me  full  many  a  quiz, 

And  mustaches  in  plenty,  but  nothing  like  his  I 

Disappointed,  I  found  myself  sighing  out  "  well-a-day,'* 

Thought  of  the  words  of  T — a  M — re's  Irish  melody, 

Something  about  the  "^  green  spot  of  delight," 

(Which  you  know,  Captain  Macintosh  sung  to  us  one  day :' 
kh,  Dolly  i  my  "  spot"  was  that  Saturday  night, 

And  its  verdure,  how  fleeting,  liad  wither'd  by  Sundajl 

We  dined  at  a  tavern — ^La,  what  do  I  say  ? 

If  Bob  was  to  know  1 — a  ResiaurcUeur^  dear  i 
Where  your properest  ladies  go  diue  every  day, 

.And  drink  Burgundy  out  of  large  tumblers,  like 
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Vine  Bob  (for  he  'a  reaHj  grown  nip«r-fine) 

Gcndesoended,  for  once,  to  make  one  of  the  par^; 
Of  coarse,  though  but  three,  we  had  dumer  for  nine^ 

And,  in  spite  of  my  grie^  love,  I  own  I  ate  hearty; 
Indeed,  DoU,  I  know  not  how  'tis,  but  in  grie^ 
[  have  always  found  eating  a  wondrous  retief ; 
AJid  Bob,  who  *8  in  ^ye,  said  he  felt  the  same  quU^-^ 

"  My  sighs,"  said  he  ^  ceased  with  the  first  glass  I  drank  yon ; 
The  Jamb  made  me  tranqui],  the  pt^  made  me  li^^t^ 

And  now  that 's  all  o'er— why,  I  'm— pretty  well,  thankyoar 

To  my  great  annoyance,  we  sat  rather  late ; 
For  Bobby  and  Pa  had  a  furious  debate 
About  singing  and  cookery — Bobby,  of  course, 
Standing  up  for  the  latter  Fine  Art  in  full  force ; 
And  Pa  saying,  ^  God  only  knows  which  is  worst, 

The  French  singers  or  cooks,  but  I  wish  us  well  oyer  it— 
What  with  old  Lais  and  V6iy,  I  'm  curst 

If  my  head  or  my  stomach  will  ever  recoyer  it !" 
T  was  dark  when  we  got  to  the  Boolevards  to  stroll, 

And  in  yain  did  I  lool^  'mong  the  street  Macaronis^ 
When  sudden  it  struck  me— last  hope  of  my  soul — 

That  some  angel  might  take  the  dear  man  to  Tortom'a  I 
We  enter'd— and  scarcely  had  Bob,  with  an  air, 

For  a  grappa  a  la  jardiniere  call'd  to  the  waiters, 
When,  ohl  DoU,  I  saw  him — ^my  hero  was  there 

(For  I  knew  his  white  small-clothes  and  brown  leathai 
gaiters),  ^ 

A  group  of  fiur  statues  from  Gkeece  smiling  o*er  him,  ^ 
And  lots  of  red  currant-juice  sparkling  before  him  1 
Oh  Dolly,  these  heroes — ^what  creatures  they  are  I 

In  the  boudoir  the  same  as  in  fields  fiill  of  slaughter; 
As  cool  in  the  Beaujon's  precipitous  car 

As  when  safe  at  Tortoni's,  o*er  iced  currant-water ! 
He  joined  us — ^imagine,  dear  creature  my  ecstacy — 
Join'd by  the  man  I'd  haye  broken  ten  necks  to  seel 
Bob  wi^'d  to  treat  him  with  punch  d  la  ghice, 
But  the  sweet  fellow  swore  that  my  beauU^  my  graet, 
And  mj  fe^n&'aaiB-^uoi  (then  his  whiskers  he  twiri'^ 
Were,  to  him,  "  on  de  top  of  all  ponch  in  de  vorld."— 
How  pretty  1 — ^though  oft  (as,  of  course,  it  must  be) 
Both  his  French  and  his  English  are  Greek,  DoQ,  to 
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Buty  in  shorty  I  felt  happy  as  eyer  fond  heart  did: 
Vnd,  happier  stOI,  when  *t  was  fix'd,  ere  we  parted, 
That,  if  the -next  day  should  bepaghral  weather, 
We  all  would  set  off  in  French  buggies,  together, 
To  see  Mmtmorenci^ — ^that  place  which,  you  know, 
Jb  so  &mous  for  cherries  and  Jean  Jacques  Bousaeau^ 
His  card  then  he  gave  us— the  name,  ratlier  creased — 
Bat  *t  was  Oalioot — something— a  colonel,  at  least  I 
After  which — sure  there  never  was  hero  so  civil — L« 
Saw  us  safe  home  to  our  door  in  Rue  BiooU, 
Where  his  lati  words,  as  at  parting,  he  threw 
A  soft  look  o*er  his  shoulders,  were — "  how  do  you  io  f* 

But,  Lord — ^there  's  Papa  for  the  poet — ^I  *m  so  vexM — 
Monbmoreney  must  now,  love,  be  kept  for  my  next 
That  dear  Sunday  night  I — I  was  charmingly  dreas'd, 
And— «o  providential— was  looking  my  best; 
Such  a  sweet  muslin  gown,  with  a  flounce— and  my  frills, 
You  've  no  notion  how  rich— ^though  Pa  has  by  the  bilby 
And  you  'd  smile  had  you  seen,  when  we  sat  rather  near. 
Colonel  Oalicot  eyeing  the  cambric,  my  dear. 
Then  the  flowers  in  my  bonnet — ^but,  la,  it's  in  vain — 
So,  good  by,  my  sweet  DoU — ^I  shall  soon  write  again. 

B.  r. 

Nbia  hena — our  love  to  all  neighbors  about — 
Your  papa  in  particular — ^how  is  his  gout  7 

P.  %. — I've  just  open'd  my  letter  to  say, 
In  your  next  you  must  teU  me  (now  do,  Dolly,  pray 
For  I  hate  to  ask  Bob,  he 's  so  ready  to  quia) 
What  sort  of  a  thing,  dear,  a  Brandenburg  is. 
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A.T  last,  DoLLT — ^thanks  to  a  potent  emetic 
Which  BoBBT  and  Pa,  with  grimace  sympathetM^ 
Have  swallowed  this  morning  to  balance  the  Uiai 
Of  an  .eel  maUiloief  and  a  biaqiie  cPecrevieaeB — 
I  Ve  a  morning  at  home  to  myself  and  sit  down 
To  describe  you  our  heavenly  trip  out  of  town. 
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How  agog  jcn  mist  be  for  this  letter,  mj  dear  I 

Lady  J  axe  in  the  noyel  less  langaish'd  to  hear 

If  that  elegant  oomet  she  met  at  Lord  NitzIiLI*! 

Was  actually  dying  with  love  or — ^blae  devilsL 

But  love,  DoLLTy  love  is  the  theme  /pursue ; 

With,  blue  deTila,  thank  heaven,  I  Ve  nothing  to  do— 

Except,  indeed,  dear  Colonel  Gauoot  spies 

Any  imps  of  that  color  in  eeriain  blue  eyes^ 

Which  he  stares  at  till  J^  Doll^  at  Juis  do  the  same ; 

Then  he  simpers— I  blush — and  would  often  exclaim, 

If  I  knew  but  the  French  for  it^  '^  Lord,  sir,  for  shame  T" 

WeQ,  the  morning  was  lovely — the  trees  in  foil  dress 
For  the  hxppj  occasion — ^the  sunshine  expma — 
Had  we  ordered  it  dear,  of  the  best  poet  going. 
It  scarce  could  be  fumiah'd  more  golden  and  glowing. 
Though  late  when  we  started,  the  scent  of  the  air 
Was  like  G-Aim'B  rose-water,  and  bright  here  and  there 
On  the  grass  an  odd  dew-drop  was  glittering  yet^ 
Uke  my  aunt^s  diamond  pin  on  her  green  tabinet  I 
And  the  birds  seemed  to  warble,  as  blest  on  the  boughs, 
Ab  if  sckA  a  plumed  Qauoot  had  for  her  spouse^ 
And  the  grapes  were  aH  blushing  and  kissing  in  rows. 
And — ^in  shorty  need  I  tell  you,  wherever  one  goes 
With  the  creature  one  loves^  'tis  all  eotileur  de  roae  ; 
And  ah,  I  shall  ne'er,  lived  I  ever  so  long,  see 
A  day  such  as  that  at  divine  Montmorency  1 

There  was  but  <yM  drawback — at  first  when  we  starte«l, 

The  Colonel  and  I  were  inhumanly  parted ; 

How  cruel — young  hearts  of  such  moments  to  rob  I 

He  weut  in  Pa's  buggy,  and  I  went  with  Bob  : 

And,  I  own,  I  felt  spitefully  happy  to  know 

That  Papa  and  his  comrade  agreed  but  90-90, 

For  the  Colonel,  it  seems,  is  a  stickler  of  Bokbt's — 

Served  with  him,  of  course — nay,  I  'm  sure  they  were  cTonlsi 

So  martial  his  features,  dear  Doll,  you  can  trace 

Uhn,  Austerlit^  Lodi,  as  plain  in  his  face 

As  you  do  on  that  pillar  of  gloiy  and  brass 

Which  the  poor  Due  de  B**bi  mnst  hate  ao  to  pasa 

It  appears,  too,  he  made--«s  most  foreigners  do— 

Ab<Mit  SngliBh  afBiirs  an  odd  blunder  or  two. 
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Foi  example— imiled  by  the  namefl^  I  dare  say — 
fie  confounded  Jaok  Oastub  with  Lord  Cabilibkaa. 
And— Bach  a  mistake  as  no  mortal  hit  e^er  on- 
Fancied  the  premni  Lord  Qakdbv  the  dtver  one  I 

But  politics  ne'er  were  the  sweet  fellow's  trade ; 
'T  was  for  war  and  the  ladies  my  Colonel  was  made. 
And,  oh,  had  yon  heard,  as  together  we  walk'd 
Through  that  beautiful  forest^  how  sweetly  he  talk'd ; 
And  how  perfectly  well  he  appeared,  Doll^  to  know 
All  the  life  and  adventures  of  Jbah  Jacques  Boussbav  I— 
**  'T  was  there^"  said  he-— not  that  his  toordi  I  can  state— 
'T  was  a  gibberish  that  Cupid  alone  could  translate ; — 
But  ''there,"  said  he  (pointing  where,  small  and  remote^ 
The  dear  Hermitage  rose), ''  there  his  Julb  he  wrote, 
Upon  paper  gilt-edged,  without  blot  or  erasure, 
Then  sanded  it  over  wilJi  silver  and  azure, 
And— oh,  what  will  genius  and  fimcy  not  do  ? — 
Tied  the  leaves  up  together  with  nompareine  bine !" 
What  a  trait  of  Rousseau  I  what  a  crowd  of  emotions 

From  sand  and  blue  ribbons  are  (fonjured  up  here  I 
Alas  I  that  a  man  of  such  exquisite  notions. 

Should  send  his  poor  brats  to  the  Foundling,  my  dear  I 

**  'T  was  here,  too^  perhaps,"  Colonel  Calioot  said — 
As  down  the  small  garden  he  pensively  led — 
(Though  once  I  coidd  see  his  sublime  forehead  wrinkle 
With  rage  not  to  find  there  the  loved  periwinkle) — 
^  'T  was  here  he  received  from  the  fiedr  D'Efinat, 
(Who  call'd  him  so  sweetly  her  Aor,  every  day), 
That  dear  flannel  petticoat,  pull'd  off  to  form 
A  waistcoat  to  keep  the  en^uaiast  warm  I" 

Such,  Doll,  were  the  sweet  recollections  we  ponder^ J, 
As,  fbU  of  romauce,  through  that  valley  we  wandered, 
The  flannel  (one's  train  of  ideas,  how  odd  it  is  ) 
Led  us  to  talk  about  other  commodities, 
Cambric  and  silk,  and  I  ne'er  shall  foxget, 
For  the  sun  was  then  hastening  in  pomp  to  itb  set, 
And  full  on  the  Colonel's  dark  whiskers  shone  down, 
When  he  ask'd  ne^  with  eagerness — who  made  my  gowB  ? 
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ne  question  confttsed  me — ^for,  Doll^  yen  must  knoWi 
And  I  ottgJU  to  have  told  my  best  friend  long  ago^ 
That^  by  Pa's  strict  command,  I  no  longer  employ 
That  enchanting  ecnUuriere,  Madame  Lb  Roi, 
But  am  forced,  dear,  to  have  Yiotobihb,  who— deuce  take 
It  seems  is,  at  present^  the  king's  mantua-maker— 
I  mean  o/hispartj^ — and,  though  much  the  smartesti 
Lb  Boi  is  condemned  as  a  rank  B^n^pa'H'^ 


Think,  Doll,  how  confounded  I  look*d — so  well 

The  Ocdond's  opinions— my  dheeks  were  quite  g^wing ; 

I  stammer'd  out  something — nay,  eren  half  named 

The  legitimate  semptress,  when,  loud,  he  exclaimed, 

« YeS)  yes,  by  the  stiching  'tia  plain  to  be  seen 

It  was  made  by  that  B**rb*n**t  b— h,  YioroBon  I" 

What  a  word  for  a  hero,  but  heroes  vhU  err, 

And  I  thought^  dear,  I  'd  tell  you  things  Just  as  they  were^ 

Besides,  though  the  word  on  good  manners  intrench, 

I  assure  you,  'tis  not  ha^ao  shocking  in  French. 

But  this  doud,  though  embarrassing,  soon  pass'd  away. 
And  the  bliss  altogether,  the  dreams  of  that  day, 
The  thoughts  that  arise  when  such  dear  fellows  woo 
The  noOiinge  that  then,  lore,  are  every  thing  to  us — 
That  quick  correspondence  of  glances  and  sighs^ 
And  what  Bob  calls  the  ''  Twopenny-Post  of  the  EyesT. 
Ah  Doll,  though  I  know  you  've  a  heart,  'tis  in  Tain 
To  a  heart  so  unpracticed  these  things  to  explain. 
They  can  only  be  felt  in  their  fullness  divine 
By  her  who  has  wander'd,  at  evening's  decline. 
Through  a  valley  like  thal^  with  a  Colonel  like  mine! 

But  here  I  must  finish — for  Bob,  my  dear  Dollt, 
Whom  physic^  I  find,  always  makes  melancholy, 
Is  seized  with  a  hiusf  for  church-yard  reflectiims; 
And  Ml  of  all  yesterday's  rich  recollections, 
le  just  setting  off  for  Montmartre — "  foF  there  is,*' 
8aid  he,  lookmg  solemn,  <'  the  tomb  of  the  YbbtbI 
Long,  long  have  I  wisn'd,  as  a  votary  true, 

O'er  the  grave  of  such  talents  to  utter  my  moaot; 
And  to-day,  as  my  stomach  is  not  in  good  cue 

Vor  the  fleA  of  the  Ybbt»— I'U  visit  their  hmmr 
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He  insists  upon  my  going  with  bim — how  teasinet 

This  letter,  however,  dear  Dolly,  shall  lie 
XJnseal'd  in  my  drawer,  that  if  any  thixig  pleasing 

Oocurs  while  I  'm  oat^  I  may  tell  you — Gkx)d-by. 

Fcnsr  o*clo6k 
Oh,  DoUiY,  dear  Dollt,  I  'm  ruin'd  foreyer — 
I  ne'er  shall  be  happy  again,  Dolly,  never ; 
To  think  of  the  wretch  I — ^what  a  victim  was  1 1 
'Tis  too  much  to  endure — ^I  shall  die,  I  shall  die  1 
My  brain 's  in  a  fever — my  pulses  beat  quicb— 
I  shall  die,  or,  at  least^  be  exceedingly  siok  I 
Oh  what  do  you  think  ?  after  all  my  romancing, 
My  visions  of  gloiy,  my  sighing,  my  glancing 
This  Gobnel — ^I  scarce  can  commit  it  to  papei>— 
This  Colonel 's  no  more  than  a  vile  linen-draper  1 1 
'Tis  true  as  I  live — I  had  ooax'd  brother  Bob  so 
(You  '11  hardly  make  out  what  I  'm  writing,  I  sob  soX 
For  some  little  gift  on  my  birth-day — September 
The  thirtieth,  dear,  I  'm  eighteen,  you  remember— 
That  Bob  to  a  shop  kindly  order'd  the  coach 

(Ah,  little  thought  I  who  the  shopman  would  prova). 
To  bespeak  me  a  few  of  those  mouchoin  depoche. 

Which,  in  happier  hours^  I  have  sighed  for,  my  love-* 
(The  most  beautiful  things — ^two  Napoleons  the  price— 
And  one 's  name  in  the  comer  embroidered  so  nice  1} 
Well,  with  heart  full  of  pleasure,  I  enter'd  the  shop, 
But — ^ye  gods,  what  a  phantom  I — ^I  thought  I  should  dro|^ 
There  he  stood,  my  dear  Dolly — no  room  for  a  doubt — 

There,  behind  the  vile  counter,  these  eyes  saw  him  stand. 
With  a  piece  of  French  cambric  before  him  roU'd  out, 

And  that  horrid  yard-measure  upraised  in  his  hand  1 
Oh — Papa  all  along  knew  the  secret^  'tis  dear — 
'T  was  a  a  shopman  he  meant  by  a  "  Brandenburg,**  dear  1 
The  man,  whom  I  fondly  had  fancied  a  King, 

And  when  that  too  ddightful  illusion  was  past, 
As  a  hero  had  worship'd — ^vile  treacherous  things 

To  turn  out  but  a  low  linen-draper  at  last! 
My  head  swam  round — ^the  wretch  smil'd,  I  beheve^ 
But  his  smiling,  alas  I  could  no  longer  deceive— > 
I  fell  back  on  Bob — my  whole  heart  seem'd  to  wiAer, 
And  pale  as  a  ghost,  I  was  carried  back  hither  I 
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1  only  remember  that  Bob,  as  I  caught  Lux, 
With  cruel  facetioti^neas  said — ^  Curse  the  Kiddj, 

A  staunch  Bevolutioiiist  always  I  've  thought  him, 
But  now  I  find  out  he 's  a  QownUir  one,  Biddt  1" 

Only  think,  my  dear  creature,  if  this  should  be  known 
To  that  saucy  satirical  thing,  Miss  Malonx  I 
What  a  stoiy  'twill  be  at  Shandangen  forever  I 

What  laughs  and  what  quizzing  she  II  have  with  the  aeat 
It  win  spread  through  the  country — ^and  never,  oh  never 

Can  Biddy  be  seen  at  Kilrandy  again  I 

Pbrewell — ^I  shall  do  something  desperate,  I  fbar — 
And  ah  I  if  my  fate  ever  reaches  your  ear, 
One  tear  of  compassion  my  Doll  will  not  grudge 
To  her  pooiv— broken-hearted — young  fiiendj 

Biddt  FuDcn. 

Abfo  AfML — ^I  'm  sure  you  will  hear  with  delight, 
That  we  're  going,  all  three,  to  see  BRtonr  to-night 
A  laugh  win  revive  m&r-and  kind  Mr.  Ck)x 
(Do  you  know  him  ?)  has  got  us  the  Qovemor's  box. 
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RIC&ABD  BBINSLIT  angPTnAW 

What  motley  cares  OoriDa's  mind  perplex, 

Whom  maids  and  metapLors  conspire  to  vexl 

In  stodious  dishabille  behold  her  sit, 

A  lettered  gossip  and  a  household  wit ; 

At  once  invoking,  though  for  different  views^ 

Her  gods,  her  cook,  her  noilliner  and  muse. 

Bound  her  streM  ed  room  a  fiippery  chaos  lies^ 

A  checkered  wreck  of  notable  and  wise, 

BiBs,  books,  caps,  couplets,  combs,  a  varied  maa^ 

Oppress  the  toilet  and  obscure  the  £^ass; 

Unfinished  here  an  epigram  is  laid, 

And  there  a  mantua-maker's  bill  unpaid. 

There  new-boru  plays  foretaste  the  town's  applansa^ 

There  dormact  patterns  pine  tor  future  gama 
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A.  moral  essay  now  is  aU  her  care, 

A  satire  next^  and  then  a  bfll  of  fiEire. 

A  scene  she  now  projects,  and  now  a  dish ; 

Here  Act  the  First,  and  here,  Bemove  with  FudL 

Now,  while  this  eye  in  a  fine  frenzy  roUa^ 

That  soberly  casts  up  a  bill  for  coals ; 

Black  pins  and  daggers  in  one  leaf  ^e  stiokai, 

And  tws,  and  threads^  and  bowls^  and  thimbleft  niiz» 


NETLET  ABBEY* 

B. 

I  iAW  thee,  Netley,  as  the  sun 
Across  the  western  wave 

Was  sinking  slow, 

And  a  golden  g^ow 
To  thy  roofless  towers  he  gave; 

And  the  iyy  sheen 

With  its  mantle  of  green 
That  wrapt  thy  walls  around, 

Shone  lovelily  bright 

In  that  glorious  light^ 
And  I  felt 't  was  holy  ground. 


Then  I  thought  of  the  ancient  time^ 
The  days  of  thy  monks  of  old, — 
When  to  matin,  and  yesper,  and  compline  ohinie^ 
The  loud  Hoeanna  roll'd, 
And,  thy  courts  and  **  long-drawn  aisles" 
Swell'd  the  full  tide  of  sacred  song. 

And  then  a  vision  pass'd 

Across  my  mental  eye; 
And  silver  shiines,  and  shaven  crowns, 
And  delicate  ladies,  in  bombazeen  gowns^ 

And  long  white  vails,  went  by ; 
Stiff,  and  staid,  and  solemn,  and  sad,^ 
—But  one,  methought,  wink'd  at  the  ^  Gfardener-lad  V 

*  A  Boted  mill,  moeh  flreqoeoted  by 
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Ihen  came  tne  Abbot^  lyith  miter  and  rmg, 
And  pastoral  staff,  and  all  that  sort  of  things 
And  a  monk  with  a  book,  and  a  monk  with  a  oel^ 

And  "  dear  linen  souls," 

In  dean  linen  stoles, 
Swinging  their  censers,  and  making  a  smelL— 
And  see  where  the  Ghoir-master  walks  in  the  rear 

With  front  severe 

And  brow  austere, 
Now  and  then  pinching  a  little  boy's  ear 
When  he  chants  the  responses  too  late  or  too  aoo^ 
Or  his  Do,  lU,  M,  Ih,  Sol,  La  'f  not  quite  in  tona 

(Then  you  know 

They  'da"  movable  Do," 
Not  a  fiz'd  one  as  now — and  of  course  never  kneur 
How  to  set  up  a  musical  Hullah-baloo.) 
It  was,  in  sooth,  a  comely  sight, 
4]id  I  weloom'd  the  vision  with  pure  deli|^t 


But  then  "a  diange  came  o'er'* 
My  ^irit — a  change  of  fear — 
That  gorgeous  scene  I  beheld  no  more^ 
But  deep  beneath  the  basement  floor 
A  dungeon  dark  and  drear  I 
And  there  was  an  ugly  hole  in  the  wall — 
Foe  an  oven  too  big,--for  a  cellar  too  small  I 
And  mortar  and  bricks 
All  ready  to  fix. 
And  I  said,  "  Here 's  a  Nun  has  been  playing  some  trioki  !-■ 
That  horrible  holt!  1 — ^it  seems  to  say, 
*  I  'm  a  grave  that  gapes  for  a  living  prey  I'  ^ 
And  my  heart  grew  sick,  and  my  brow  grew  sad— 
And  I  thought  of  that  wink  at  the  Qardener-lad. 
Ah  me  I  ah  me  I — ^'tis  sad  to  think 
That  maiden's  eye,  which  was  made  to  wink, 
Should  here  be  compelled  to  grow  blear  and  blink, 
Or  be  closed  for  aye 
In  this  kind  of  way. 
Shut  out  forever  from  wholesome  day, 
Wall'd  up  in  a  hole  with  never  a  chink. 
No  light, — iio  air, — ^no  victuals, — ^no  drink  I-— 
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And  that  maiden's  lip. 
Which  was  made  to  sip, 
Should  here  grow  witlier'd  and  diy  as  a  iAap  I 
— ^That  wandering  fiance  and  furtive  kisB^ 
Exceedingly  naughty,  and  wrong,  I  wis, 
Should  yet  be  considered  so  much  amiss 
As  to  call  for  a  sentence  severe  as  this  I—- 
And  I  said  to  myself  as  I  heard  with  a  sigh 
The  poor  lone  victim's  stifled  cry, 
'*  Well,  I  can't  understand 
How  any  man's  hand 
Oould  wall  up  that  hole  in  a  Christian  land  1 
Why,  a  Mussulman  Turk 
Would  recoil  from  the  work. 
And  though,  when  his  ladies  run  after  the  fellows,  ha 
Stands  not  on  trifles,  if  madden'd  by  jealousy, 
Its  objects,  I  'm  sure,  would  declare,  could  they  epetkf 
In  their  Georgian,  Gircasman,  or  Turkish,  or  Gbeek, 
'When  all's  said  and  done,  &r  better  it  was  for  us. 
Tied  back  to  back 
And  sewn  up  in  a  sack^ 
To  be  pitch'd  neck-and-heels  from  a  boat  in  the  Boepkoruar 
— Oh  I  a  saint 't  would  vex 
To  think  that  the  sex 
Should  be  no  better  treated  than  Combe's  double  X I 
Sore  some  one  might  run  to  the  Abbess,  and  tell  her 
A  much  better  method  of  stocking  her  cellar." 

If  ever  on  polluted  walls 
Heaven's  right  arm  in  vengeance  falls^— 
If  e'er  its  justice  wraps  in  flame 
The  black  abodes  of  sin  and  shame, 
That  justice,  in  its  own  good  time. 
Shall  visit,  for  so  foul  a  crime, 
Ope  desolation's  floodgate  wide. 
And  blast  thee,  Netley,  in  thy  pride  I 

Lo  where  it  comes  I — ^the  tempest  lowei^** 
It  bursts  on  thy  devoted  towers; 
Ruthless  Tudor's  bloated  form 
Rides  on  the  blast,  and  guides  the  storm 
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^  I  hear  the  sacrilegious  cry, 

**  Down  with  the  nests,  and  the  rooks  will  ftjV 

Down  I  down  they  come— «  feaifbl  fbll-— 
Arch,  and  pillar,  and  roof-tree,  and  all, 
Stained  pane,  and  sculptured  stone, 
There  they  lie  on  the  greensward  strown-* 
lloldering  walls  remain  alone  1 

Shayen  crown 

Bombaaseen  gown, 
ICter,  and  oroner,  and  all  are  flown  1 

And  yet^  fiiir  Netley,  as  I  gaee 

Upon  that  gray  and  moldering  wall^ 
The  glories  of  thy  palmy  days 

Its  Yexy  stones  recall  1 — 
They  ^  come  like  shadows^  so  depart^ — 
I  see  thee  as  thou  weit— and  art — 

Sublime  in  ruin  1 — grand  in  woe  I 
Lone  refuge  of  the  owl  and  bat; 
Ho  Yoioe  awakes  thine  echoes  now  I 
No  sound — good  gracious  1 — what  was  ihalf 
Was  it  the  moan, 
The  parting  groan 
Of  her  who  died  forlorn  and  alone, 
Embedded  in  mortar,  and  bricks^  and  stone  7«* 
Full  and  clear 
On  my  listening  ear 
It  comes — agam — ^near  and  more  near — 
Why  sooks  I  it 's  the  popping  of  Ginger  Beer 
—I  rush  to  the  door — 
I  tread  the  floor, 
By  abbots  and  abbesses  trodden  before, 
In  the  good  old  chivalric  days  of  yore, 
And  what  see  I  there  ? — 
In  a  rush-bottom'd  chair 
A  hag  surrounded  by  crockeiy-ware, 
Tending,  in  cups,  to  the  credulous  throng 
A  nas^  decoction  miscalled  Souchong,— 
And  a  squeaking  fiddle  and  ^  wry-necked  fife" 
Are  screeching  away,  for  the  life  I — for  the  fife  I 
Danced  to  by  ''All  the  World  and  his  Willi.'' 
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Tag,  Rag,  and  Bobtail,  are  capering  there, 

Wowe  scene,  I  ween,  than  Bartlemj  Fair  I — 

Two  or  three  chimney-sweeps,  two  or  three  clown% 

Playing  at  "  pitch  and  toss,"  sport  their  "  BrowD^*" 

Two  or  three  damselfl,  frank  and  free, 

Are  ogling,  and  smiling,  and  sipping  Bohea. 

Parties  below,  and  parties  above. 

Some  making  tea,  and  some  making  love. 

Then  the  "  toot— toot— toot" 

Of  that  vile  demi-flute, — 

The  detestable  din 

Of  that  cracked  violin, 
And  the  odors  of  "  Stout^"  and  tobacco,  and  gin  I 
**^ — ^Dear  me  I"  I  exclaimed,  "  what  a  place  to  be  in  I" 
And  I  said  to  the  person  who  drove  my  "  shay'* 
(A  very  intelligent  man,  by  the  way), 
«  This,  all  things  conudered,  is  rather  too  gay  1 
It  don't  suit  my  hnmor, — so  take  me  away  I 
Dancing  I  and  drinking  I— «igar  and  song  I 
If  not  profanation,  it's  'coming  it  strong,* 
And  I  really  oonaider  it  all  veiy  wrong.—- 
—Pray,  to  whom  doee  this  property  now  belong  ?"*-«• 
He  paus'd,  and  said, 
Scratching  his  head, 
"  Why  I  really  do  think  he 's  a  little  to  blame, 
Bat  I  can't  say  I  knows  the  gentleman's  name  I" 

«  Well— well  1"  quoth  I, 

As  I  heaved  a  sigh, 
And  a  tear-drop  fell  from  my  twinkling  eye, 
"  My  vastly  good  man,  as  I  scarcely  doubt 
That  some  day  or  other  you  '11  find  it  out, 

Should  he  come  in  your  way. 

Or  ride  in  your  *  shay' 

(Ab  perhaps  he  may). 

Be  so  good  as  to  say 
That  a  Visitor  whom  you  drove  over  one  day, 
Was  exceedingly  angry,  and  very  much  scandafiaadL 
Finding  these  beautiful  ruins  so  Vandalized, 
And  thus  of  their  owner  to  speak  began, 
As  he  ordered  you  home  in  haste. 

No  DOUBT  HE 'S  A  VBBT   RBSPBOTABLE   UAII, 

But — *  loanH  ioy  mwAfor  Mb  taete  P  " 
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FAMILY  POETRY. 

B.  HARftia  BARHAM 

MooKB  I  I  must  woo  the  Muse  to-day, 

Though  line  before  I  never  wrote  I 
'  On  what  oocaedon  T'  do  you  say  ? 

Our  Diok  hab  got  a  lono-tail*i>  ooavI  I 

Not  a  coatee,  which  soldiers  wear 

Button'd  up  high  about  the  throa^ 
But  easy,  flowing,  debonair, 

In  short  a  ewH  long-taU'd  ooal 

A  smarter  you  'H  not  find  in  town, 

Cut  by  Nugee,  that  suip  of  note ; 
A  Yery  quiet  olive  brown 

*8  the  color  of  Dick's  long-tail'd  coat 

Gay  jackets  clothe  the  stately  Pole, 

The  proud  Hungarian,  and  the  Oroat^ 
Yet  Esterfaassy,  on  the  whole 

Looks  best  when  in  a  long-tail'd  coat 

Lord  Byron  most  admired,  we  know. 

The  Albanian  dress,  or  Suliote, 
But  then  he  died  some  years  ago. 

And  never  saw  Dick's  long-tail'd  coat ; 

Or  past  aU  doubt  the  poet's  theme 
Had  never  been  the  "  White  Capote," 

Had  he  once  view'd  in  Fancy's  dream, 
The  glories  of  Dick's  long-tail'd  coat  I 

We  also  know  on  Highland  kilt 

Poor  dear  Glengarry  used  to  dote, 
And  had  esteem'd  it  actual  guflt 

r  ''the  Gkel"  to  wear  a  k)ng-tail'd  ooBtl 

No  wonder  'twould  his  eyes  aimoy, 
Monkbanis  himself  would  never  quote 

«  Sir  Robert  Sibbald,    "  Gordon,"  "  Ray," 
Or  **  Stukely**  for  a  Icng-tail'd  eoat. 
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Jackets  may  do  to  ride  or  race, 
Or  row  in,  when  one  *s  in  a  boat, 

But  in  the  boudoir,  sive,  for  grace 
There 's  nothing  like  Dick's  long-tail'd 

Of  course  in  climbing  up  a  tree, 

On  terra-firma,  or  afloat, 
To  mount  the  giddy  topmast,  he 

Would  do£f  awhile  his  long-tail'd  coat 

What  makes  you  aimper,  then,  and  sneer  7 
From  out  your  own  eye  pull  the  motel 

A  pTtHy  thing  for  you  to  jeer — 
Have  n't  yoti,  too,  got  a  long-tail'd  coat? 

Oh  I  ^  Dick 's  scarce  old  enough,"  you  men. 

Why,  though  too  young  to  give  a  note, 
Or  make  a  will,  yet,  sure  Fifteen 

's  a  ripe  age  for  a  long^-tail'd  coat 

What  I  would  you  have  him  sport  a  cfam 
Like  Colonel  Stanhope,  or  that  goat 

0'  Gorman  Mahon,  ere  begin 
To  figure  in  a  long^-tail'd  coat  7 

Suppose  he  goes  to  France — can  he 
Sit  down  at  any  icibh  d*  JioU, 

With  any  sort  of  decency. 
Unless  he 's  got  a  long-tail'd  coat  ? 

Why  Louis  Philippe,  Royal  Git, 
l^ere  soon  may  be  a  sans  ctdoHef 

And  Kugent's  self  may  then  admit 
The  advantage  of  a  long-tul'd  coat 

Things  are  not  now  as  when,  of  yore^ 
In  tower  encircled  by  a  moat. 

The  lion-hearted  chieftain  wore 
A  corselet  for  a  long-tail'd  coat; 

Then  ample  mafl  his  form  embraced, 

Not  like  a  weasel  or  a  stoat, 
"  Oribb'd  and  confined"  about  the  waist, 

And  pinch'd  in  like  Dick's  long-tail'd 
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With  beamy  spear  or  biting  ax, 
To  right  and  left  he  thrust  and  smote — 

Ahl  what  a  change  1  no  sinewj  thwadEi 
Fall  from  a  modem  long-taii'd  ooati 

More  changes  still  1  now,  weU-a-dAy  I 

A  few  cant  phrases  learned  by  rote^ 
Baoh  beardless  booby  spouts  away, 

A  Sobn,  in  a  long-tiUl'd  ooatl 

Phktee  of  the  "liaroh  of  InteDeotr— 

<<  The  Schoolmaster."    APatnoi$ 
Bo  noble,  who  could  e'er  suspect 

Had  just  put  on  a  Iong-tail*d  coat  ? 

AJadcI  alfu&I  that  eveiy  thick- 

Skull'd  lad  must  find  an  antidote 
For  England's  woes,  becaose,  like  Jikk, 

He  has  put  on  a  long-tail'd  coat  I 

Bat  lot  my  rhyme *s  begun  to  fitil, 
'  Nor  can  I  longer  time  derote ; 
Thus  rhyme  and  time  out  short  Ihe  Ari^ 
The  long  idle  of  Dick's  long-tail'd  coat 


THE   SUNDAY   QUESTION. 

THOMAS  BOOOli 
•lilt  fh«  UaiTi  Ui^w»7lluilw«M«ln,aDdlalUsw»7lliittal  fhM  hMl 

What  1  shut  the  GardensI  lock  the  latticed  gatel 
Refuse  the  shilling  and  the  fellow's  ticket  1 

And  hang  a  wooden  notice  up  to  state. 
On  Sunda3r8  no  admittance  at  this  wicket  1 

The  Birds,  the  Beasts,  and  all  the  Reptile  raoe^ 
Denied  to  friends  and  visitors  till  Monday  I 

Now,  realfy,  this  appears  the  common  case 
Of  putting  too  much  Sabbath  into  Sunday-— 
Bot  what  is  your  opinioo,  Mrs.  Oruady? 

13 


iM  8  ATI  BIO  AL. 

The  GaideDB — so  unlike  the  ones  we  dob 
Of  Tea,  wherein  the  artisan  carouaea— • 

Mere  uiinibberies  without  one  drop  of  shrub— 
Wherefore  should  they  be  closed  like  puUio-hoi  jsi  T 

No  ale  is  vended  at  the  ¥rild  Deer's  Heaid — 
No  rum — ^nor  gin — not  even  of  a  Monday—- 

The  lion  is  not  carved— or  gilt — or  red, 
And  does  not  send  out  porter  of  a  Sunday— 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

The  Bear  denied  I  the  Leopard  under  locks  I 
Afl  if  his  spots  would  give  contagious  fevers  1 

The  Beaver  close  as  hat  within  its  box ; 
So  different  from  other  Sunday  beavers  1 

The  Birds  invisible — ^the  Gnaw- way  Bats — 
The  Seal  hermetically  sealed  till  M6nday- 

The  Monkey  tribe — ^the  Family  of  Cats — 
We  visit  other  families  on  Sunday — 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy 

What  is  the  brute  profanity  that  shocks 
The  super-sensitively  serious  feeling? 

The  Kangaroo— is  he  not  orthodox 
To  bend  his  legs,  the  way  he  does,  in  kneeling  ? 

Was  strict  Sir  Andrew,  in  his  Sabbath  coat^ 
Struck  all  a-heap  to  see  a  OoaU  mundif 

Or  did  the  Kentish  Plumtree  faint  to  note 
The  Pelicans  presenting  bills  on  Sunday?— 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Gkimdy  ? 

What  feature  has  repulsed  the  serious  set  7 
What  error  in  the  bestial  birth  or  breeding, 

To  put  their  tender  fancies  on  the  fret  7 
One  thing  is  plain — ^it  is  not  in  the  feeding  I 

Some  stiffish  people  think  that  smoking  joints 
Are  carnal  sins  'twixt  Saturday  and  Monday-^ 

But  then  the  beasts  are  pious  on  these  points, 
For  they  all  eat  cold  dinners  on  a  Sunday — 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  7 

What  change  comes  o*er  the  spirit  of  the  plaoa, 
As  if  transmuted  by  some  spell  organic  7 
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Turns  fell  Hyena  of  the  Ghoulish  race  f 

The  Snake,  pro  Umport^  the  trae  Satanic? 
Do  Irish  minds — (whose  theory  aQows 

That  now  and  then  Grood  Friday  falls  on  Monday)— 
Do  Irish  minds  sappose  that  Indiui  Oowe 

Are  wicked  Bulls  of  Bashan  on  a  Sunday  ? — 

But  what  is  yoor  (pinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

There  are  some  moody  Fellows,  not  a  few, 

Who,  turned  by  nature  with  a  gloomy  bias, 
Renounce  black  devils  to  adopt  the  blue. 

And  think  vdien  they  are  dismal  they  are  pious: 
Is 't  possible  that  Pug's  untimely  fun 

Has  sent  the  brutes  to  Ooventty  till  Monday  7 — 
Or  perhaps  some  animal,  no  serious  one^ 

Was  OTeriieard  in  laughter  on  a  Sunday — 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

What  dire  offense  hare  serious  Fellows  found 

To  raise  their  spleen  against  the  Regent's  spinney  ? 
Were  charitable  boxes  handed  round. 

And  would  not  Gtiinea  Pigs  subscribe  their  guinea? 
Perchance,  the  Demoiselle  refused  to  molt 

The  feathers  in  her  head-— at  least  till  Monday ; 
Or  did  the  Elephant^  unseemly,  bolt 

A  tract  presented  to  be  read  on  Sunday?—- 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy? 

At  whom  did  Leo  p^ruggle  to  get  loose  ? 
Who  mourns  through  Monkey-tricks  his  damaged  oloth 
mg? 

Who  has  been  hissed  by  the  Canadian  Goose  ? 

On  whom  did  Llama  spit  in  utter  loathing? 
Some  Smithfield  Saint  did  jealous  feelings  tell 

To  keep  the  Puma  out  of  sight  till  Monday, 
Because  he  preyed  extempore  as  well 

As  certain  wild  Itinerants  on  Sunday — 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy  ? 

To  me  it  seems  that  in  the  oddest  way 
(Beggiog  the  pardon  of  each  rigid  SodaB) 
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Our  would-be  Eeepera  of  the  Sabbath-day 
Are  like  the  Keepers  of  the  brutes  ferodouv-* 

As  soon  the  Tiger  might  expect  to  stalk 
About  the  grounds  from  Saturday  tOl  Mondayi 

As  any  harmless  man  to  take  a  walk, 
If  Saints  oould  clap  him  in  a  cage  on  Sunday— 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  G(rundy  ? 

In  qute  of  all  hypocrisy  can  spin, 

As  surely  as  I  am  a  Christian  soion 
I  cannot  think  it  is  a  mortal  sin— - 

(Unless  he 's  loose) — ^to  look  upon  a  lion. 
I  really  think  that  one  may  go,  perchance, 

To  see  a  bear,  as  guiltless  as  on  Monday— 
(That  i%  proTided  that  he  did  not  dance) — 

Brain 's  no  worse  than  bakin'  on  a  Sunday— 

But  what  is  your  (pinion,  Mrs.  Ghimdy  ? 

in  spite  of  all  the  fanatic  compilefl^ 
I  can  not  think  the  day  a  bit  diviner, 

Because  no  children,  with  forestalling  smiles, 
Throng,  happy,  to  the  gates  of  Eden  Minora— 

It  is  not  plain,  to  my  poor  &ith  at  least^ 
That  what  we  duisten  "Natural"  on  Monday, 

The  wondrous  history  of  Bird  and  Beast^ 
Oan  be  unnatural  because  it's  Sunday-* 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mra  Gh-undy? 

Whereon  is  sinftd  fimtasy  to  work  ? 

The  DoYe,  the  winged  Columbus  of  man's  haTen? 
The  tender  Loye-Bird— or  the  filial  Stork  7 

The  punctual  Crane — ^the  providential  Raven? 
The  Pelican  whose  bosom  feeds  her  young? 

Nay,  must  we  cut  fi'om  Saturday  till  Monday 
Thai  feathered  marvel  with  a  human  tongue. 

Because  she  does  not  preach  upon  a  Sunday-* 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrai  Gkundy  ? 

The  busy  Beaver — that  .sagacious  beast  I 

The  Sheep  that  owned  an  Oriental  Shepherd- 
That  Desert^hip,  the  Camel  of  the  East^ 
The  homed  Rhinoceros — ^the  spotted  Leopard^- 
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The  GreatureB  of  the  Ghneat  Oreator's  hand 
Are  sorely  aights  for  better  days  than  Monday— 

The  Elephant^  although  he  wears  no  band. 
Has  he  no  sermon  in  his  trunk  for  Sunday  ?^- 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Ghiindy  7 

What  harm  if  men  who  bum  the  midnight-oi]| 

Weaiy  of  frame,  and  worn  and  wan  of  feature^ 
Seek  onoe  a  week  their  spirits  to  asaoil, 

And  snatch  a  glimpse  of  *^  Animated  Nature  f 
Better  it  were  i^  in  his  best  of  suits. 

The  artisan,  who  goes  to  work  on  Monday, 
Should  spend  a  leisure-hour  among  the  brutes. 

Than  make  a  beast  of  his  own  self  on  Sunday— 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mm  Grundy* 

Why,  zounds  I  what  raised  so  Protestant  a  fuss 

(Omit  the  zounds  I  for  which  I  make  apology) 
But  that  the  Papists,  like  some  Fellows,  thus 

Had  somehow  mixed  up  Dens  with  their  Theology  f 
Is  Brahma's  Bull — a  Hindoo  god  at  home — 

A  Papal  Bun  to  be  tied  up  till  Monday? — 
Or  Leo,  like  his  namesake,  Pope  of  Rome, 

That  there  is  such  a  dread  of  them  on  Sunday^- 

But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Grundy? 

^iiit  of  Eant  1  ha^e  we  not  had  enough 
To  make  Religion  sad,  and  sour,  and  snubbishy 

But  Saints  Zoological  must  cant  their  stufi^ 
As  vessels  cant  their  ballast — ^rattling  rubbish  I 

Once  let  the  sect,  triumphant  to  their  text, 
Shut  Nero  up  from  Saturday  tiU  Monday, 

And  sure  as  fate  they  will  deny  us  next 
To  see  the  DandeUons  on  a  Sunday — 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Qtuim^  T 
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ODE   TO    RAE   WILSON,    ESQUIRE* 

THOM.\s  uoca 

'OoM,  «lofle  TOOT  e7«i  wtlh  hclj  dnad. 
And  VMTO  *  drole  roniid  Um  Ibxioei 
For  1m  on  honsj-dow  bath  fed. 
And  drunk  Um  mOk  of  PandlBe  P—CouBKDaB. 

**  It  *■  Tflry  hard  thorn  kind  of  moD 
Won*t  let  o  body  bOb**— Ou>  Baluuh. 

A  WANDSREB,  WDaon,  from  mj  native  liuid. 
Remote,  0  Rae,  from  godliness  and  ihee, 
Where  rolls  between  us  the  eternal  sea, 
BesideB  some  furlongs  of  a  foreign  sand — 
Beyond  the  broadest  Scotch  of  London  Wall ; 
Beyond  the  loudest  Saint  that  has  a  call ; 
Across  the  wavy  waste  between  us  stretched, 
A  friendly  missive  warns  me  of  a  stricture, 
Wherein  my  likeness  you  have  darkly  etched, 
And  though  I  have  not  seen  the  shadow  sketdied, 
Thus  I  remark  prophetic  on  the  picture. 

I  guess  the  features : — ^in  a  line  to  paint 

Their  moral  ugliness,  I  'm  not  a  saint 

Not  one  of  those  self-constituted  saints, 

Quacks — not  physicians— in  the  cure  of  bouIb, 

Censors  who  sniff  out  moral  taints, 

And  call  the  devil  over  his  own  coals — 

Those  pseudo  Privy  Councillors  of  Qod, 

Who  write  down  judgments  with  a  pen  hard-nibbed: 

Ushers  of  Beelzebub's  Black  Rod, 
Commending  sinners  not  to  ice  thick-ribbed, 
But  endless  flames,  to  scorch  them  like  flax — 
Yet  sure  of  heaven  themselves,  as  if  they 'd  criblied 
The  impression  of  St  Peter's  keys  in  wax  I 

Of  such  a  character  no  single  trace 
Exists,  I  know,  in  my  fictitious  face ; 
There  wants  a  certain  cast  about  the  eye ; 

Who  bed.  In  one  of  hie  books.  oharseterUed  eorae  of  Hood  n  TKreee  ee  **  pit 
aeneiB  end  ribaldrf.** 
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A  certain  lifting  of  (lie  nose's  tip ; 

A  certain  corling  of  the  nether  lip, 

In  acorn  of  all  that  is,  beneath  the  sbf 

In  brief,  it  is  an  aspect  deleterioua^ 

A  fiice  decidedly  not  seiioos, 

A  &ce  profane,  that  would  not  do  at  all 

To  make  a  face  at  Exeter  Hall— ^ 

That  Hall  where  bigots  rant,  and  cant,  and  pimyi 

And  laud  each  otiier  face  to  &ce, 

Till  every  fiirthing-candle  rovy 

ConcelTes  itself  a  great  gaa-light  of  grace  1 

Well  I — be  the  graceless  lineaments  confeet  \ 
I  do  enjoy  this  bounteous  beauteous  earth; 

And  dote  upon  a  jest 
«  Within  the  limits  of  becoming  mirth  ;'* — 
No  solemn  sanctimonious  face  I  pull, 
Nor  think  I  'm  pious  when  I  'm  only  bilious— 
Nor  study  in  my  sanctimi  superbilious 
To  frame  a  Sabbath  Bill  or  forge  a  BuH 
I  pray  for  grace — ^repent  each  sinful  act- 
Peruse,  but  underneath  the  rose,  my  Bible; 
And  love  my  neighbor,  far  too  well,  in  fiict, 
To  call  and  twit  him  with  a  godly  tract 
That 's  turned  by  application  to  a  libel. 
My  heart  ferments  not  with  the  bigot's  leaven, 
AU  creeds  I  view  with  toleration  thorough, 
And  have  a  horror  of  regarding  heaven 

As  any  body's  rotten  borough. 

What  else  ?    No  part  I  take  in  party  fray. 

With  tropes  from  Billingsgate's  slang-whaogiog  Tartar% 

I  fear  no  Pope— and  let  great  Ernest  play 

At  Fox  and  Qoose  with  Fox's  Martyrs  1 

I  own  I  laugh  at  over-righteous  men, 

I  own  I  shake  my  sides  at  ranters. 

And  treat  sham  Abr'am  saints  wiUi  wicked  banters, 

I  even  own,  that  there  are  times — but  then 

It 's  when  I  've  got  my  wine — ^I  say  d cantem  I 

1  Ve  no  ambition  to  enact  the  spy 
On  fellow-soals,  a  spiritual  Pry — 


^ 
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Tis  said  that  people  ought  to  guard  their 
Who  thrust  them  into  matters  none  of  thein : 
And,  though  no  delicac7  disoomposes 
Your  saint)  yet  I  consider  faith  and  praywB 
Among  the  privatest  of  men's  afibirs. 

• 

I  do  not  hash  the  Gospel  in  my  booka^ 
And  thus  upon  the  public  mind  intrude  i^ 
As  if  I  thought)  like  Otaheitan  cooks, 
No  food  was  fit  to  eat  till  I  had  chewed  it 

On  Bible  stUts  I  don't  affect  to  staJk ; 
Kor  lard  with  Scripture  my  &miliar  talk— 

For  man  may  pious  texts  repeat^ 
And  yet  religion  have  no  inward  seat ; 
'Tis  not  so  plain  as  the  old  Hill  of  Howth, 
A  man  has  got  his  belly  full  of  meat 
Because  he  talks  with  "^tuals  in  his  month  I 

Mere  verbiage — ^it  is  not  worth  a  carrot  I 
Why,  Socrates  or  Plato — ^where  's  the  odds?-^ 
Once  taught  a  Jay  to  supplicate  the  gods^ 
And  made  a  Polly-theist  of  a  Parrot  I 

A  mere  professor,  spite  of  all  his  cant,  Is 
Not  a  whit  better  than  a  Mantith— 
An  insect)  of  what  dime  I  can't  determine^ 
That  lifbs  its  paws  most  parson-like,  and  theii08| 
By  simple  savages — ^tlirough  sheer  pretense-^ 
Is  reckoned  quite  a  saint  among  the  vermin. 
But  where 's  the  reverence,  or  where  the  nom^ 
To  ride  on  one's  religion  through  the  lobby, 

Whether  as  stalking-horse  or  hobby, 
To  show  its  pious  paces  to  "  the  housa" 

I  honestly  confess  that  I  would  hinder 
The  Scottish  member's  legislative  rigs, 

That  spiritual  Pindar, 
Who  looks  on  erring  souls  as  straying  pigs, 
That  must  be  lashed  by  law,  wherever  found, 
And  driven  tc  church  as  to  the  parish  pound. 
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I  do  confess,  without  reser7e  or  wheedle^ 
I  view  that  groveling  idea  as  one 
Worthy  some  parish  clerk's  ambitious  son, 
A  charity-boy  who  longs  to  be  a  beadle. 
On  such  a  vital  topic  sure  'tis  odd 
How  much  a  man  can  differ  &om  his  neighbor , 
One  wishes  worship  freely  given  to  God, 
Another  wants  to  make  it  statute-labor — 
The  broad  distinction  in  a  line  to  draw, 
As  means  to  lead  us  to  the  skies  above. 
You  say — Sir  Andrew  and  his  love  c^law, 
And  I — ^the  Saviour  with  his  law  c^love. 

» 

Spontaneously  to  God  should  tend  the  soul, 

Like  the  magnetic  needle  to  the  Pole ; 

But  what  were  that  intrinsic  virtue  worth, 

Suppose  some  fellow  with  more  zeal  than  knowledgi^ 

Fresh  firom  St  Andrew's  college. 
Should  nail  the  conscious  needle  to  the  north  ? 
I  do  confess  that  I  abhor  and  shrink 
From  schemes,  with  a  religious  willy-nilly, 
That  frown  upon  St  GHles'  sins^  but  blink 
The  peccadilloes  of  all  Piccadilly — 
My  soul  revolts  at  such  bare  hypocrisy, 
And  win  not)  dare  not,  fancy  in  accord 
The  Lord  of  hosts  with  an  exclusive  lord 
Of  this  world's  aristocracy. 
It  win  not  own  a  nation  so  unholy. 
As  thinldng  that  the  rich  by  easy  trips 
May  go  to  heaven,  whereas  the  poor  and  lowly 
Must  work  their  passage  as  they  do  in  ships. 

One  place  there  is — ^beneath  the  burial-sod, 
Where  aU  mankind  are  equalised  by  death ; 
Another  place  there  is — the  Fane  of  Qtod, 
Where  aU  are  equal  who  draw  living  breath  ;«^ 
Juggle  who  wiU  dsewhere  with  his  own  soul, 
Playing  the  Judas  with  a  temporal  dole- 
He  who  can  come  beneath  that  awful  cope, 
In  the  dread  presence  of  a  3iaker  just^ 
Who  metes  to  every  pinch  of  human  dust 
One  even  measure  of  immortal  hope — 

in* 
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He  who  can  stand  within  that  holy  door, 
With  soul  unbowed  by  that  pure  spiritrleTal, 
And  frame  unequal  laws  for  rich  and  poor,— 
Might  sit  for  Hell,  and  represent  the  Devil  I 

Such  are  the  solemn  sentimentB,  0  Bae, 
In  your  last  journey-work,  perchance,  yoa  rayagi^ 
Seeming,  but  in  more  courtly  terms,  to  say 
I  'm  but  a  heedless,  creedless,  godless,  savage ; 
A  very  Guy,  deserving  fire  and  feggots^  ~ 

A  scoffer,  always  on  the  grin, 
And  sadly  given  to  the  mortal  sin 
Of  liking  Mawworms  leas  than  merry  maggots  I 

l^e  humble  records  of  my  life  to  search, 

I  have  not  herded  with  mere  pagan  beasts : 

But  sometimes  I  have  "eat  at  good  men's  feasts^ ' 

And  I  have  been  ^  where  bells  have  knoUed  to  c  toralt' 

Dear  bells  1  how  sweet  the  sound  of  village  bells 

When  on  the  undulating  air  they  swim  I 

Now  loud  as  welcomes  1  fiunt,  now,  as  farewells  I 

And  trembling  all  about  the  breezy  dells, 

As  fluttered  by  the  wings  of  Cherubim. 

Meanwhile  the  bees  are  ohanting  a  low  hymn; 

And  lost  to  sight  the  ecstatic  lark  above 

Sings,  like  a  soul  beatified,  of  love. 

With,  now  and  then,  the  coo  of  the  wild  pigeon  :— 

0  pagans,  heathens,  infidels,  and  doubters! 

If  such  sweet  sounds  can't  woo  you  to  religion. 

Will  the  harsh  voices  of  church  cads  and  touters  ? 

A  man  may  cry  Church  I  Church  I  at  every  word, 
With  no  more  piety  than  other  people — 
A  daw's  not  reckoned  a  reli^ous  bird 
Because  it  keeps  a-cawing  from  a  steeple ; 
The  Temple  is  a  good,  a  holy  place. 
But  quacking  only  gives  it  an  ill  savor; 
While  saintly  mountebanks  the  porch  dlsgraoe^ 
And  bring  religion's  self  into  disfavor  I 

Behold  yon  servitor  of  God  and  Mammon^ 
Who^  binduig  up  his  Bible  with  his  ledger. 
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Blends  Gospel  texts  with  trading  gammon, 
A  black-leg  sainty  a  spiritual  hedger, 
Who  backs  his  rigid  Sabbath,  so  to  spealE, 
Against  the  wicked  remnant  of  the  week, 
A  saving  bet  against  his  sinful  bias — 
*^  Bogue  that  I  am,"  he  whispers  to  himseH 
"I  lie — ^I  cheat— do  any  thing  for  pel^ 
Bat  who  on  earth  can  say  I  am  not  pious  I" 

In  proof  how  over-righteousness  re-acts, 

Accept  an  anecdote  well  based  on  &ct3 ; 

On  Sunday  morning — (at  the  day  don't  fire.)— 

In  riding  with  a  friend  to  Ponder's  End 

Outside  the  stage,  we  happened  to  commend 

A  certain  mansion  that  we  saw  To  Let 

"  Ay,"  cried  our  coachman,  with  our  talk  to  grapple, 

"  You  're  right  1  no  house  along  the  road  comes  nigfa  it  t 

*T  was  built  by  the  same  man  as  built  yon  chapel, 

And  master  wanted  once  to  buy  it, — 
But  t*  other  driv*  the  bargain  much  too  hard,— 

He  axed  sure-^  a  sum  prodigious  1 
But  being  so  particular  religious, 
Why,  thai  you  see,  put  master  on  his  guard  I" 

Church  is  "  a  little  heaven  below, 

I  have  been  there  and  still  would  go,'*-  - 
Yet  I  am  none  of  those  who  think  it  odd 

A  man  can  pray  unbidden  from  the  caaBOok, 

And,  passing  by  the  customary  hassodc 
Kaeel  down  remote  upon  the  simple  sod. 
And  sue  m /orm&  pauperis  to  Ood. 

As  for  the  rest, — ^intolerant  to  none, 
Whatever  shape  the  pious  rite  may  bear, 
Even  the  poor  Pagan's  homage  to  ^e  sun 
I  would  not  harshly  scorn,  lest  even  there 
I  spumed  some  elements  of  Christian  prayer^* 
An  aim,  though  erring,  at  a  "  world  ayont*'-^ 
Acknowledgment  of  good— of  man's  fbtility, 
A  sense  of  need,  and  weakness,  and  indeed 
That  very  thing  ao  many  ChriFtians  wan^* 

Humi'itj. 
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8i  b,  unto  Papists,  Jews  or  Turbaned  Tnzla^ 
Suob  is  my  spirit— (I  don't  mean  my  wraith  I) 
Sach,  may  it  please  you,  is  my  humble  &ith ; 
I  know,  full  well,  you  do  not  like  my  work»I 

I  haye  not  sought^  'tis  true,  the  Holy  Land, 
As  fill  of  texts  as  Cuddle  Headrigg'a  mother, 

The  Bible  in  one  hand, 
And  my  own  oommon-plaoe-book  in  the  othe^« 
But  you  have  been  to  Palestme — alas  I 
Some  minds  improve  by  travel — others,  rather, 

Besemble  copper  wire  or  brass. 
Which  gets  the  narrower  by  going  further  1 

Worthless  are  all  such  pilgrimages — ^reiy  I 
If  Palmers  at  the  Holy  Tomb  contrive 
The  humans  heats  and  rancor  to  revive 
That  at  the  Sepulcher  they  ought  to  bury. 
A  sorry  sight  it  is  to  rest  the  eye  cm. 
To  see  a  Christian  creature  graze  at  Sion, 
Then  homeward,  of  the  saintly  pasture  full, 
Bush  bellowing,  and  breathing  fire  and  smoka^ 
At  crippled  Papistry  to  butt  and  poke, 
Exactly  as  a  skittish  Scottish  bull 
Haunts  an  old  woman  in  a  scarlet  cloak. 

Why  leave  a  serious,  moral,  pious  home^ 
Scotland,  renowned  for  sanctity  of  old, 
Far  distant  Catholics  to  rate  and  scold 
For— doing  as  the  Romans  do  at  Rome  7 
With  such  a  bristling  spirit  wherefore  quit 
The  Land  of  Cakes  for  any  land  of  wafers, 
About  the  graceless  images  to  flit, 
And  buzz  and  chafe  importunate  as  chafers. 
Longing  to  carve  the  carvers  to  Scotch  collopsf  <* 
People  who  hold  such  absolute  opinions 
Should  stay  at  home  in  Protestant  dominion^ 
Not  travel  like  male  Mrs.  Trollopes. 

Gifted  with  noble  tendency  to  dimb^ 
Yet  weak  at  the  same  tima 
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Faith  is  a  kind  of  parasitio  plant) 

That  graapa  the  nearest  stem  with  tendril  rings; 

And  as  the  climate  and  the  soil  may  grants 

So  is  the  sort  of  tree  to  which  it  dings. 

Consider,  then,  before,  like  Huriothrumbo, 

You  aim  your  dub  at  any  creed  on  earth, 

?hat^  by  the  simple  acddent  of  birth, 

Tau  might  haye  been  High  Priest  to  Mmigo  Jamba 

For  me-— thron^^  heathen  ignorance  perdianoe^ 

Not  having  kndt  in  Palestine^ — I  fed 

None  of  that  grifiBnish  excess  of  seal, 

Some  travelers  would  blase  with  here  in  France. 

Dolls  I  can  see  in  Virgin-like  array, 

Nor  for  a  scuffle  with  the  idols  hanker 

Idke  crasy  Quixotte  at  the  puppet's  play. 

If  their  "  offense  be  rank,"  should  mine  be  rtmeor  f 

ySM  light,  and  by  degrees,  should  be  the  plan 
To  core  the  dark  and  erring  mind; 
But  who  would  rush  at  a  benighted  man. 
And  give  him  two  black  eyes  for  being  blind  ? 

Suppose  the  tender  but  luxuriant  hop 
Around  a  cankered  stem  should  twine. 
What  Kentish  boor  would  tear  away  the  prop 
So  roughly  as  to  wound,  nay,  kill  the  bine  ? 

The  images,  *tis  true,  are  strangely  dressed. 
With  gauds  and  toys  extremdy  out  of  season; 
The  carving  nothing  of  the  very  best^ 
The  whole  repugnant  to  the  eye  of  Beason, 
Shocking  to  Taste,  and  to  Fine  Arts  a 
Yet  ne'er  o'erlook  in  bigotry  of  sect 
One  truly  CaOidldc,  one  common  form, 

At  which  unchecked 
An  Ohristian  hearts  may  kindle  or  keep 

Say,  was  ii  to  my  spirit's  gain  or  loss 
One  bright  and  balmy  morning,  as  I  went 
From  Liege's  lovdy  environs  to  Ghent^ 
If  hard  by  the  wayside  I  found  a  oroai^ 
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^lat  made  me  breathe  a  prayer  upon  the 
While  Nature  of  herself  as  if  to  trace 
The  emblem*8  use,  had  trailed  around  its  base 
The  blue  significant  ForgetrMe-Not  ? 
Methought,  the  claims  of  Charity  to  urge 
More  forcibly  along  with  Faith  and  Hope, 
The  pious  choice  had  pitched  upon  the  rerge 

Of  a  delicious  slope, 
GKying  the  eye  much  variegated  scope  I — 
"  Look  round,"  it  whispered,  *^  on  that  prospect  rare^ 
Those  vales  so  verdant,  and  those  hills  so  blue ; 
Enjoy  the  sunny  world,  so  fresh,  and  fiur, 
But" — (how  the  simple  legend  pierced  me  through  I) 

"  PbIEZ  POUB  LE8  MaLHBUBIUX." 

"With  sweet  kind  natures,  as  in  honeyed  oeDa^ 

Beligion  lives  and  feels  herself  at  home ; 

But  only  on  a  formal  visit  dwells 

Where  wasps  instead  of  bees  have  formed  the  comb 

Shun  pride,  0  Rae  I — ^whatever  sort  beside 
You  take  in  lieu,  shun  spiritual  pride  1 
A  pride  there  is  of  rank — a  pride  of  birth, 
A  pride  of  learning,  and  a  pride  of  purae, 
A  London  pride — in  shorty  there  be  on  earth 
A  host  of  prides,  some  better  and  some  worse , 
But  of  all  prides,  since  Lucifer's  attaint, 
The  proudest  swells  a  self-elected  Saint 

To  picture  that  cold  pride  so  harsh  and  hard. 
Fancy  a  peacock  in  a  poultiy-yard. 
Behold  him  in  conceited  circles  sail, 
Strutting  and  dancing,  and  now  planted  stifi^ 
In  all  his  pomp  of  pageantry,  as  if 
He  felt  '^  the  eyes  of  Europe"  on  his  taO  I 
As  for  the  humble  breed  retained  by  man, 
He  scorns  the  whole  domestic  clan — 

He  bows,  he  bridles, 

He  wheels,  he  sidles. 
As  last,  with  stately  dodgings  in  a  comer. 
He  pens  a  simple  russet  hen,  to  scorn  her 
Full  in  the  blaze  of  his  resplendent  fioi  I 
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^  Look  here,"  he  cries  (to  give  him  words), 

"  Thou  feathered  day — ^ihou  scum  of  birds  I" 
Flirting  the  rustling  plumage  in  her  eyes-^ 

"  liook  here,  thou  vile  predestined  sinner, 

Doomed  to  be  roasted  for  a  dinner, 
Behold  these  lorelj  variegated  dyes  I 
These  are  the  rainbow  oolors  of  the  skiefl^ 
That  heaven  has  shed  upon  me  eon  amore 
A  Bird  of  Paradise  ? — a  pretty  story  I 
/am  that  Saintly  Fowl,  thou  paltry  chick  1 

Look  at  my  crown  of  glory ! 
Thou  dingy,  dirty,  dabbled,  draggled  jill  I'* 
And  off  goes  ParUett)  wriggling  from  a  kick, 
With  bleeding  scalp  laid  open  by  his  bill  I 

That  little  sunile  exactly  paints 
How  sinners  are  despised  by  saints. 
By  saints  1 — the  Hypocrites  that  ope  heaven's  dooi 
Obsequious  to  the  sinful  man  of  riches — 
But  put  the  wicked,  naked,  bare-legged  poor, 
In  parish  stocks,  instead  of  breeches. 

The  Saints? — ^the  Bigots  that  in  public  spout, 
Spread  phosphorus  of  zeal  on  scraps  of  fustian, 
And  go  like  walking  "  Lucifers'*  about — 
Mere  living  bundles  of  combustion. 

The  Saints  I — ^tbe  aping  Fanatics  that  talk 
An  cant  and  rant  and  rhapsodies  high  flown^ 

That  bid  you  balk 

A  Sunday  walk,  * 

And  shun  Gknl's  work  as  you  should  shim  yoi.t  own 

The  Saints  I-^the  Formalists,  the  extra  pious. 
Who  think  the  mortal  husk  can  save  the  soul. 
By  trundling,  with  a  mere  mechuiic  bias, 
To  church,  just  like  a  lignum-vits  bowl  I 

The  Saints  I — ^the  Pharisees,  whose  beadle  stands 

Beside  a  stem  coercive  kirk, 

A.  piece  of  human  mason-work. 
Galling  all  sermons  contrabands. 
In  that  great  Temple  that 's  net  made  with  hands  I 
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Thrice  blesded,  rather,  is  the  man  with  whom 
The  gracious  prodigality  of  nature, 
The  balm,  the  bliss,  the  beauty,  and  the  blooi% 
The  bounteous  providence  in  every  feature, 
Recall  the  good  Creator  to  his  creature, 
Making  all  earth  a  fane,  all  heaven  its  dome  1 
To  his  tuned  spirit  the  wild  heather-beDs 

Ring  Sabbath  knells ; 
The  jubilate  of  the  soaring  laik 

Ischant  of  derk; 
For  Choir,  the  thrush  and  the  gregaiioos  linml; 
The  sod 's  a  cushion  for  his  pious  want ; 
And,  consecrated  by  the  heaven  within  it^ 
The  sky-blue  pool,  a  font 
Bach  doud-capped  mountain  is  a  holy  altar; 

An  organ  breathes  in  every  grove ; 

And  the  full  heart  *s  a  Psalter, 
Rich  in  deep  hymns  of  gratitude  and  k)ve  I 

Sufficiently  by  stem  necessitarians 

Poor  Nature,  with  her  face  begrimmed  by  dtut^ 

Is  stoked,  coked,  smoked,  and  almost  choked :  but 

Religion  have  its  own  Utalitarians, 

Labded  with  evangelical  phylacteries, 

To  make  the  road  to  heaven  a  railway  trusty 

And  churches — ^that  's  the  naked  &ct— mere  ftctoriasT 

0 1  simply  open  wide  the  temple  door, 
And  let  the  solemn,  swelling  organ  greet^ 

Witl^  Vohtniariea  meet^ 
The  wiRing  advent  of  the  rich  and  poor  1 
And  while  to  God  the  loud  Hosazmas  soar, 
With  rich  vibrations  from  the  vocal  throngs 
From  quiet  shades  that  to  the  woods  bdong^ 

And  brooks  with  music  of  their  own, 
Voices  may  come  to  swell  the  choral  song 
With  notes  of  praise  they  learned  in  musings  loBAi 

How  strange  it  is,  while  on  all  vital  questionfl^ 
That  occupy  the  House  and  public  mind, 
We  always  meet  with  some  humane  suggeetio&s 
Of  gentle  measures  of  a  hcalin  j^  kind, 
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Lutead  of  barsh  severi^  and  Tigor, 
The  saint  alone  his  preference  retains 
For  bills  of  penalties  and  pains. 
And  marks  his  narrow  code  with  legal  rigor! 
Why  shun,  as  worthless  of  affiliation, 
What  men  of  all  political  persuasion 
Extol — ^and  even  ose  upon  occasion — 
That  Ohristian  prindpl^  conciliation? 
But  possibly  the  men  who  make  such  foss 
"With  Sunday  pippins  and  old  Trots  infirm, 
Attadi  some  other  meaning  to  the  term, 

Aathus: 

One  market  morning,  in  my  nsoal  rambles^ 
Passing  along  WhitechapeFs  ancient  shamUer, 
Where  meat  was  hung  in  many  a  joint  and  qtartsi^ 
I  had  to  halt  a  while,  like  other  folksy 

To  let  a  killing  butcher  coax 
A  score  of  lambs  and  fatted  sheep  to  slaughter. 
A  sturdy  man  he  looked  to  fell  an  ox, 
Boll-fronted,  ruddy,  with  a  formal  streak 
Of  weU-greased  hair  down  either  cheek, 
Ab  if  he  dee-dashed-dee'd  some  other  flocks 
Besides  those  wooUy-headed  stubborn  blocks 
That  stood  before  him,  in  vexatious  huddle- 
Poor  little  lambs,  with  bleating  wethers  grouped, 
While^  now  and  then,  a  thirsty  creature  stooped 
And  meekly  snuffed,  but  did  not  taste  the  puddle. 

Fierce  barked  the  dog,  and  many  a  blow  was  deah, 
That  loin,  and  chump,  and  scrag  and  saddle  felt^ 
Yet  still,  that  fiital  step  they  all  declined  it— 
And  shunned  the  tainted  door  as  if  they  smelt 
OnionS)  mintrsance,  and  lemon-juice  behind  it 
At  last  there  came  a  pause  of  brutal  force ; 

The  cur  was  silent,  for  his  jaws  were  fuU 

Of  tangled  locks  of  tarry  wool; 
The  man  had  whooped  and  bellowed  till  dead  hoarse^ 
The  time  was  ripe  for  mild  expostulation, 
And  thus  it  stammered  from  a  stander-by — ' 
*»  Zounds  t — my  good  fellow — ^it  quite  makes  me— why 
H  really — my  dear  fellow — do  just  try 

Oonciliationr 
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Stringing  his  nerves  like  flinty 
The  sturdy  butcher  seized  upon  the  hint— 
At  least  he  seized  upon  the  foremost  wether — 
And  hugged  and  lugged  and  tugged  him  neck  and  orof 
Just  nolens  volens  through  the  open  shop — 
If  tails  come  off  he  did  n*t  care  a  feather — 
Then  walking  to  the  door,  and  smiling  grim, 
He  rubbed  his  forehead  and  his  sleeve  together-* 

<'  There  I— I  've  conciliated  him  1" 

Again — good-himioredly  to  end  our  quarrel — 

(Qood  humor  should  prevail  1) 

I  *11  fit  you  with  a  tale 

Whereto  is  tied  a  moraL 
Once  on  a  time  a  certain  'Rnglinh  lass 
Was  seized  with  symptoms  of  such  deep  decbiM^ 
Cough,  hectic  flushes,  every  evil  sign, 
That)  as  their  wont  is  at  such  desperate  pasB^ 
The  doctors  gave  her  over — ^to  an  ass. 

Accordingly,  the  grisly  Shade  to  bilk, 

Each  mom  the  patient  quaffed  a  fi*othy  bowl 

Of  assinine  new  milk. 
Bobbing  a  shaggy  sndding  of  a  foal 
Which  got  proportionably  spare  and  skinny — 
Meanwhile  the  neighbors  cried  **  Poor  lifary  Anal 
She  can't  get  over  it  I  she  never  can  1" 
When  lo  1  to  prove  each  prophet  was  a  ninny, 
The  one  that  died  was  the  poor  wetrnurse  Jenny, 

To  aggravate  the  case, 
There  were  but  two  grown  donkeys  in  the  place ; 
And,  most  unluckily  for  Sve's  sick  daughter, 
The  other  long-eared  creature  was  a  male, 
Who  never  in  his  life  had  given  a  pail 

Of  milk,  or  even  chalk  and  water. 
No  matter:  at  the  usual  hour  of  eight 
Down  trots  a  donkey  to  the  VTicket-gate, 
With  Mister  Simon  Qubbins  on  his  back — 
"Your  sarvant,  Miss — a  werry  spring-like  day — 
Bad  time  for  basses,  though  I  good  lack  I  good  laokf 
Jenny  be  dead,  Miss — but  I  'ze  brought  ye  Jack— 
Hf  doesn  't  give  no  milk — ^but^he  can  bray.'* 
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So  ruDS  the  stoij, 

And,  in  vain  self-gloiy. 
Some  Sakits  would  aneer  at  Gubbins  for  his  bfindnaa 

But  what  the  better  are  their  pious  saws 

To  ailing  soulsy  than  dry  hee-bawB^ 
Without  the  milk  of  human  kindness? 


DEATH'S   RAMBLE. 

THOMil 

On  day  the  dreary  old  King  of  Death 
Inclined  py^  <v)me  sport  with  the  carnal, 

So  he  tied  a  pack  of  darts  on  his  back, 
And  quietly  stole  from  his  chameL 

His  head  was  bald  of  flesh  and  of  hair, 

His  body  was  lean  and  lank ; 
His  joints  at  each  stir  made  a  crack,  and  the  cur 

Took  a  gnaw,  by  the  way,  at  his  shank. 

And  what  did  he  do  witli  his  deadly  darts, 

This  goblin  of  grisly  bone  ? 
He  dabbled  and  spilled  man's  blood,  and  he  lolled 

like  a  butcher  that  kills  his  own. 

The  first  he  slaughtered  it  made  him  laugh 

(For  the  man  was  a  coffin-maker), 
To  think  how  the  mutes,  and  men  in  black  suits, 

Would  mourn  for  an  undertaker. 

Death  saw  two  Quakers  sitting  at  church  f 

Quoth  he,  "  We  shall  not  differ." 
And  he  let  them  alone,  like  figures  of  stone, 

For  he  could  not  make  them  stiffer. 

£Lt  saw  two  duellists  going  to  fight. 

In  fear  they  could  not  smother; 
knd  he  shot  mo  through  at  once — for  he  kneir 

ThoT  ne7er  would  shoot  each  other. 
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He  saw  a  watohman  fiist  m  his  box, 

And  he  gaTe  a  BQore  infernal ; 
Said  Death,  "  He  may  keep  his  breath,  lor  hii 

Gan  neTer  be  more  etemaL" 


He  met  a  coachman  driving  a  ooaoh 

So  slow  that  his  &re  grew  nek; 
But  he  let  him  stray  on  his  tedious  way. 

For  Death  only  wars  on  the  quick 

Death  saw  a  tollman  taking  a  toll, 

In  the  spirit  of  his  fratemi^; 
But  he  knew  that  sort  of  man  would  extorli 

Though  summoned  to  all  eternity. 

He  fbund  an  author  writing  his  life, 

But  he  let  him  write  no  fbrther ; 
For  Death,  who  strikes  whenever  he  likei^ 

Is  jealous  of  all  self-murther! 

Death  saw  a  patient  that  pulled  out  his  ponN^ 

And  a  doctor  that  took  the  sum; 
But  he  let  them  be— ^or  he  knew  that  the  "Im^ 

Was  a  prelude  to  "&w"  and  "fbm." 

He  met  a  dustman  ringing  a  bell, 
And  he  gave  him  a  mortal  thrust; 

For  himself  by  law,  since  Adam's  flaw. 
Is  contractor  for  all  our  dust 

He  saw  a  sailor  mixing  his  grog, 
And  he  marked  him  out  for  slaughter; 

For  on  water  he  scarcely  had  cared  for  JTratii^ 
And  never  on  rum-and-water. 

Death  saw  two  players  playing  at  cards^ 
But  the  game  was  n't  worth  a  dump, 

For  he  quickly  laid  them  flat  with  a  spadSi 
To  wait  for  the  final  trump  f 
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THE  BACHELOR'S  DREAM. 

Mt  pipe  k  lit^  mj  grog  is  mixed, 
Mj  onrtams  drawn  and  all  is  snog ; 
Old  PosB  is  in  her  elbow  chair. 
And  Tray  is  sitting  on  the  mg. 
Last  night  I  bad  a  ourious  dream, 
Miss  Susan  Bates  was  Mistress  Mogg* 
What  d' ye  think  of  that^  my  cat? 
What  d' ye  think  of  that^  my  dog  7 

fittie  ]ooL*d  so  &ir,  she  sang  so  weD, 
I  could  bat  woo  and  she  was  won ; 
Myself  in  blue,  the  bride  in  white, 
The  ring  was  placed,  the  deed  was  doiMl 
Away  we  weDt  in  chaise-and-four, 
As  fikst  as  grinning  boys  could  flog— 
What  d'ye  think  of  that  zny  cat? 
What  d*ye  think  of  that  my  dog? 

What  loving  Ut&-dr4ite8  to  come  I 
What  Ui&^-4ite8  must  still  defer  1 
When  Susan  came  to  liTc  with  me^ 
Her  mother  came  to  live  with  her  I 
With  sister  Belle  she  could  n't  part^ 
But  all  my  ties  had  leave  to  jog — 
What  d*ye  think  of  thal^  my  cat? 
What  d*ye  think  of  that^my  dog? 

The  mother  brought  a  pretty  FoD^ 
A  monkey,  too,  what  work  he  made  I 
The  sister  introduced  a  beau— 
My  Susan  brought  a  fitvorite  maid. 
She  had  a  tabby  of  her  own, — 
A  snappish  mongrel  christened  Gk)g^-» 
What  d'  ye  think  of  that,  my  cat? 
What  d'  ye  think  of  thal^  my  dog? 

The  monkey  bit — the  parrot  screamedi 
AH  day  the  sister  strummed  and  sang, 
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The  petted  maid  was  soch  a  aoold  I 
My  Susan  learned  to  use  her  tongue . 
Her  mother  had  such  wretched  heald^ 
She  sat  and  croaked  like  any  firog — 
What  d'ye  think  of  that^my  cat? 
What  d'ye  think  of  that^  my  dog? 

Ko  longer  Deaiy,  Duck,  and  LoTe, 
I  soon  came  down  to  simple  ''  M  I" 
The  Teiy  servants  crossed  my  wish, 
My  Susan  let  me  down  to  them. 
The  poker  hardly  seemed  my  own, 
I  mig^t  as  well  have  heen  a  log"— 
What  d'  ye  think  of  that,  my  cat  ? 
What  d'ye  thmk  of  that,  my  dog? 

My  (^thes  they  were  the  queerest  shi^M 
Qaich.  ooats  and  hats  she  never  met  I 
My  ways  they  were  the  oddest  ways  I 
My  fiiends  were  such  a  vulgar  set  1 
Ppor  Tompkinson  was  snubbed  and  huflM, 
She  could  not  bear  that  Mister  Blogg— 
What  d'ye  think  of  that,  my  cat? 
What  d'  ye  think  of  that,  my  dog? 

At  times  we  had  a  9par,  and  then 
Mamma  must  mingle  in  the  song — 
The  sister  took  a  sister's  part — 
The  maid  declared  her  muster  wrong-— 
The  parrot  learned  to  call  me  "  Fool  I" 
My  life  was  like  a  Londou  fog — 
What  d'  ye  think  of  that,  my  cat  7 
What  d'ye  thmk  of  that,  my  dog? 

My  Susar's  taste  was  superfine. 
As  proved  by  bills  that  had  no  eri; 
/never  had  a  decent  coat — 
/never  had  a  coLn  to  spend  I 
She  forced  me  to  resigu  my  club, 
Lay  down  my  pipe,  retrench  my 
What  d'ye  think  of  that,  my  cat  ? 
What  d'  ye  think  of  that^  my  dog? 
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Saoh  Sunday  night  we  gare  a  rout 
To  fbps  and  flirts,  a  pretty  list ; 
And  when  I  tried  to  steal  away 
I  found  my  study  fiill  of  whist  I 
Then,  first  to  come,  and  last  to  go^ 
There  always  was  a  Oaptain  Hog^  - 
What  d'  ye  think  of  thal^  my  cat? 
What  d'  ye  think  of  that^  my  dog? 

Now  was  not  that  an  awfiil  dream 
For  one  who  single  is  and  snag» 
With  Pussy  in  the  elbow-chair, 
And  Tray  reposing  on  the  mgi-^ 
If  I  must  totter  down  the  hill 
lis  safest  done  without  a  dog^ 
What  d'ye  think  of  that,  my  oat? 
What  d'ye  think  of  that,  my  dog? 


ON  SAMUEL  ROGERS. 


QuegUon, 

Non  and  chin  would  shame  a  knocker, 
Wrinkles  that  would  pumle  C!ocker : 
Mouth  which  marks  tiiie  envious  soorner, 
With  a  scorpion  in  each  comer. 
Turning  its  quick  taQ  to  sting  yon 
In  the  place  that  most  may  wring  yon : 
Eyes  of  lead-like  hue,  and  gummy ; 
Out»8B  picked  out  firom  some  munmiy ' 
Bowels  (but  they  were  forgotten,  . 
Save  the  liver,  and  that 's  rotten) ; 
Skin  all  sallow,  flesh  all  sodden— 
Form  the  Devil  would  frighten  Gk>d  iiL 
Is 't  a  oorpee  stuck  up  for  show, 
Galvanised  at  times  to  go 
With  the  Scripture  in  connection, 
New  proof  of  the  resurrection? 
Vampyre,  ghost,  or  ghoul,  what  is  it? 
I  would  walk  ten  miles  to  miss  it 
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Anawer. 

Many  paawDgen  airest  ooe^ 
To  demand  the  same  free  qaeetion. 
Shorter  'a  my  reply,  and  franker-* 
That's  the  Bard,  the  Beau,  the  Banks; 
Tet  if  you  could  bring  abont^ 
Just  to  torn  him  inside  out, 
Satan's  self  would  seem  less  sooty, 
And  his  present  aq>ect — ^Beauty. 
Mark  that  (as  he  masks  the  bilious 
Air,  so  softly  supercilious) 
Ohastened  bow,  and  mode  humility, 
Almost  sickened  to  seryility ; 
Hear  his  tone,  (which  is  to  talking 
That  which  creeping  is  to  walking^- 
Now  on  all-fours,  now  on  tiptoe). 
Hear  the  tales  he  tends  his  lip  to ; 
Idtde  hints  of  heavy  scandals, 
Eveiy  friend  in  turn  he  handles ; 
AH  which  women  or  which  men  do^ 
Glides  forth  in  an  innuendo, 
Clothed  in  odds  and  ends  of  hunior*> 
Herald  of  each  paltry  rumor. 
From  diTorces  down  to  dresses, 
Women's  frailties,  men's  excesses, 
AU  which  life  presents  of  evil 
llake  for  him  a  constant  revel 
You  're  his  foe— for  that  he  fears  yon, 
And  in  absence  blasts  and  sears  you : 
You  're  his  friend — for  that  he  hates  y<M% 
First  caresses,  and  then  baits  you, 
Darting  on  the  opportunity 
When  to  do  it  with  impunity : 
You  are  neither — then  he  '11  flatter 
Till  he  finds  some  trait  for  satire ; 
Hunts  your  weak  point  out,  then  shows  il 
Where  it  injures  to  disclose  it^ 
In  the  mode  that's  most  invidioui^ 
Adding  eveiy  trait  that's  hideous^ 
From  the  bile,  whose  blackening  riw 
Bushes  through  his  Stygian  liver. 
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Tlien  he  Uiinks  hlmsdf  a  k>?(d  : 

Why  I  reaDj  can't  diaooTer 

In  his  mind,  age,  fiuse,  or  figure : 

Yiper-broth  mig^t  give  him  Tigor. 

Let  him  keep  the  caldron  steadj. 

He  the  Tenom  has  aheady. 

For  his  fiuilts,  he  has  but  atM — 

'Tis  but  envy,  when  all's  done. 

He  but  pays  the  pain  he  sufifera; 

Clipping,  like  a  pair  of  snnftai^ 

U^tB  which  ought  to  bum  the  brig^iter 

For  Uius  temporaiy  blighter. 

He's  the  cancer  of  his  spedes^ 

And  will  eat  himself  to  pieces; 

Flagoe  personified,  and  famine ;  ^ 

Be?]],  whoae  iM>le  delight  is  damning  I 

For  his  merits^  would  you  know  'em? 
Onoe  he  wrote  a  pret^  Foenf 


MY    PARTNER. 

W.  MAOKWOBTH 

At  Gidtenham,  where  one  drinks  one's  fill 

Of  folly  and  cold  water, 
I  danced,  last  year,  my  first  quadrille 

With  old  Sir  Gkiofi&ey's  daughter. 
Her  cheek  with  summeor's  rose  might  via, 

When  summer's  rose  is  newest ; 
Her  eyes  were  blue  as  autumn's  sky, 

When  autumn's  sky  is  bluest; 
And  well  my  heart  might  deem  her 

Of  life's  most  predous  flow^n^ 
For  half  her  thoughts  were  of  its  son, 

And  half  were  of  its  showers. 

1  spoke  of  novels : — "  Vivian  Qtnsf* 

Was  positively  charming, 
And  ^  Almack's"  iufinitely  gay. 

And ''  Frankenstein"  alarming; 

14 
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I  said  <<  De  Yere"  was  chastely  toM, 

ThTUg^t  wen  of  "  Herbert  Laof,** 
C^ed  Mr.  Banim*8  sketches  ''  bold," 

And  Lady  Morgan's  "  racy  ;*' 
I  TOwed  the  last  new  thing  of  Hookft 

Was  vastly  entertaining; 
And  Laura  said — *'  I  dote  on  book% 

Because  it's  always  raining !" 

I  talked  of  music's  gorgeous  fime, 

I  rayed  about  Rossini, 
Hoped  Bonzo  would  oome  back  agiln. 

And  criticized  Pacdni ; 
I  wished  the  chorus  singerB  dumh 

The  trumpets  more  padflc^ 
And  eulogized  Brocard's  apUmJb 

And  voted  Paul  "  terrifla" 
What  cared  she  for  Medea's  pride 

Or  Desdeiaona's  soirow  ? 
^  Alas  1"  my  beauteous  listener  sigbec^ 

^  We  mimt  have  storms  to-morrow  f* 

I  told  her  tales  of  other  lands ; 

Of  ever-boiling  fountains, 
Of  poisonous  lakes,  and  barren  sandi^ 

Vast  forests,  trackless  mountains; 
I  painted  bright  Italian  skies, 

I  lauded  Persian  roses, 
Coined  similes  for  Spanish  eyes, 

And  jests  for  Lidian  noses ; 
I  laughed  at  Lisbon's  love  of  masa^ 

And  Vienna's  dread  of  treason ; 
And  Laura  asked  me  where  the  glass 

Stood  at  Madrid  last  season. 

I  broached  whate'er  had  gone  its  roondi^ 

The  week  before,  of  scandal ; 
What  made  Sir  Luke  lay  down  his  hoondl 

And  Jane  take  up  her  Handel ; 
Why  Julia  walked  upon  the  heath, 

Wltli  the  pale  moon  above  her; 
Where  Fbra  lost  her  false  front  'i/t^ 

And  An.ie  her  false  lover; 
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How  Lord  de  B.  and  Mm  L. 

Had  Grossed  the  sea  togedier; 
My  shuddering  partner  cried — "  Qh^  Q^  i 

How  eotdd  they  in  sach  weather  T* 

Was  she  a  blue  ? — ^I  put  my  trust 

In  strata^  petals,  gases ; 
A  boudoir  pedant  ? — ^I  discossed 

The  toga  and  the  fiisces; 
A  oocloiey-muse  ? — ^I  mouthed  a  daal 

Of  folly  from  Sndymion : 
A  saint? — ^I  praised  the  pious  leal 

Of  Messn.  Way  and  Simaon; 
A  politician  ? — ^It  was  vain 

To  quote  the  morning  paper ; 
The  horrid  phantoms  come  again, 

Bain,  hail,  and  snow,  and  vapor. 

Flat  flattery  was  my  only  chance^ 

I  acted  deep  devotion, 
Found  magic  in  her  eveiy  glanoe^ 

Gkaoe  in  her  every  motion ; 
I  wasted  all  a  stripling's  lore, 

Prayer,  passion,  folly,  feeling; 
And  wildly  looked  upon  the  floor, 

And  wildly  on  the  oeiling ; 
I  envied  gloves  upon  her  arm, 

And  shawls  upon  her  shoulder; 
And  when  my  worship  was  most  waim 

She  *^  never  found  it  colder.** 

C  don't  object  to  wealth  or  land  * 

And  she  will  have  the  giving 
Of  an  extremely  pretty  hand, 

Some  thousands,  and  a  living. 
6he  makes  silk  purses,  brcnders  stoola^  • 

Sings  sweetly,  dances  finely. 
Paints  screens,  subscribes  to  Sunday-sdhooli^ 

And  sits  a  horse  divinely. 
But  to  be  linked  for  life  to  her  I—* 

The  desperate  man  who  tried  it^ 
ICg^t  marry  a  barometer, 

And  hang  himself  beside  itl 
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THE  BELLE   OF   THE   BALL. 

W.  MAOKWOBXH 

Tiabs — jean  ago-  -eie  yet  my  dreams 

Had  been  of  being  wise  and  witty; 
Ere  I  had  done  with  writing  themes. 

Or  yawn'd  o*er  this  infernal  Ohitty; 
YearSi  years  ago,  while  all  my  joys 

Were  in  my  fowling-piece  and  filly : 
In  shorty  while  I  was  yet  a  boy, 

I  fell  in  loTe  with  Laura  Lillyi 

I  saw  her  at  a  oomitry  ball ; 

There  when  the  sound  of  flute  and  fiddle 
Gave  signal  sweet  in  that  old  hall, 

Of  hands  across  and  down  the  middle, 
Hers  was  the  subtlest  spell  by  far 

Of  an  that  seta  young  hearts  romancing : 
She  was  oin:  queen,  our  rose,  our  star; 

And  when  she  danced— oh,  heaven,  her  danoing  > 


Dark  was  her  hair,  her  hand  was  white ; 

Her  TToice  was  exquisitely  tender, 
Her  eyes  were  full  of  liquid  lig^t ; 

I  never  saw  a  waist  so  slender; 
Her  eveiy  look,  her  eveiy  smile. 

Shot  right  and  left  a  score  of  arrows ; 
I  thought  'twas  Venus  fix>m  her  isle, 

I  wondered  where  she  'd  left  her  sparrowBi 

She  talk'd  of  politics  or  prayers; 

Of  Southey's  proae,  or  Wordsworth's  sonnets; 
Of  daggers  or  of  dancing  bears, 

Of  battles,  or  the  last  new  bonnets; 
By  candle-light^  at  twelve  o'clock. 

To  me  it  mattered  not  a  titde. 
If  those  bright  lips  had  quoted  Locke, 

I  might  have  thought  they  murmured  JAti^ 

Through  sunny  May,  through  sultry  June^ 

I  loved  her  with  a  love  eternal ; 
I  spoke  her  praises  to  the  moon, 

I  wrote  them  for  the  Sunday  JoumaL 
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ICy  mother  laughed;  I  aoon  finmd  out 
That  andent  ladies  have  no  fediog ; 

Myfiitherfrown'd;  but  how  should  goat 
Find  any  happmeas  in  ^™^>*>fa*g  ? 

ghe  was  tlie  daughter  of  a  dean, 

Bich,  fat^  and  rather  apopleotio ; 
She  had  ooe  brother  just  thirteen, 

Whose  oolor  was  extremely  hectic ; 
Her  grandmother,  for  many  a  year. 

Had  fed  the  puish  with  her  bounty ; 
Her  second  cousin  was  a  peer, 

And  lord-Hentenant  of  the  county. 


But  titles  and  the  three  per  center 

And  mortgages,  and  great  relations, 
And  India  bonds,  and  tithes  and  renti^ 

OhI  what  are  they  to  love's  aensatwnsf 
Black  eyes,  fiur  forehead,  clustering  looks^ 

Booh  wealth,  such  honors,  Oupid  diooses; 
He  cares  as  Utile  for  the  stocks^ 

As  Baron  Bothsdhild  for  tlie  muses. 

She  sketch'd ;  the  rale,  the  wood,  the  beach, 

Grew  lovelier  from  her  pencil's  shading; 
She  botanized ;  I  envied  eadi 

Toung  blossom  in  her  boudoir  fiuliDg ; 
She  warbled  Handel;  itwasgrand^ 

She  made  the  Oatalina  jeaknis; 
She  touch'd  the  organ;  I  could  stand 

For  bouzB  and  houis  and  Uow  the  beUowib 

She  kept  an  album,  too,  at  home, 

Well  flll'd  with  all  an  album's  g^es; 
Paintings  of  butterflies  and  Rome, 

Patterns  for  trinmung,  Persian  stories; 
Soft  songs  to  Julia's  cockatoo, 

Vwtod  odes  to  famine  and  to  slaug^iter; 
And  autogn^hs  of  Prince  Labooy 

And  recipee  of  elder  water. 

And  she  was  flattered,  worship'd,  bored, 
Her  steps  were  watch'd,  her  (h-ess  was  noladi 
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Her  poodle  dog  was  quite  adored, 
Her  flayingB  were  extremely  qooted. 

She  laugh'd,  and  every  heart  was  glad, 
Ab  if  the  taxes  were  aboliah'd ; 

ihe  frown'd,  and  eveiy  look  was  sad, 
As  if  the  opera  were  demolishd. 


She  smil'd  on  many  just  for 

I  knew  that  there  was  nothing  in  il; 
I  was  the  first  the  only  one 

Her  heart  thought  of  for  a  minnte; 
I  knew  ity  for  she  told  me  so, 

In  phrase  which  was  divinely  mdlded; 
She  wrote  a  Gharming  hand,  and  ohi 

How  sweetly  all  her  notes  were  folded! 


Our  love  was  like  most  other  Iotc 

A  little  glow,  a  little  shiver; 
A  rosebud  and  a  pair  of  gloves, 

And  *'  Sly  Not  Yet,*'  upon  the  liver ; 
Some  jealobsy  of  some  one's  heir, 

Some  hopes  of  dying  broken-hearted, 
A  miniature,  a  lode  of  hair, 

The  usual  tows — and  then  we  parted. 

We  parted — months  and  years  roQ'd  by ; 

We  met  again  for  summers  after ; 
Our  parting  was  all  sob  and  sigh — 

Our  meeting  was  all  mirtli  and  laogfatsr; 
For  In  my  heart's  most  secret  ceQ, 

There  had  been  many  other  lodgen; 
And  she  was  not  the  ball-room  belle^ 

But  only  Mrs. — Somethuig — Bogem 


SORROWS    OF   WERTHER. 

W.  M  AXmUOE  THACI 

WiRTHiB  had  a  love  for  Charlotte 
Such  as  words  could  never  utter ; 

Would  you  know  how  first  he  met  her  T 
She  was  cutting  bread  and  butter. 
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(Siariotte  was  a  married  lady, 
And  a  moral  man  was  WertSMr, 

And  for  an  the  wealth  of  Indies^    ' 
Would  do  nothing  for  to  faort  her. 

So  he  aghed  and  pined  and  ogled. 
And  his  passion  boiled  and  bubbled. 

TSl  he  blew  his  silly  brains  out, 
And  no  more  was  by  it  troubled. 

Ohariotte,  having  seen  his  body 
Borne  before  her  on  a  shutter, 

Idke  a  well-conducted  person, 
Went  on  cutting  brad  and  butter. 


THE   TANEBB   VOLUNTEBBS. 

W.  HAXEPIAOB  THAOKBAT. 

t^A  nx|Mm  of  llie  Unltad  Statoi  armj  my%  that  on  InqaMng  of  «b^ 
Pbis  oompMif,  ba  found  that  niim  tmUh$  of  tb«  man  iMd  miHalioft  «v 

Ti  Yankee  Tolunteers  1 
It  makes  my  bosom  bleed 
When  I  your  stoiy  read. 

Though  oft  'tis  told  one. 
tio-Hn  both  henuspheres 
The  woman  are  untrue^ 
And  cruel  in  the  New, 

As  in  the  Old  one  I 

What — in  this  company 

Of  sixty  sons  of  Mars, 

Who  march  'neath  Stripes  and  Stan^ 

With  fife  and  horn, 
Nino  tenths  of  all  we  see 
Along  the  warlike  line 
Hiad  but  one  cause  to  joio 

This  Hope  Fdorn  Y 
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DeserteiB  from  the  lealm 
WhfliB  i»yiiiit  Veiuu  reigiii^ 
Toa  dipped  her  wicked  chi^ii% 

lied  and  oatrnn  her. 
And  nowy  with  sword  and 
Together  banded  are 
Beneath  the  Stripe  and  StH> 

embroidered  banner  I 


And  80  it  18  with  all 

The  wanion  ranged  in  Ihie^ 

With  laoe  bedizened  fine 

And  swords  gold-hHted^ 
Ton  hisly  oorporal, 
Ton  odor-man  who  gripes 
The  flag  of  Stars  and  Stripes 
Has  eadi  been  jilted  ? 

Ctome,  eadi  man  of  this  line^ 
The  privates  strong  and  tall, 
**  The  pioneers  and  aH," 

The  fifer  nimble- 
lieutenant  and  Bnsign, 
Captain  with  epaulets. 
And  Blaol^  there,  who  beats 

The  clanging  cymbal — 

O  qymbal-beating  black, 
Ten  US,  as  thoa  canst  feel, 
Was  it  some  Luqr  Neal 

Who  caused  thy  rain? 
O  nimble  fifing  Jack, 
And  drummer  Tnalringr  ^Iq 

So  deftiy  on  the  skin, 

With  thy  rat-tattoon^ 

Oonfes^  ye  yolunteen^ 
lieutenant  and  Ensign, 
And  Captain  of  the  linis^ 
As  bold  as  Bomaa^ 
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CotiftiBHi  y6  greiuidien^ 
However  Btrong  and  tell, 
The  Oonqtierar  of  70a  afl 
la  Woman,  Woman  I 

Ko  oonelet  is  so  prooi^ 

Bat  tfarodg^  it  fiom  her  bow* 

The  ahafta  that  she  oan  throw 

Win  pierce  and  rankle. 
Ko  ohainpicin  e'er  so  tooj^ 
Bat's  in  the  struggle  thrown, 
And  tripped  and  trodden  dowD 

By  her  slim  anUe. 

Tfans^  atways  it  has  raled. 
And  when  a  woman  smiled, 
The  strong  man  was  a  child, 

The  sage  a  noodle. 
Aloides  was  befooled, 
And  sQlj  Samson  shorn, 
Long,  long  ere  you  were  bom, 

Poor  Yankee  Doodle  I 


COURTSHIP   AND   MATRIMONY. 
A  POKK,  IN  TWO  OANTO& 

OAIITO  TBI  FIBflT. 

oouknuup. 

/imHT  of  earth!  if  thou  wilt  hear  my  tow, 
Lo  1  at  thy  feet  I  swear  to  lore  thee  erer ; 

kod  by  this  Idas  upon  thy  radiant  brow, 
Promise  aftectlon  wbidi  no  time  shall  seyer  p 

Ind  lore  which  e'er  shall  bum  as  bright  as  now. 
To  be  extinguished — never,  dearest,  never! 

Wnt  thou  thai  iUMf^tjy  fluttering  heart  resign  ? 

QAfHnonl  my  own  sweet  Kate,   wilt  thou  be  mine? 

14* 
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Tiloa  shalt  have  pearls  to  deok  thj  nyen  hair — 
Thou  shalt  have  all  this  worid  of  oon  oan  bnng, 

And  we  will  live  in  eoiitade,  nor  care 
For  aught  save  for  each  other.    We  wiU  fling 

Away  all  sorrow — ^Eden  shall  be  there  I 
And  thou  shalt  be  my  queen,  and  I  tibj  king  I 

Still  oojy  and  still  leluotant  ?    Sweetheart  say, 

When  shall  we  monarehs  be  7  and  which  the  daft 


OANTO   THB   SBOOHD. 

icixBDCoinr. 

ITow  Mbs.  PBiiroLi^  once  for  aD,  I  say 

I  win  not  such  extnyaganoe  sHow  I 
W\b  upon  biOS)  and  larger  every  day, 

Bnougfa  to  drive  a  man  to  drink,  I  vowl 
Booneta^  gloves,  fiipp^  and  trash — nay,  nay, 

Tears,  Mbs.  PBorau^  will  not  guU  me  now— 
I  say  I  won't  allow  ten  pounds  a  week ; 
I  can't  afford  it ;  madam,  do  not  speak  1 

In  wedding  you  I  thought  I  had  a  treasure ; 

I  find  myself  most  miserably  mistaken  I 
You  rise  at  ten,  then  spend  the  day  in  pleasure;— 

In  fact,  my  confidence  is  sli^^tly  shaken. 
Hal  what's  that  uproar  ?    This,  ma'am,  is  my  kisovs; 

Sufficient  noise  Ihe  slumbering  dead  to  waken  I 
I  seek  retirement^  and  I  find — a  riot ; 
Oonfound  those  children,  but  111  make  them  qoieCl 


CONCERNING   SISTERS-IN-LAW. 


I!hit  looked  po  alike  as  they  sat  at  their  work, 

^What  a  pity  t  is  that  one  isn't  a  Turk !) 

The  same  glances  and  smiles,  the  same  habits  and  aiti^ 

The  same  tastes,  the  same  firocks,  and  (no  doubt)  tiie  same  tmtf^ 
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The  flame  iiresistible  cat  in  their  jibs, 
The  same  little  jokes,  and  the  same  little  fibih* 
That  I  thought  the  best  way  to  get  out  of  my  pain 
Was  by — heads  for  Maria,  and  vwnan  for  Jane ; 
For  hang  me  if  it  seemed  it  oonld  matler  a  straw, 
Which  dear  became  wife,  and  whidi  sister-in-law. 

IL 

Bat  now,  I  will  own,  I  feel  rather  inclined 

lo  suspect  I  've  some  reason  to  alter  my  mind ; 

And  the  doubt  in  my  breast  daily  grows  a  mora  strong  oim^ 

That  they  're  not  qtriie  alike,  and  I  'ye  taken  the  wrong  ona 

Jane  is  idways  so  gentle,  obliging,  and  cool ; 

Neyer  calls  me  a  monster — not  eyen  a  fool ; 

AH  our  litde  contentions,  'tis  she  makes  them  up. 

And  she  knows  how  much  sugar  to  put  in  my  cup : — 

Yea^  I  sometimes  ha/oe  wished — ^HeaVn  forgiye  me  the  flawl— 

Thai  my  yeiy  dear  wife  was  my  sister-in-law. 

m. 

Oh,  your  sister-in-law,  is  a  dangerous  thing  I 

The  daily  comparisons^  too,  she  will  bring  I 

Wife — curl-papered,  slip-fihod,  unwashed  and  undressed; 

She — ^ringleted,  booted,  and  ^ fixed  in  her  best;" 

Wife — sulky,  or  storming,  or  preaching,  or  prating ; 

She— merrily  singing,  or  laughing^  or  chatting : 

Then  the  innocent  freedom  her  friendship  allows 

To  the  happy  half-way  between  mother  and  cfpousa 

In  short,  ^  the  Devil  e'er  needs  a  cat's-paw. 

Hie  can't  find  one  more  sure  than  a  sister-in-law. 

rr. 

That  no  good  upon  earth  can  be  had  undiluted 
Is  a  maxim  experience  has  seldom  refoted ; 
And  preachers  and  poets  have  proved  it  is  so 
With  abundance  of  tropes,  more  or  less  apropos. 
Every  %ht  has  its  shade,  every  rose  has  its  thorn, 
The  cup  has  its  head-ache,  its  poppy  the  com , 
There 's  a  fly  in  the  ointment,  a  spot  on  the  sun — 
In  short,  they  've  used  all  illustrations — but  one ; 
And  have  left  it  to  me  the  most  striking  to  draw— 
Vn. :  that  no7K\  withont  wwm,  can  have 


ii4  BATIBIOAI*. 


THE   LOBSTERS.* 

As  a  joung  Lobster  losmed  abool^ 
ItBdf  and  mother  beiiig  oat^ 
Their  eyes  at  the  same  moment  ftU 
On  a  boiled  lobster's  scarlet  shelL 
"  Look,'*  said  the  yomiger;  "  is  it  true 
That  we  mig^t  wear  so  bright  a  hoe? 
No  ooral,  if  I  trust  mine  ej% 
Oan  with  its  startling  brillianoe  vie ; 
While  jon  and  I  must  be  content 
A  dingy  aq>ect  to  present" 
*^ Proad  heedlesB  fool,"  the  parent  cried; 
*^  EnoVst  thou  the  penalty  of  pride  7 
The  tawdry  fineiy  you  wish, 
Has  mined  this  unhi^py  fish. 
The  hne  so  much  by  you  desired 
By  his  destruction  was  acquired- 
Bo  be  contented  with  your  lot^ 
Nor  seek  to  change  by  going  to  pot** 


TO   SONG-BIRDS   ON  A  SUNDAT. 


SiLnrai,  all  1  ye  winged  choir ; 
Let  not  yon  li^^t  rey  erend  sire 
Hear  your  happy  symphony : 
*Tis  too  good  for  such  as  he. 

On  the  day  of  rest  divine^ 
He  poor  townsfdk  would  confine 
In  their  crowded  streets  and  laaei^ 
Where  they  can  not  hear  your  strains 

AU  the  week  they  drudge  away, 
Haying  but  one  holiday ; 
No  more  time  for  you,  than  that-— 
Unlike  bishops,  ridi  and  fiit 

Appmred  at  the  tima  of  ih«  Antl-popeiy  ezdtament,  pirodveed  tij 
tfCwdinal  Wbenun,  eta 


BATIBIOAL.  SftB 

Utler  not  your  oheerfbl  sotindfl^ 
Therefore^  in  the  biahop's  gioondi; 
Hake  him  melody  no  more, 
Who  denies  you  to  the  pom. 

Linnet^  hist!  and  blaokbirdy  hush  I 
Throstle,  be  a  songless  thrash; 
Ni^tingale  and  lark,  be  mute , 
Never  sing  to  such  a  brute. 

Bobin,  at  the  twi]i^t  dim, 
Never  let  thine  evening  hyma, 
Bird  of  red  and  ruthful  breast^ 
Lend  the  bishop's  Port  a  lest 

Soothe  not,  birds,  his  lonesome  holing 
Keeping  us  from  fields  and  flowen^ 
Who  to  pen  us  tries,  instead, 
rMong  the  intramural  dead. 

Only  let  the  raven  croak 
At  him  from  the  rotten  oak; 
Let  the  magpie  and  the  jay 
Chatter  at  him  on  his  way. 

And  when  he  to  rest  has  laid  him, 

Let  his  ears  the  screech-owl  haizy; 
And  the  nightjar  serenade  him 

With  a  proper  charivarL 


THE   FIRST   SENSIBLE   VALENTINB. 

or  THB  MOST  ASTOHISHINO  imriTB  OF  XHE  KUORATION  UAMA) 

PUKOH. 

Lr  other  swains,  upon  the  best  oream-laid 
Or  wire-wove  note,  their  amorous  strains  indite ; 

Or,  in  despair,  invoke  the  limner's  aid 
To  paint  the  sufferings  they  can  not  wiHe : 


1 
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IJpoD  iheir  page,  traoafized  with  numerona  darta^ 

Let  Blender  youths  in  agony  expire ; 
Or,  OIL  one  apit,  let  two  pale  pink  calves'  hearta 

Boaat  at  some  fieroe  imaginary  lira 

Let  Ahoilina  there,  as  in  a  bower 

Of  shrubs,  unknown  to  Ldtdlet,  she  reposes^ 
Seis  her  own  Alfred  to  the  old  church  tower 

Led  on  by  Cupid,  in  a  chain  of  roses; 
Or  let  the  wreath,  when  raised,  a  cage  reveal, 

Wherein  two  doves  their  little  bills  entwine ; 
(A  vile  device,  which  always  makes  me  fed 

Kazriage  would  only  add  yonr  bills  to  mina) 

For  arts  like  these  I've  ndtfaer  skill  nor  time ; 

But  if  you  '11  seek  the  Diggings,  dearest  maid, 
And  share  my  fortune  in  that  happier  dime, 

Tour  berth  is  taken,  and  your  passage  paid. 
For  reading,  lately,  in  my  list  of  things^ 

^  Twelve  doeen  shirts !  twelve  dozen  coUan^"  toot 
The  horrid  host  of  buttons  and  of  strings 

Flashed  on  my  spirit,  and  I  thought— of  yon. 

^  Surely,"  I  said,  as  in  my  chest  I  dived — 

That  vast  receptacle  of  all  things  known— 
*^  To  teach  this  truth  my  outfit  was  contrived, 

It  is  not  good  for  man  to  be  alone  I" 
Then  fly  with  me  1    My  bark  is  on  the  shore 

(Her  mark  A  1,  her  size  eight  hundred  tons), 
And  thou^  she 's  nearly  full,  can  take  some  more 

Dxy  goods,  by  measurement — say  G-Bsiir  and  Soaa 

Yes,  fly  with  me  I    Had  all  our  friends  been  blind, 

We  might  have  married,  and  been  happy  here  ; 
But  since  young  married  folks  the  means  must  find 

The  eyes  of  stem  society  to  cheer. 
And  satisfy  its  numerous  demands, 

I  think  'twill  save  us  many  a  vain  expense. 
If  on  our  wedding  cards  this  Notice  stands, 

"  At  Home,  at  Ballarat,  just  three  months  henodr 
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A  8GBNE  ON  THB  AUSTRIAN  FBONT/BB. 

PUHOHi 

**  Det  must  not  pass  I"  was  the  wanung  cry  of  tlie  Austrian  sen- 
tinel 

To  on<^  whose  little  knapsack  bore  the  booln  he  loved  so  well 

''ThoT  must  not  pass?  Now,  wherefore  not?'*  the  wondering 
toorist  cried; 

"  Ko  English  book  can  pass  mit  me ;"  the  sentinel  replied. 

The  toorist  laughed  a  scornful  laugh ;  quoth  he,  "  Indeed,  I  hope 

There  are  few  TSngiish  books  would  please  a  Kaiser  or  a  Pope ; 

But  these  are  books  in  conunon  use :  plain  truths  and  facts  they 
telt— " 

"  Der  Teufel  1   Den  dej  fn^  wd  pass  I"  said  the  startled  sentineL 

^This  Handbook  to  North  Gkrmanj,  by  worthy  Mr.  Murray, 
Need  scarcely  put  your  government  in  such  a  mighty  flurry ; 
If  tourists'  handbooks  be  proscribed,  pray  have  you  ever  tried 
To  find  a  treasonable  page  in  BrodihawB  Haikoay  Ouide  f 
This  map,  again,  of  Switseriand — nay,  man,  you  need  n't  start  or 
Look  black  at  such  a  little  map,  as  if  'twere  Magna  Gharta; 
I  know  it  is  the  land  of  Till,  but,  curb  your  idle  fuiy — 
We  've  not  the  slightest  hope,  to-day,  to  find  a  Till  in  your  eye 
(Uri)." 

^  Sturmwetter  I**  said  the  sentinel,  *'  Oome  I  cease  dis  idle  babbles  I 
Was  ist  dis  oder  book  I  see  ?    Das  Haus  mit  sieben  Ghibbles? 
I  neware  heard  of  him  bifor,  ver  moeh  I  wish  I  had. 
For  now  Ich  kann  nicht  let  him  pass,  for  fear  he  should  be  bad. 
Das  Haus  of  Conunons  it  must  be ;  Ja  wohl  I  'tis  so,  aud  den 
Die  Sieben  Gobbles  are  de  talk  of  your  chief  public  men ; 
Potzmiekchen  I  it  is  dreadful  books.    Ja  I  Ja  1  I  know  him  well ; 
C[oQh  Himmel  I  here  he  most  not  pass :"  said  the  learned  sen- 
tineL 

■^  Dis  Plato,  too,  I  ver  moeh  fear,  he  win  corrupt  the  land, 
He  has  soch  many  long  big  words,  Ich  kann  nicht  onderstand." 
''My  Mend,"  the  tourist  said,  "  I  fear  you  're  realljin  the  way  to 
Quite  change  the  proverb,  and  be  fhends  witk  neither  Truth  not 
Plato 
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ICy  booka^  'tb  tnie,  are  little  woiih,  bnt  tibey  have  served  m 

And  I  r^ard  the  greataeaB  less  tiban  tibe  nature  of  tbe  wro^g; 
So^  if  the  books  must  stay  behind,  I  stay  behind  as  weQ." 
ofls  ist  mir  nidhts^  main  lieber  Frennd,"  said  the  courteous  BUr 


ODE  TO  THE  GREAT  SEA-SERPENT  ON  HIS  WON 

DERFUL  REAPPEARANGEL 

Fmm  what  abysses  of  the  unfathom'd  sea 
Tamest  thou  up,  Gkeat  Serpent^  now  and  theo. 

If  we  may  yenture  to  believe  in  thee, 
And  affidavits  of  sea-fiuring  men? 

What  whirlpool  gulf  to  thee  affords  a  home  1 
Amid  the  unknown  depths  where  dost  tfaoa  dwell? 

I^— like  the  mermaid,  with  her  g^ass  and  oomb*- 
Thou  art  not  what  the  vulgar  call  a  Sell 

Art  thou,  indeed,  a  seipent  and  no  sham? 

Or,  if  no  serpent^  a  prodigious  eel, 
An  entity,  though  modified  by  flam, 

A  basking  shark,  or  monstrous  kind  of  seal? 

Ill  think  that  thou  a  true  Ophidian  art; 

I  can  not  say  a  reptile  of  the  deep, 
Because  thou  dost  not  play  a  reptile's  part ; 

Thou  swimmest,  it  appears,  and  dost  not  creep 

The  Oaptaiu  was  not  Wauoer  but  M'Qxteji, 
I  ni  trust,  by  whom  thou  some  time  since  wast 

And  him  who  says  he  saw  thee  t'other  day, 
I  will  not  bid  address  the  corps  marine. 

Sea-Serpent,  art  thou  venomous  or  not  ? 

What  sort  of  snake  may  be  thy  dass  and  sCjIa? 
That  of  Mud-Python,  by  Apollo  shot, 

And  mentioned — ^rather  often — by  Garltui? 
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Or,  art  thou  bat  a  serpent  of  the  mind? 

DonbtSy  though  subdued,  wOl  oft  recur 
A  serpent  of  the  visionarj  kind, 

Frooeeding  from  the  grog-oppressed  brain  ? 

Art  thou  a  giant  adder,  or  huge  aap, 

And  hast  thou  got  a  ratde  at  thy  tail? 
If  of  the  Boa  species,  oouldst  thou  dasp 

Within  thy  fold,  and  suffocate,  a  whale  ? 

How  long  art  thou  ? — Some  sixty  feet,  they  say, 
And  more — but  how  much  more  they  do  not  know: 

I  fimcy  thou  oouldst  reach  across  a  bay 
From  head  to  head,  a  doeen  miles  or  sa 

Scales  hast  thou  got^  of  course — ^but  what  *s  thy  wei^? 

On  either  side  'tis  said  thou  hast  a  fin, 
A  crest,  too,  on  thy  neck^  deponents  state, 

A  sawHshaped  lidge  of  flabby,  dabby  sldn. 

If  I  oould  clutdi  thee — in  a  giant's  grip — 
'   Gould  I  retain  thee  in  that  grasp  sublime  ? 
Wouldst  thou  not  quickly  through  my  fingers  slip. 
Being  all  oyer  glazed  with  fishy  slime  ? 

Hast  thou  a  forked  tongue— and  dost  thou  hiss 
If  ever  thou  art  bored  with  Ocean's  play? 

And  is  it  the  correct  hypothesis 
That  thou  of  giUs  or  lungs  dost  breathe  by  way  ? 

What  spines,  or  spikes,  or  daws,  or  naLd,  or  fin. 
Or  paddle,  Ocean-Serpent,  dost  thou  bear? 

What  kind  of  teeth  show'st  thou  when  thou  dost  grin  ?-«» 
A  set  that  probably  would  make  one  stare. 

What  is  thy  diet?    Canst  thou  gulp  a  shoal 
Of  herrings?    Or  hast  thou  the  gorge  and  room 

To  bolt  fikt  porpoises  and  dolphins,  whole^ 
By  doienfl^  e'en  as  oysters  we  consume? 

Art  thou  alone,  thou  serpent,  on  the  brine, 

rhe  sole  surviying  member  of  thy  race? 
It  there  no  brother,  sister,  wife,  of  thine, 

But  thou  alone,  afloat  on  Ocean's  taoe  ? 
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* 

If  BQch  a  calculation  may  be  made, 
Thine  age  at  what  a  figure  may  we  take? 

When  first  tbe  granite  mountain-stones  were  laid, 
Wast  thou  not  present  there  and  then,  old  Snake? 

What  fossil  Saurians  In  thj  time  have  been? 

How  many  Mammoths  crumbled  into  mold? 
What  geologic  periods  hast  thou  seen, 

Long  as  the  tail  thou  doubtless  canst  unfold  f 

As  a  dead  whale,  but  as  a  whale,  though  dead, 
Thy  floating  bulk  a  British  crew  did  strike ; 

And,  so  &r,  none  will  question  what  they  said, 
That  thou  unto  a  whale  wast  very  like. 

A.  flock  of  birds  a  record,  rather  loose, 
Describes  as  hovering  o*er  thy  lengthy  hull ; 

Among  them,  doubtless,  there  was  many  a  Qoois^ 
And  also  several  of  the  genus  GhilL 


IBE  FEAST  OF  VEGETABLES,  AND  T3B  FLOW  01 

WATER 


PUMOB. 


Nbw  Yxab  comes, — so  let 's  be  jolly ; 

On  the  board  the  Turnip  smokes, 
While  we  sit  beneath  the  holly, 

Eating  GTreens  and  passing  jokes 

How  the  Oauliflower  is  steaming, 
Sweetest  flower  that  ever  blows  t 

See,  good  old  Sir  Kidney,  beaming, 
Shows  his  jovial  famed  red  nose. 

Here  behold  the  rdgn  of  Plenty, — 
Help  the  Carrots^  hand  the  XbSI  ; 

Boots  how  nice,  and  herbs  how  didnty, 
Well  VI  ikfthed  down  with  Adam's  Ale  I 
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Feed  joar  fill, — nntasted  only 

Let  the  firagrant  onion  go ; 
Or,  amid  the  revels  lonely, 

Gh>  not  nigh  the  mistletoe  1" 


KINDRED  QUACKS. 

VUMiOL 

I  OTiBHBABD  two  matrons  graTe,  allied  by  oLose  aflBoity 
(The  name  of  one  was  Phtvo^  uid  the  other's  was  Diyqutt), 
As  they  pot  their  groans  together,  both  so  dolefti?  and  lugo- 
bpona: 

Bays  Pbtbio,  ^  To  unload  the  heart  of  grie^  ma'am,  is  salubrn 

OQs: 
Here  am  I,  at  my  time  of  life,  in  this  year  of  our  deliyeranoe ; 
My  age  gives  me  a  right  to  look  for  some  esteem  and  reverenoa 
But,  ma'am,  I  feel  it  is  too  true  what  eveiy  body  says  to  me,-* 
Too  many  of  my  children  are  a  shame  and  a  disgrace  to  me." 

''Ah  I**  says  Divrairr,  "  my  heart  can  suffer  with  another,  ma'am ; 
I  'm  sure  I  can  well  understand  your  feelings  as  a  mother,  ma'am. 
IVe  some,  as  well, — no  doubt  but  what  you  're  perfectly  aware 

on 't^  ma'am. 
Whose   doings  bring  derision  and  discredit  on  their  parent, 

ma'am." 

"  There  are  boys  of  mine,"  says  Petsio,  ''  ma'am,  such  silly  &nciea 

nourishing. 
As  curing  gout  and  stomach-adie  by  pawing  and  by  flourishing." 

"  Well,"  says  Divrairr,  ^  I  've  those  that  teach  that  Heaven's 

beatitudes 
Are  to  be  earned  by  postures,  genuflexions,  bows,  and  attitudes." 

'My  good-for-nothing  sona^"  says  Phtbio,  ''some  have  turned 

hydropathisti^ 
Borne  taken  up  with  mesmerism,  or  joined  the  homfloopathistsi" 


3.12  BATIBICAL. 
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^  Mme,"  says  Dnmnrr,  ^'pnnne  a  aystem  of  giuKsnuskerj, 
OaUed  "Puaepsm^  a  pack  of  stofl^  and  quite  as  arrant  quackecj." 

Bays  Phtoo,  ''  Mine  have  sleep-VBlkerB^  pretending  throogh  tbm 

hide  of  yon, 
TL*  kx>k,  although  their  eyes  are  ahnt^  and  tell  you  what's  inside 

of  you." 

'^  Ahr  says  DmRirr,  ** so  mine,  with  quibbling  and  with  oaviK 

Would  hare  you,  ma'am,  to  blind  yoonel^  to  see  the  road  to  tnv«i 
m. 

**  Mine,"  Phtbio  says,  '^  have  quite  renounced  their  good  old  piDi 

and  potions,  ma'am. 
For  doses  of  a  billionth  of  agram,  and  such  wild  notions,  ma'i 


'^  80^"  says  Bivnirnr, ''  have  mine  left  wholesome  ezhortatia^ 

ma'am. 
For  oredence-tables^  reredoees,  rood4ofts,  and  maceration,  ma'am." 

**  But  hospitalSy"  says  Prtbio^  **  my  misguided  boys  are  founding^ 
ma'am." 

**  Wen,"  says  Drnairr,  *^  of  mine^  the  chapeb  are  aboundiim; 

ma'am.' 
** Mine  are  trifling  with  diseases,  ma'am,"  says  Psmo^  "not  at> 

tacking  them." 

^  ICne,"  says  Biviiirnr,  *^  instead  of  ooring  souls,  are  quaddng 
them." 

lAh, ma'am,"  says  Psmo^  ''I'm  to  blame, I  fear, fbr  these  ab- 
snrditiea." 

M  Ibat 's  my  fear  too,"  DiynoTT  says;  "  ma'am,  upon  my  word  it 
ia," 

^ys  Physic,  "  Fees,  not  scienoe,  haye  been  &r  too  much  my 
wishes,  ma'am." 

'  Trutti,"  says  DivmnT,  "  I  've  loyed  mndi  less  than  loaTsa  and 
fishes,  ma'am. ' 
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8ajB  eadb  to  each,  "  We  're  simpIetODS,  or  sad  deoeiTers^  some  of 

us; 
And  I  am  Bare^  ma'am,  I  don't  know  whaterer  will  become  ol 

ML- 


THE  RAILWAT  TRAVELER'S  FAKEWELL  TO  HIS 

FAMILY. 

PUNOE. 

T  WAB  business  caU'd  a  Father  to  travel  by  the  Bail ; 
Hjs  eje  was  cahn,  his  hand  was  firm,  although  his  cheek  was  palei 
He  took  his  litUe  boy  and  girl,  and  set  them  on  his  knee ; 
And  their  mother  hung  about  his  neck,  and  her  tears  flowed  fiurt 
and  free. 

I  *m  going  by  the  Bail,  my  dears — ^Euza,  Iotc,  don't  cry — 
Now,  Idss  me  both  before  I  leave,  and  wish  Papa  good-by. 
I  hope  I  shall  be  back  again,  this  afternoon,  to  tea^ 
J^d  then,  I  hope,  alive  and  weQ,  that  your  Papa  you  11  see. 

I  *m  going  by  the  Bail,  my  dears,  where  the  engines  puff  and  hiss ; 
And  ten  to  one  the  chances  are  that  something  goes  amiss ; 
And  in  an  instant,  quick  as  thought — ^before  you  could  cry  "  Ah  I" 
An  accident  occurs^  and — say  good-by  to  poor  Papa  1 

Sometimes  from  scandalous  neglect^  my  dears,  the  sleepers  sink, 
And  then  you  have  the  carriages  upset,  as  you  may  think. 
The  progress  of  the  train,  sometimes,  a  truck  or  coal-box  checks, 
And  there 's  a  risk  for  poor  Papa's,  and  eveiy  body's  neck& 

Or  there  may  be  a  screw  loose,  a  hook,  or  bolt,  or  pin — 
Or  else  an  ill-made  tunnel  may  give  way,  and  tumble  in ; 
And  in  the  wreck  the  passengers  and  poor  Papa  remain 
Confined,  till  down  upon  them  comes  the  next  Excursion-train. 

£f  a  policeman 's  careless,  dears,  or  if  nob  over-bri^t, 
When  he  should  show  a  red  flag,  it  may  be  he  shows  a  white; 
Between  two  trains,  in  consequence,  there 's  presently  a  dash. 
If  poor  Papa  is  otily  bruised,  he 's  lucky  in  the  smash. 
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PointB  may  be  badly  managed,  as  they  were  the  other  daf  ^ 
Beoaose  a  stmgy  Oompany  for  hands  enough  won't  pay ; 
Orer  and  over  goes  the  train — ^the  engine  off  the  rail, 
And  poor  Papa 's  onabley  when  he 's  found,  to  tell  the  tala^ 

And  should  your  poor  Papa  eocB^  my  darlings,  with  his  lil^ 
ICay  he  return  on  two  legs,  to  his  children  and  his  wife — 
With  both  his  anns,  my  little  dears,  return  your  fond  embno^ 
And  present  to  you,  unaltered,  eyeiy  feature  of  his  &oe. 

I  hope  I  shall  oome  b^ck,  my  dears — but,  mind,  I  am  iDsnred*- 
So,  In  case  the  worst  may  happen,  you  are  so  &r  all  secured. 
An  action  then  will  also  lie  for  you  and  your  Mamma — 
And  don't  forget  to  bring  it — on  account  of  poor  Pa^ 


A   LBTTEB   AND   AN   ANSWBB. 


TBI  prbbtthus  to  palmebstoh. 

Thb  Plague  has  come  among  us, 

Miserable  sinners  I 
Fear  and  remorse  have  stung  us. 

Miserable  sinners  I 
We  ask  the  State  to  fix  a  day, 
Whereon  all  men  may  fast  and  pray, 
That  Heaven  will  please  to  turn  away 
The  Plague  that  works  us  sore  dismay. 

Miserable  sinners  I 

PALMXBSTON  TO  THK   PRE8BTm& 

The  Plague  that  comes  aiuoug  you, 

Miserable  sinners  1 
To  effort  hath  it  strung  you  ? 

Miserable  sinners  I 
You  ask  that  all  should  fast  and  pray ; 
Better  all  wake  and  work,  I  say ; 
Sloth  and  supineness  put  away. 
That  so  the  Plague  may  cease  tt  alaj  ; 

Miserable  sinners  I 


BATIfilCAL.  8ai 

For  Flagaes,  like  other  evflii^ 

Miserable  siimerB ! 
Are  QoD*8  and  not  the  Devil's^ 

Miserable  siimerB  I 
Soooi^gee  they  are,  but  in  a  hand 
Which  loYe  and  pity  do  command; 
And  when  the  heaviest  stripes  do  fan, 
*Tia  where  they  're  wanted  most  of  afli 

Miserable  sinners  I 

Look  round  about  your  dly, 

Ifis^rable  sinners  I 
Arocise  to  shame  and  pily, 

Miserable  sinners  1 
Pray :  but  use  brush  and  limewash  pail; 
Ifast :  but  feed  those  for  want  who  fidl ; 
Bow  down,  gude  town,  to  ask  for  graoa, 
But  bow  with  cleaner  hands  and  fiioe, 

Miserable  sinners  I 

■ 

AH  Time  God's  Law  hath  spoken, 

Miserable  sinners  1 
That  Law  may  not  be  broken, 

Miserable  sinners  I 
Bat  he  that  breaks  it  must  endure 
The  penalty  which  works  the  cure. 
To  ns^  for  Qoi>*b  great  laws  transgressed, 
Is  doomsman  PestQence  addressed, 

Miserable  sinners  I 

We  can  not  juggle  Heayen, 

Miserable  sinners  I 
With  one  day  out  of  seTen, 

Miserable  sinners  I 
Shan  any  force  of  fiists  atone 
For  years  of  duty  left  undone  7 
How  expiate  with  prayer  or  psaim, 
Deaf  ear,  blind  eye,  and  folded  palm? 

Ifiserable  sinners  I 

Let  3S  be  up  and  stirring, 

Miserable  sinnen  I 
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'MoDg  ignorant  and  erxingy 
2£iaerable  sinnen  I 
Sloth  and  selfHseekiBg  from  us  oaat^ 
BeUeymg  this  the  fittest  taat, 
For  of  an  prayers  prayed  'neath  the  son 
There  is  no  prayer  like  woric  well  donei 
Miserable  sinnerB  I 


PAPA  TO  HIS  HEIB. 

A  FAST  MmOB. 

ICt  son,  a  father's  warning  heed ; 

I  think  my  end  is  nigh : 
And  then,  you  dog^  you  will  snoceed 

XJnto  my  property. 

Baty  seeing  you  are  not,  just  yet| 

Arriyed  at  man's  estate. 
Before  you  fuU  possession  get^ 

You  11  haye  a  ^v^iile  to  wait 

A  large  allowance  I  allot 

You  during  that  delay; 
And  I  don't  recommend  yon  not 

To  throw  it  all  away. 

To  such  advice  you  'd  ne'er  attend ; 

You  won't  let  pndenoe  rule 
Your  courses ;  but^  I  know,  will  apend 

Your  money  like  a  fooL 

1  do  not  ask  you  to  eschew 

The  paths  of  vice  and  sin ; 
You  11  do  as  all  young  boobies^  who 

Are  left|  as  you  say, 
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ToaH  8ot^  yottll  bet;  and,  being  greea 

At  aU  that 's  ri^^t  you  '11  joke ; 
Tofor  life  will  be  a  constant  scene 

Of  biDiardB  and  of  smoke. 


With  bad  companions  yon  '11  consort^ 
With  creatures  vile  and  base, 

Who  11  rob  you ;  yours  will  be,  in  dwrti 
The  puppy's  common  case. 

But  oh,  my  son  I  although  yon  mail 

Through  this  ordeal  pass^ 
Yon  will  not  be^  I  hope — ^I  trust- 

A  whdly  senseless  ass. 


Of  course  at  prudence  you  wiU 
On  that  theme  I  won*t  harp ; 

Be  good,  I  won't  say^^that  's  setero ; 
Bat  be  a  little  shaip..    > 

An  rascally  associates  shun 

To  bid  you  were  too  much, 
But^  oh  I  beware,  my  spooney  sen. 

Beware  one  kind  of  such. 

It  asks  no  penetratire  mind 
To  know  these  fellows:  when 

You  meet  them,  yon,  unless  you're  blind, 
At  once  discern  the  men. 

The  turgid  lip,  the  piggish  eye, 

The  nose  in  form  of  hook, 
rhe  rings,  the  pins,  you  tell  them  by. 

The  Yulgar  flashy  look. 

Spend  ereiy  sixpence,  if  yon  pleaas^ 

But  do  not,  I  implore, 
Ot  I  do  not  go,  my  son,  to 

Ynltores  to  borrow  mora. 

16 
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lire  At  a  foolish  widced  rate^ 
My  hopefoly  if  you  choose^ 

Bat  don't  your  means  antidpate 
Through  biU-disoountiiig  Jewfli 


BBLLINO  OFF  AT  THE  OPBBA  HOUSE 

A  PORIOAL  OATiJiOOUI. 

PUHCH. 

Lot  One,  The  well-known  TiEage,  with  bridge,  and  ohurcfa,  aoc 

green, 
Of  half  a  score  dmMKiiMBm&id»  the  weU-remembered  scene, 
Induding  six  substantial  planks,  fbnning  the  ei^t-inch  ridge 
On  whidi  the  happy  peasantry  oame  dandng  down  the  btidga 
Lot  Two,  A  Sheet  of  Thunder.    Lot  Three,  A  Box  of  Peas 
Employed  in  sending  storms  of  hail  to  rattle  tibroagh  the  trees. 
Lot  Four,  A  Oanras  Mossy  Bank  for  Oupids  to  repose. 
Lot  Five,  The  old  Stage  Wateiing-pot^  complete— except  the  nosa 
Lot  Six,  The  fietrorite  Water-mill,  used  for  Amina't  dream, 
Complete,  with  practicable  wheel,  and  painted  canvas  stream. 
Lots  Seven  to  Twdve,  Some  sundries — A  Pair  of  Sylphids'i 

Wings; 
Three  dozen  Druid's  Dresses  (one  of  them  wanting  strings). 
Lots  Thirteen,  Fourteen,  Fifteen — ^Three  Services  of  Plate 
Li  real  papier  fixkA^— all  in  a  decent  state ; 
One  of  these  services  indudes — its  value  to  increase— 
A  fiill  dessert^  each  plate  of  fruit  forming  a  single  piece. 
Lot  Seventeen,  The  Qilded  Gup,  from  which  Qtnairro  quaffed, 
Mid  loud  applause,  night  after  nig^t^  lAkoremtii  poisoned  draught 
Lots  Eighteen,  Nineteen,  Twenty,  Three  rich  White  Satin  Skirta 
Lot  Twenty-one,  A  set  of  six  Swiss  Peasants*  Cotton  Shirts. 
Lot  Twenty-two,  The  sheet  that  backed  MoMm/M^  tent 
Lot  Twenty-three,  The  Long  White  Wig — ^in  wool — of  Bid/b^^ 

Beni, 
Lots  Twenty-three  to  Forty,  The  Fish — Soles,  Ood,  and  Daoe— 
For  pelting  the  Yice-regal  Ghiard  in  Naples'  Market-place.  ' 
Lot  Forty-one,  Yesuviua^  rather  the  worse  for  wear. 
L>ts  Forty-two  to  Fifty,  Priests'  Leggings — at  per  pair. 
Lot  Fifty-one,  The  well-known  Throne,  with  oanopy  and 
And  plank  in  front^  for  courtiers  to  kned  at  Sover<iign8'  finK 
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Lot  I^-two,  A  Boyal  Bobe  of  Flaonel,  oearitf  whita^ 

Warranted  ecpial  to  Oaabmero    ppon  the  stage  at  ni^^^ 

With  handsome  ermine  collar  thrown  elegantly  back ; 

The  tails  of  twisted  worsted — pale  yellow,  tipped  witii  Uaoki 

Lots  Fiilj-three  to  Sixty,  Some  JeweDeiy  rare — 

The  Grown  of  iS!mUramtd«-MX>mp]ete,  with  false  back  hair ; 

The  Order  worn  by  JP^d/mamd,  when  he  proceeds  to  fling 

EQs  sword  and  medals  at  the  feet  of  the  astonished  king. 

Lot  Sixly-one,  The  Bellows  used  in  OmdereUa's  song. 

Lot  Sixty-two,  A  Document    Lot  Sixty-three,  A  Gk>n£^ 

Lots  Sixty-four  to  Eighty,  Of  Wigs  a  large  array, 

Beginning  at  Ihe  Druids  down  to  Ihe  present  day. 

Lot  Eighty-one,  The  Bedstead  on  which  Arrma  falls. 

Lots  Eighty-two  to  Ninety,  Some  sets  of  Outer  Walls. 

Lot  Ninety-one,  The  Furniture  of  a  Qnnd  Ducal  Boom, 

Lichiding  Chair  and  Table.    Lot  Kinety-two,  A  Tomb. 

Lot  Ninety-three,  A  set  of  Kilts.    Lot  Ninety-four,  A  BiH 

Lot  Ninety-fiye,  A  Scroll,  To  form  death-warrant,  deed,  or  wifl. 

Lot  Ninety-six,  An  anq>le  fall  of  best  White  Paper  Snow. 

Lot  Ninety-seren,  A  Drinking-cup,  brimmed  with  stout  extra 

tow. 
Lot  Ninely-eight,  A  Set  of  Obuds,  a  Moon,  to  work  on  flat ; 
Water  with  practicable  boat    Lot  ISHnety-nine,  A  Hat 
Lot  Hundred,  MaaslTe  Chandelier.    Hundred  and  one^  A  Bowv. 
Hundred  and  two^  A  Canvas  Qrore.    Hundred  and  three^  A 

Tower. 
Hundred  and  four,  A  Fountain.    Hundred  and  flye,  Some  Bocka 
Hundred  and  six.  The  Hood  that  hides  the  PK>mpter  in  his  booCi 


WONDERS  OP  THE  VICTORIAN  AGK 

PUVGK 

OuB  gracious  Queen — long  may  she  fill  her  throne— 

Has  been  to  see  Louis  Napoleon. 

The  Majesty  of  England--blees  her  heart!— 

Has  cat  her  mutton  with  a  Bonaparte ; 

And  Cousin  Qermans  haye  surviyed  the  yiew 

Of  Albert  takinir  luncheon  at  St  Cfloud. 


In  our  young  days  we  litUe  thought  to 
%di  legs  stretched  under  sodi  mahogany; 
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That  British  Royalty  wodd  oyer  ahare 
At  a  French  Palace,  Frendi  Imperial  five: 
Nor  eat — as  we  should  hare  beUeved  at 
The  croakmg  tenant  of  the  marshy  pool 
At  the  TMb  li'ireB  we  had  not  feasted  then, 
As  we  hare  smce,  and  hope  to  do  again. 

This  great  event  of  course  could  not  take  plaoa 
Without  fit  prodigies  for  such  a  case; 
'  The  brazen  pig>tail  of  King  Qeorge  the  Third 
Thrice  with  a  horisontal  motion  stirred, 
Then  rose  on  end,  and  stood  so  all  day  long^ 
Amid  the  cheers  of  an  admiring  throng. 
In  erery  lawyer's  office  Mdon  shed 
"From  plaster  nose  three  heavy  drops  of  red. 
Each  Statue,  too,  of  Pitt  tum'd  up  the  pdnt 
Of  its  proboscis — was  that  out  of  joint  ? 
While  Charles  James  Fox's  grinn'd  from  ear  to  eai| 
And  Peel's  emitted  frequent  cries  of  ^  Heart" 


rO  THB  PORTRAIT  OF  •'A  GBNTLBMAN; 


OUVJUI  WJUUIIli  llftlilM 

It  may  be  so— perhi^  thou  hast 

A  warm  and  loving  heart;    ' 
I  will  not  blame  thee  for  thy  fiboe. 

Poor  devil  as  thou  art 

That  thing,  thou  ibndly  deem'st  a  nose^ 

Unsightly  though  it  be, — 
In  spite  of  all  the  cold  world's  scorn, 

It  may  be  much  to  thee. 

Those  eyes^ — among  thine  elder  frieods 

Perhaps  they  pass  for  blue;— 
No  matter, — if  a  man  can  see^ 

What  more  have  eyes  to  do? 
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Thj  mooth^-^hAt  flararo  in  thj  iboo 

By  something  like  a  duD, — 
Maj  be  a  yery  luefal  plaoe 

To  pnt  thj  Tiotoal  in. 

I  know  thon  hast  a  wife  at  hame^ 

Iknow  thou  hast  a  difld, 
By  that  sabdued,  domestio  smile 

Upon  thy  fbatm^s  mild. 

That  wife  8itB  fearless  by  thy  sids^ 

That  ohenib  on  thy  knee; 
Tbey  do  not  shudder  at  thy  hoka, 

They  do  not  shrink  from  tbesi 

Abore  thy  mantel  is  a  hook,— 

A  portrait  onoe  was  there ; 
It  was  thine  only  ornament^— 

Alasl  that  hook  is  bare. 

She  begged  thee  not  to  let  it  go^ 

She  begged  thee  all  in  vahi : 
She  wept,— and  breathed  a  trembling  pnytf 

To  meet  it  safe  again. 

It  was  a  Intter  sight  to  see 

That  picture  torn  away ; 
It  was  a  solemn  thought  to  think 

What  all  her  friends  would  say  I 

And  often  in  her  calmer  honrs^ 

And  in  her  h^py  dreams^ 
Upon  its  long-deserted  hook 

The  absent  portrait  seema 

Thy  wretched  in&nt  tarns  his  head 

In  melancholy  wise, 
And  looks  to  meet  the  placid  stare 

Of  those  unbending  eyes. 
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I  noTer  saw  thee,  lovely  oiie^^> 
Percfaanoe  I  never  may; 

It  IB  not  often  that  we  gtobb 
Such  people  in  our  way ; 

But  if  we  meet  in  distant  yean^ 
Or  on  some  foreign  shoce^ 

Sore  I  can  take  my  Bible  oalh 
I  *Te  seen  that  &oe  befixe. 


MY   AUNT. 

OLlVUt  WIHDBU*  BOl 

Mt  auntl  my  dear  unmarried  auntl 

Long  years  have  o'er  her  flown; 
Yet  still  she  strains  the  aching  olaap 

That  binds  her  virgin  sone ; 
I  know  it  hurts  her — ^though  she  looks 

As  cheerful  as  she  can ; 
Her  waist  Is  ampler  than  her  lift^ 

For  life  is  but  a  qwa. 

ICy  auntl  mypoor  debdedaont! 

Her  hair  is  almost  gray ; 
Why  will  she  train  that  winter  oori 

In  such  a  spring-like  way  ? 
How  can  she  lay  her  glasses  down, 

And  say  she  reads  as  well, 
When,  through  a  double  convex  leni^ 

She  just  makes  out  to  speU? 

Her  &ther — grandpi^al  forgive 

This  erring  lip  its  smiles— 
Vowed  she  should  make  the  finest  giil 

Within  a  hundred  miles  ; 
He  sent  her  to  a  stylish  school ; 

'T  was  in  her  thirteenth  June ; 
^ikd  with  her,  as  the  rules  required, 

''  Two  towels  and  a  spoon." 
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Ihey  braced  my  aimt  agBinst  a  board, 

To  make  her  straight  and  tail; 
They  laoed  her  up,  the j  starved  hear  down. 

To  make  her  hgfat  and  small 
They  pinched  her  feet,  they  singed  her  hair, 

They  screwed  it  up  with  pins;— • 
O  nerer  mortal  snfiered  more 

In  penance  for  her  sqisl 

80^  when  my  predous  annt  was  doofl^ 

ICy  grandsire  broug^  her  baek; 
(By  daylight,  lest  some  rabid  youth 

Might  follow  on  the  track;) 
^  Ahr  said  my  grandsire^  as  he  shook 

Some  powder  in  his  pan, 
"  What  ooold  this  lorely  oreatare  do 

Against  a  desperate  manl** 

Alasl  nor  chariot^  nor  baroqebe^ 

Kor  bandit  oayaloade,   \ 
Tore  from  the  trembling  &thei^ 

EQus  aQ-acoomplished  maid. 
Vor  her  how  hi^py  had  it  been  I 

And  heaven  had  spared  to  mo 
To  see  one  sad,  migathered  rose 

On  my  ancestral  tree. 


OOMIO    MISBBIE8. 

jomr  a  lan 

Ht  dear  yooog  friend,  whose  shining  wit 

Sets  aU  the  room  a-blaze, 
Don't  think  yourself  a  '^  happy  dog," 

For  aU  your  merry  ways ; 
But  learn  to  wear  a  sober  phis,  * 

Be  stupid,  if  you  can, 
IX  's  such  a  very  serious  thing 

To  be  a  ftumy  manl 
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Toa  're  ftt  an  evening  perty,  ihAl 

A  groop  of  pleasant  fblka,— 
Ton  Tentiire  quietfy  to  onudc 

The  least  of  little  jokes^— 
A  lady  does  n*t  catcli  the  pointy 

And  begs  yon  to  e^tlain — 
Alas  for  one  that  drops  a  jest 

And  takes  it  up  again! 

Yon  're  talking  deep  philosophy 

With  Teiy  speoial  foroe, 
To  edify  a  dergyman 

With  suitable  disoonrse^ — 
Yon  think  you  'to  got  him — ^when  he 

A  ftiend  acroeB  the  way, 
And  begs  you'U  say  that  funny  thing 

Yon  said  the  other  day  I 

Yon  drop  a  predy/w-cbHiiol 

Into  a  nei^bor's  eara^ 
Who  likes  to  give  yon  credit  fbr 

The  derer  thing  he  hears^ 
And  80  he  hawks  your  jest  aboot^ 

The  old  authentio  one, 
Just  breaking  off  the  pdnt  of  i^ 

And  leaving  out  the  pun  I 

By  sudden  change  in  politics^ 

Or  sadder  change  in  Pol^, 
Yon,  lose  your  love,  or  loaves^  and  ftl 

A  prey  to  mdancholy. 
While  every  body  marveb  why 

Your  mirth  is  under  ban, — 
They  think  your  very  grief  **  a  joke^** 

You're  such  a  funny  man! 

You  follow  up  a  stylish  card 
That  bids  you  come  and  dine^ 

And  bring  along  your  freshest  wit 
^o  pay  for  musty  wineX 
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Yoa  're  looking  verj  diama],  when 

My  lady  bonnoes  in. 
And  wonden  what  yoa  "re  thmlri^g  q£ 

And  why  yoa  don't  begin  I 

9 

Yoa  're  teUiog  to  a  knot  of  fiienda 

A  &nfly-tale  of  woes 
That  doad  your  matrimonial  d^, 

And  baniflih  aU  repose-^ 
A  adenm  lady  oyechean 

The  stoiy  of  yoor  strife, 
And  teDs  the  town  the  pleaamt  news: 

Yoa  cjoaird  with  y  oar  wife  I 

My  dear  yoang  fHend,  whose  Bhioing  wit 

Sets  all  the  room  a-blaae, 
Don't  think  yoorself  ^  a  hi^pj  dog^" 

For  aU  your  meny  ways ; 
Bat  learn  to  wear  a  sober  pbi% 

Be  stupid,  if  yoa  can. 
It's  such  a  Teiy  serious  thing 

To  be  a  fbnny  man  I 


id£es  napol£onienneb. 

Tkc  InpoMlUllt^  of  tinnilitlpip  tlili  now  wriHuiowu  ncpfMriMi  ^nptfliMlly 
NBd««d  tB  •  aompaiiloo-voxk,  *«  Ideal  of  Mapoleonlnn**)«  wffl  ommo  fh«  ttHi 
lad  bvdon  of  Iho  pfimnl  tMllad  baliif  loft  In  Iho  ovjgliial 

Oojo,  listen  all  who  wish  to  leam 

How  nations  should  be  ruled, 
Fhnn  one  who  from  his  youth  has  been 

In  sochrlike  matters  sohool'd ; 
"From  one  who  knows  the  art  to  please^ 

Improve  and  gOYem  men — 

Nap6Uafdmne$/ 

To  keep  the  mind  intently  fixed 
On  number  One  alone — 

16* 
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To  look  to  DO  one's  iQtorasI^ 
But  push  along  your  own, 

WidioQt  the  fJightMit  refiarenoe 
To  how,  or  what^  or  when— 

Eh  him!  ettA  laprmrnimliii 
Nagpolbommm^ 

To  make  a  fiiend,  and  obo  Um 
By  which,  of  oooiBe^  I  meiA 

To  uae  him  i^H-aiitQ  he's  draii'd 
Oompletelj  dry  and  dean 

or  an  Hiat  makes  him  Dsefii],  and 
To  kick  him  oyer  then 

Without  remorse — €eti  vne  IUb 

To  aneak  into  a  good  man's  house 

"With  sham  credentials  penn'd— 
To  sneak  into  his  heart  and  tmst^ 

And  seem  his  children's  ftiend— 
To  learn  his  secreta^  find  out  where 

He  keeps  his  keys— and  then 
To  bone  his  apoons— ^e'et^  une  Idi§ 

NqpcUommino, 

To  gam  yoor  point  in  Tiew — to  wade 

Throi4;h  dirt^  and  slime^  and  blood-— 
To  stoop  to  pick  up  what  you  want 

Through  any  deptli  of  mud. 
But  always  in  the  fire  to  thrust 

Some  helpless  cat's-paw,  when 
Your  chestnuts  bum— ^«l  una  Idi$ 

NapdUanimne^ 


To  dutch  and  keep  the  lion's 

To  kin  or  diive  away 
The  wolves,  that  you  upon  the  lambs 

May,  unmolested,  prey^ 
To  keep  a  gang  of  jackals  fierce 

To  guard  and  stodc  your  den, 
While  you  lie  down— e'et<  une  IUb 


0ATIBZOAL.  84) 

To  bribe  the  baee^  to  crush  the  good, 

And  bring  them  to  their  kneee — 
To  Btiok  at  nothing,  or  to  stick 

At  what  or  whom  yon  pleaoe— 
To  stoop,  to  lie,  to  brag,  to  swear, 

Forswear,  and  swear  again^ 
To  rise— JA/  vMdmliSm 


THB  LAT  OF   THE  LOVER'S  FRIEND 

wnuiM  ATVomr 

>**Tli«  dajB  vo  w«Bt  ■  fllipjtiig" 


I  WOULD  aU  womankind  were  dead, 

Or  banished  o'er  the  sea; 
For  they  have  been  a  bitter  plague 

These  last  six  weeks  to  me : 
It  IS  not  that  I  'm  touched  myseUJ 

For  that  I  do  not  fear; 
No  female  face  hath  shown  me  grace 
For  many  a  bygone  year. 
But  'tis  the  most  infernal  bore^ 

Of  all  the  bores  I  know, 
To  haye  a  Mend  who 's  lost  his  heait 
A  short  time  aga 

Whene'er  we  steam  it  to  BlaokwaD, 

Or  down  to  Qreenwich  run, 
To  quaff  the  pleasant  cider  oup^ 

And  feed  on  fish  and  fun ; 
Or  dimb  the  slopes  of  Richmond  Hm, 

Tc  catch  a  breath  of  air : 
Then,  for  my  sLua,  he  straight  begins 

To  rave  about  his  feir. 
Oh,  'tis  the  most  tremendous  bore^ 

Of  aU  the  bores  I  know, 
To  hare  a  friend  who 's  lost  his  heart 

A  short  time  ago 
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In  yarn  you  pour  into  his 

Your  own  oonfiding  grief; 
In  TBin  jou  claim  his  sympathyi 

In  yain  you  ask  relict; 
In  Yarn  you  try  to  rouse  him  by 

Joke,  repartee^  or  quiz ; 
His  sole  reply 's  a  burning  sig^ 
And^'Whataminditisl" 
O  Lord  I  it  is  the  greatest  bore. 

Of  ail  the  bores  I  know, 
To  have  a  Mend  who 's  lost  his 
A  short  time  aga 


I  Nre  heard  her  thoroughly  desoribed 

A  hundred  times,  I  *m  sure; 
And  aQ  the  while  I  Ve  tried  to  smiley 

And  patiently  endure ; 
He  waxes  strong  upon  his  pangB^ 

And  potters  o'er  his  grog; 
And  stiU  I  say,  in  a  playM  way — 
"  Why  you  *re  a  lucky  dog  I** 
But  oh  I  it  is  the  heaviest  bore, 

Of  all  the  bores  I  know, 
To  have  a  friend  who 's  lost  his  bMif 
A  short  time  aga 


I  reaUy  wish  he  'd  do  like  me 

When  I  was  young  and  strong; 
I  formed  a  passion  every  week, 

But  never  kept  it  long. 
But  he  has  not  the  sportive  mood 

That  always  rescued  me, 
And  so  I  would  all  women  could 
Be  banished  o'er  the  sea. 
For  'tis  the  most  egregious  bore^ 

Of  all  the  bores  I  know. 
To  have  a  friend  who 's  lost  his 
A  short  time  aga 


PARODIES  AND   BURLESQUES. 


PARODIES  AND  BURLESQUES 


WINE. 

jomr  OAF. 

VvOa  jflMosn  din,  nee  Tlrvre  eanninft  potmiik, 
Qda  Mfllniutiir  sqiub  potonflnm 


Or  happiD6BB  terrestrial,  and  the  aouioe 

Whence  haman  pleasoree  flow,  sing,  heavenly  Mnael 

Of  apariding  juioea,  of  the  enliTening  gnq>e, 

Whoae  quiokenmg  taste  adda  -vigor  to  the  aool, 

Whoee  sovereign  power  revWes  decaying  nature, 

And  thaws  the  froaen  blood  of  hoary  Age^ 

A  kindly  warmth  diflViwng ;— yoathfhl  fires 

GHld  his  dim  eyes,  and  paint  with  ruddy  hue 

His  wrinkled  visage,  ghastly  wan  before: 

Oordial  restorattre  to  mortal  man, 

With  copious  hand  by  bounteous  gods  besioVd  1 

Bacchus  divine  1  aid  my  adventurous  song, 
"  That  with  no  middle  flight  intends  to  soar  *' 
In^ir'd  sublime,  on  Pegasean  wing, 
By  thee  upborne,  I  draw  Miitonic  air. 
When  fumy  vapors  dog  our  loaded  brows 
With  furrow'd  fix>wn8,  when  stupid  downcast  ejm, 
The  external  symptoms  of  remorse  within. 
Express  our  grie^  or  when  in  sullen  dumps, 
With  head  incumbent  on  eaqmnded  palm. 
Moping  we  sit,  in  silent  sorrow  drown'd ; 
Whether  inveigling  Hymen  has  trepanned 
The  unwary  youth,  and  tied  the  gordian  knot 
Of  jangling  wedlock  not  to  be  diaaolv'd ; 
Worried  all  day  by  loud  Zantippe's  din, 
Who  ftils  not  to  exalt  him  to  the  stais^ 
And  fix  him  there  among  the  branched  oraw 
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(Taurus,  and  ArieSi  and  Oaprioom, 

The  greatest  moDsten  of  the  Zodiac), 

Or  for  the  loss  of  anxious  worldly  pel^ 

Or  Celia's  soornful  slights,  and  cold  disdain, 

Which  check'd  his  amorous  flame  with  coy  repube^ 

The  worst  events  that  mortals  can  be&U ; 

By  cares  depress'd,  in  pensive  hippish  mood, 

With  slowest  pace  the  tedious  minutes  roll. 

Thy  charming  sight,  but  much  more  charming  gOBi^ 

New  life  incites,  and  warms  our  chilly  blood. 

Straight  with  pert  looks  we  raise  our  drooping  ftonti^ 

And  pour  in  crystal  pure  thy  purer  juice  ;-^ 

With  cheerful  countenance  and  steady  hand 

Baise  it  l^h-high,  then  fix  the  spadous  lim 

To  the  expecting  mouth : — ^with  grateful  taste 

The  ebbing  wine  glides  swifUy  o'er  the  tongue; 

The  circling  blood  with  quicker  motion  flies : 

Such  is  thy  powerful  influence,  thou  straight 

Dispell'st  those  clouds  thaty  lowering  dark,  eoii|M^d 

The  whilom  glories  of  the  gladsome  face ; — 

While  dimpled  cheeks^  and  sparkling  rolling  67<e% 

Thy  cheering  virtues,  and  thy  worth  proclaim. 

So  mists  and  eThalatJons  that  arise 

From  "  hiQs  or  steamy  lake,  dusky  or  gray,** 

Prevail,  till  Phoebus  ^eds  Titanian  rays, 

And  paints  their  fleecy  skiitB  with  shining  gold ; 

Unable  to  resist,  the  foggy  damps, 

That  vail'd  the  sur&oe  of  the  verdant  fields^ 

At  the  god's  penetrating  beams  disperse  1 

The  earth  again  in  former  beauty  smiles^ 

In  gaudiest  livery  drest,  all  gay  and  dear. 

When  disappointed  Strephon  meets  repube^ 
ScofiTd  at,  despis'd,  in  melancholic  mood 
Joyless  he  wastes  in  sighs  the  lazy  houra^ 
Till  reinforc'd  by  thy  most  potent  aid 
He  storms  the  breach,  and  wins  the  beauteous  fblik 

To  pay  thee  homage,  and  receive  thy  blessings 
The  British  seaman  quits  his  native  shore, 
And  ventures  through  the  trackless,  deep  abyn^ 
Flowing  the  ocean,  while  the  upheaved  oak, 
"  With  beaked  prow,  rides  tilting  o'er  the  waveB;" 
Sbock'd  by  t;empe8tuou8  juring  winds,  she  roQi 
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In  dangers  immment^  till  sue  arriyes 

At  &08e  blest  dimee  thou  faTor'st  with  thy 

Whether  at  Liisitania's  sdtry  coast. 

Or  lofty  Teneriffe,  Palma,  Ferro, 

ProTenoe,  or  at  the  Geltiberian  shores, 

With  gazing  pleasure  and  astonishment, 

A.t  Paradise  (seat  of  our  ancient  sire) 

He  thinks  himself  arrived :  the  purple  grapes^ 

In  largest  clusters  pendent,  grace  the  vines 

Lmumerous :  in  fields  grotesque  and  wild, 

They  with  impHcit  curls  the  oak  entwine. 

And  load  with  fruit  divine  his  spreading  bou^it: 

Sight  most  delicious  1  not  an  irksome  thought^ 

Or  of  left  native  isle,  or  absent  friends. 

Or  dearest  wife,  or  tender  sucking  babe^ 

His  kindly  treacherous  memory  now  presents; 

The  jovial  god  has  left  no  room  for  carea. 

Celestial  Liquor  1  thou  that  didst  impure 
Maro  and  Flaocus,  and  the  Ghredan  bard, 
With  lofty  numbers,  and  heroic  strains 
Unparallel'd,  with  doquenoe  profound, 
And  arguments  convictive,  didst  enforce 
Fam'd  Tully,  and  Demosthenes  renown'd; 
Snnius,  first  &mM  in  Latin  song,  in  vain 
Drew  Heliconian  streams,  ungrateful  whet 
To  jaded  Muse,  and  oft  with  vain  attempt^ 
Heroic  acta,  in  flagging  numbers  dull, 
With  pains  essay'd ;  but,  abject  still  and  low, 
Wa  unrecruited  Muse  could  never  reach 
The  mighty  theme,  till,  fix>m  the  purple  fount 
Of  bright  Len»an  sire,  her  barren  drought 
He  quench'd,  and  with  inspiring  nectarous  juiw 
Her  drooping  spirits  cheered : — aloft  she  towen^ 
Borne  on  stiff  pennons,  and  of  war's  alarms. 
And  trophies  won,  in  loftiest  numbers  sings. 
*Tis  thou  the  hero's  breast  to  martial  acts. 
And  resolution  bold,  and  ardor  brave, 
Excit*st :  thou  check'st  inglorious  lolling  ease, 
And  sluggish  minds  with  generous  fires  infiam'st 
0  thou  I  that  first  my  quickened  soul  didst  wann^ 
Still  with  thy  aid  assist  me,  that  thy  praise, 
Thy  universal  sway  o'er  all  the  world, 
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InererlasdDg  mnnben^  like  liie  tbeoM^ 

I  may  record,  and  smg  thy  matchlesB  worfii. 

Had  the  Oxonian  bard  thy  praise  rehearsed, 
JTiA  Muse  bad  yet  retain'd  her  wonted  height; 
Such  as  of  late  o'er  Blenheim's  field  she  soared 
Aerial ;  now  in  Arioonian  bogs 
She  lies  inglorious,  floundering,  like  her  theme^ 
Languid  and  fiiint^  and  on  damp  wing,  immeiK^d 
In  add  juice,  in  vain  attempts  to  rise. 

With  what  snblimest  joy  fix>m  noisy  town, 
At  rural  seat^  Lucretius  retired : 
Fbccus^  antainted  by  perplexing  cares^ 
Where  the  white  poplar  and  the  lofty  pine 
Join  neighboring  boughs,  sweet  hospitable  ihid^ 
Oreating,  fix>m  Phoebean  rays  secure, 
A  cool  retreat^  with  few  well-chosen  ftiendi^ 
On  flowery  mead  recumbent^  spent  the  boon 
In  mirth  innocuous,  and  alternate  verse  I 
With  roses  interwoven,  poplar  wreaths, 
Their  temples  bind,  dress  of  sylyestrian  gods  1 
Choicest  nectarean  juioe  orown'd  largest  bowk^ 
And  oYerlook'd  the  brim,  alluring  sight^ 
Of  fragrant  scent,  attraotiTe,  taste  divine  1 
Whether  from  Formian  grape  depressed,  lUeni, 
Or  Setin,  Massic,  GaoFsn,  or  Sabine, 
Lesbian,  or  Coecuban,  the  cheering  bowl 
MoVd  briskly  round,  and  spurred  their  heighteo'd  ivll 
To  sing  Mecsena's  praise,  their  patron  kind 

But  we  not  as  oar  pristine  sires  repair 
To  umbrageous  grot  or  vale ;  but  when  Ihe  son 
Faintly  from  western  skies  his  rays  oblique 
Darts  sloping,  and  to  Thetis'  wat'ry  lap 
Hastens  in  prone  career,  with  friends  select 
SwifUy  we  hie  to  Devil,*  young  or  old. 
Jocund  and  boon ;  where  at  the  entrance  standi 
A  stripling,  who  with  scrapes  and  humil  cringe 
Qreets  us  in  winning  speech,  and  accent  bland: 
With  lightest  bound,  and  safe  unerring  step. 
He  skips  before,  and  nimbly  climbs  the  stairs. 
Melampus  thus,  panting  with  lolling  tongue. 
And  wagging  tul,  gambols  and  frisks  before 

*  The  Deril  Tttrera,  Tempk  Bu. 
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His  seqaent  lard,  from  pensiye  walk  retam'd, 

Whether  m  shady  wood  or  pasture  green, 

And  waits  his  coming  at  the  well-known  gsfee. 

Nigh  to  the  stairs'  ascent^  in  regal  port^ 

Sits  a  majestic  dame,  whose  looks  denoonce 

Command  and  sovereignty :  with  haughty  air, 

And  studied  mien,  in  semicircular  throne 

Endos'd,  she  deals  around  her  dread  commands; 

Behind  her  (dazasling  sight  I)  in  order  ranged, 

Pile  above  pile,  crystalline  vessels  shine: 

Attendant  slaves  with  eager  strides  advance^ 

And,  after  homage  paid,  bawl  out  aloud 

Words  unintelligible,  noise  confbs'd : 

She  knows  the  jargon  sounds,  and  straight  detoriben^ 

In  characters  mysterious^  words  obscure : 

More  legible  are  algebraic  signs. 

Or  mystio  figures  by  magicians  drawn. 

When  they  invoke  the  infernal  spirit's  aid. 

Drive  hence  the  rude  and  barbarous  dissonanoe 
Of  savage  Thracians  and  Croatian  boors ; 
The  loud  Centaurian  broils  with  Lapithas 
Sound  harsh,  and  grating  to  Lennan  god; 
Chase  brutal  feuds  of  Belgian  skippers  hence 
(Amid  their  cups  whose  innate  temper  *8  shownX 
In  clumsy  fist  wielding  scjrmetrian  knife. 
Who  slash  each  other's  eyes,  and  blubbered  fiuM^ 
Profiming  Bacchanalian  solemn  rites : 
Music's  harmonious  numbers  better  suit 
His  festivals,  from  instruments  or  voice, 
Or  Gasperani's  hand  the  trembling  string 
Should  touch ;  or  from  the  dulcet  Tuscan  dames^ 
Or  warbling  Toft's  far  more  melodious  tongue, 
Sweet  ^mphonies  should  flow :  the  Belian  god 
For  airy  Bacchus  is  associate  meet 

The  stair's  ascent  now  gain'd,  our  guide  unbari 
The  door  of  spacious  room,  and  creaking  chain 
(To  ear  ofifenaive)  round  the  table  sets. 
We  sit;  when  thus  his  florid  speech  begins : 
*'  Name,  sirs  I  the  wine  that  most  invites  your  tasM; 
Champaign,  or  Burgundy,  or  Florence  pure. 
Or  Hock  antique,  or  Idsbon  new  or  old, 
Bourdeanz,  or  neat  French  white,  or  Ahcant" 
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For  Bourdeauz  we  with  voice  muuumoos 
Dedare,  (such  sympathj's  in  boon  oompeera). 
He  quits  the  room  alert^  bat  soon  returns^ 
One  hand  capacious  glicrtering  vessels  bean 
Besplendent^  the  other,  with  a  gnsp  secure^ 
A  bottle  (mighty  charge  I)  upstaid,  full  firau^t 
With  goodly  wine.    He,  with  extended  hand 
Bais*d  high,  pours  forth  the  sanguine  frodiy  jnioe^ 
Overspread  with  bubbles,  dissipated  soon : 
We  straight  to  arms  repair,  ezperieno'd  chiefe: 
Now  glasses  dash  with  glasses  (charming  sotuidt 
And  glorious  Anna's  health,  the  first^  the  best^ 
Orowns  the  full  glass ;  at  her  inspiring  name 
The  sprightly  wine  results,  and  seems  to  smile: 
With  hearty  sseal  and  wish  unanimous. 
Her  health  we  drink,  and  in  her  health  our  own. 

A  pause  ensues :  and  now  with  grateful  ohai 
We  improve  the  interval,  and  joyous  mirth 
Engages  our  rais'd  souls;  pat  repartee, 
Or  witty  joke,  our  aiiy  senses  moves 
To  pleasant  laughter;  straight  the  echoing  room 
With  universal  peals  and  shouts  resounda 

The  royal  Dane,  blest  consort  of  the  Queen, 
Next  crowns  the  rubyVd  nectar,  all  whose  blisi 
In  Anna's  plac'd :  with  sympatiietic  flame. 
And  mutual  endearments^  all  her  joys^ 
Like  to  the  kind  turtle's  pure  untainted  love^ 
Center  in  him,  who  shares  the  grateful  hearts 
Of  loyal  subjects,  with  his  sovereign  queen; 
For  by  his  prudent  care  united  shores 
Were  saVd  from  hostile  fleets'  invasion  dire. 

The  hero  Marlborough  next^  whose  vast  ezpknti 
Fame's  darion  sounds ;  fresh  laurels,  triumphs  :i 
We  wish,  like  those  he  won  at  Hockstet^s  fidd. 

Next  Devonshire  illustrious,  who  from  race 
Of  noblest  patriots  sprang,  whose  worthy  soul 
Is  with  each  fair  and  virtuous  gift  adom'd. 
That  shone  in  his  most  worthy  ancestors ; 
For  then  distinct  in  separate  breasts  were  seen 
Virtues  distinct  but  all  in  him  unite. 

Prudent  Godolphin,  of  the  nation's  weal 
Frugal  but  freo  and  generous  of  his  own. 
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Next  crowns  the  bowl ;  with  fidthfbl  Sunderland, 

And  Halifax,  the  Muses*  darling  son, 

Is  whom  conspicuous,  with  fUl  kurter,  shine 

The  I  urest  judgment  and  the  brightest  wit, 

Himself  Meceenas  and  a  Flaccus  too ; 

And  all  the  worthies  of  the  British  realm, 

In  order  ranged  succeed ;  such  healths  as  tinge 

The  dulcet  wine  with  a  more  charming  gust. 

Now  each  his  mistress  toasts,  by  whose  bright  9jm 
He 's  fired;  Oosmelia  fair,  or  Duksibell', 
Or  Sylvia,  comely  black,  with  jetty  eyes 
Piercing,  or  airy  Oolia,  sprightly  maid  I— 
Insensibly  thus  flow  unnnmbei^d  hours ; 
Qlaas  succeeds  glass,  till  the  Diroean  god 
Shines  in  our  eyes,  and  with  his  fulgent  rayi 
£n]ightens  our  glad  looks  with  lovely  dye; 
AB  blithe  and  jolly,  that  like  Arthur^s  knights 
Of  Rotund  Table,  fiBun'd  in  old  records, 
Now  most  we  seem'd— «uch  is  the  power  of  Wme 

Thus  we  the  winged  hours  in  harmless  mirth 
And  joys  unsullied  pass,  till  humid  Night 
Has  half  her  race  perform'd ;  now  all  abroad 
Is  hush'd  and  silent,  nor  the  rumbling  noise 
Of  coach,  or  cart,  or  smoky  link-boy's  call. 
Is  heard— but  imiversal  silence  reigns ; 
When  we  in  merry  plight,  airy  and  gay. 
Surprised  to  find  the  hours  so  swifUy  fly, 
Widi  hasty  knock,  or  twang  of  pendant  ccKti, 
Alarm  the  drowsy  youth  fi*om  slumbering  nod: 
Startled  he  flies,  and  stumbles  o'er  the  stairs 
Erroneous,  and  with  busy  knuckles  pHes 
His  yet  dung  eyelids,  and  with  staggering  reel 
Enters  confiis*d,  and  muttering  asks  our  wills; 
When  we  with  liberal  hand  the  score  dischaiige^ 
And  homeward  each  his  course  with  steady  step 
Unerring  steers^  of  cares  and  coin  barali 
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ODE  ON  SCIENCE. 

O,  HiATBiLT  born  I  in  deepest  dells 
If  fiurer  scienoe  oyer  dwells 

Beneath  the  mossy  cave ; 
Indulge  the  yerdure  of  the  woods. 
With  aeore  beauty  gild  the  floodsi 

And  flowery  carpets  lave. 

For,  Melancholy  ever  reigns 
Delighted  in  the  aylyan  scenes 

With  sdentifio  light 
While  Dian,  huntress  of  the  vales. 
Seeks  lulling  sounds  and  fanning  galea 

Thouj^  wrapt  from  mortal  sight 

Tet^  goddess^  yet  the  way  explore 
With  magic  rites  and  heathen  lore 

Obstructed  and  depress'd ; 
Till  Wisdom  give  the  sacred  Nine, 
Untaught^  not  uninspired,  to  shine 

By  Reason's  power  redress'd. 

When  Solon  and  Lycurgus  taught 
To  moralize  the  human  thought 

Of  mad  opinion's  maze, 
To  erring  zeal  they  gave  new  lawi^ 
Thy  charms,  0  Liberty,  the  cause, 

That  blends  congenial  raysw 

Bid  bright  Astraea  gild  the  mom, 
Or  bid  a  hundred  suns  be  bom, 

To  hecatomb  the  year ; 
Without  thy  aid,  in  vain  the  poles, 
In  vain  the  zodiac  system  rolls, 

In  vain  the  lunar  sphere. 

Oome,  fkirest  princess  of  the  tnroq|^ 
Bring  sweet  philosophy  along, 
In  metaphysic  dreams : 


umAM  sir 
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Wlifle  raptured  bards  no  more  beheld 
A  vernal  age  of  purer  gold, 
In  Heliconian  streama 

Drive  thraldom  with  malignant  hand^ 
To  oorse  some  other  destined  land, 

By^  Folly  led  astray: 
leme  bear  on  azure  wing ; 
Snergio  let  her  soar,  and  sing 

Thy  universal  sway. 

80  when  Amphion  bade  the  lyn 
To  more  majestic  sound  aspire^ 

Behold  the  mad'ning  throng, 
In  wonder  and  oblivion  dro^noed, 
To  sculpture  turned  by  magic  somid| 

And  petrifying  song. 


A   LOVE    SONG, 

ni  TEI  If ODBRN  TABnL 

WvaraxasQ  spread  thy  purple  pinions 
Gentle  Oupid,  o*6r  my  heart : 

I  a  slave  in  thy  dominions ; 
Nature  must  give  way  to  art 

Idd  Arcadians,  ever  blooming, 
I^htly  nodding  o'er  your  flocks, 

See  my  weary  days  consuming 
All  beneath  yon  flowery  rocks. 

Thus  the  Cyprian  goddess  weeping 
Mourned  Adonis,  darling  youth ; 

EGm  the  boar,  in  silence  creeping, 
Gk>red  with  unrelenting  tooth. 

Oynthia,  tune  harmonious  numbers; 

Fair  Discretion,  string  the  lyre : 
Soothe  my  ever-waking  slumbers: 

Bright  Apollo,  lend  thy  choin 
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Gloomy  Pluto^  king  of  terrora^ 
Arm*d  in  adanuintine  chainBi 

Lead  me  to  the  crystal  minon^ 
Watering  soft  Elysian  plains. 

Moumfnl  cypresB,  yerdant  wiDow, 
Gilding  my  Aurelia's  brows, 

Morpheus,  hovering  o*er  my  pilloWi 
Hear  me  pay  my  dying  rows. 

If  elancholy  smooth  Meander, 
Swiftly  purling  in  a  round, 

On  thy  margin  lovers  wander, 
With  thy  flowery  chaplets  orown*d 

Thup  when  Philomela  drooping^ 
Softly  seeks  her  sQent  mate^ 

See  the  bird  of  Juno  stooping; 
Mek)dy  resigns  to  fiita 


BAUCIS    AND   PHILEMON. 
m  raa  iVBR-LAMBimED  loss  or  tei  two  txw-tbbs  or  nn 
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In  ancient  time,  as  story  tells. 
The  saints  would  often  leave  their  cells. 
And  stroll  about,  but  hide  their  quali^, 
To  try  good  people's  hospitality. 
It  happened  on  a  winter  night, 
As  authors  of  the  legend  write. 
Two  brother  hermita,  saints  by  trade, 
Taking  their  tour  in  masquerade^ 
Disguised  in  tatter'd  habits,  went 
To  a  small  village  down  in  Kent; 
Where,  in  the  strollers'  canting  strain, 
They  begg'd  from  door  to  door  in  vain, 
Tried  every  tone  might  pity  win; 
But  not  a  soul  would  let  them  in. 
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Our  wandenng  saints,  in  woeful  state^ 
Treated  at  this  ungodly  rate, 
Haying  through  all  the  village  past, 
To  a  small  cottage  came  at  last 
Where  dwelt  a  good  old  honest  ye'ma^ 
Call'd  in  the  neighborhood  Philemoa ; 
Who  kindly  did  these  saints  invite 
In  his  poor  hut  to  pass  the  night; 
And  then  the  hospitable  sire 
Bid  Goody  Bands  mend  the  fire; 
While  he  from  out  the  chimney  took 
A.  flitch  of  bacon  off  the  hook, 
And  freely  from  the  fattest  side 
Out  out  large  slices  to  be  fried ; 
Then  stepp'd  aside  to  fetch  them  dIiIl]^ 
Fill'd  a  large  jug  up  to  the  brink, 
And  saw  it  fiurly  twice  go  roimd ; 
Yet  (what  was  wonderful)  they  found 
'T  was  stiU  replenished  to  the  top, 
As  if  they  ne'er  had  touched  a  dropw 
The  good  old  couple  were  amazed, 
And  often  on  each  other  gased; 
For  both  were  frightened  to  the  heart, 
And  just  began  to  cry,  "What  ar^tT 
Then  softly  tum'd  aside,  to  view 
Whether  the  lights  were  burning  bluci 
The  gentle  pilgrims,  soon  aware  on*t. 
Told  them  titieir  calling  and  their  errand : 
"  Gk)od  folks,  you  need  not  be  afraid, 
We  are  but  saints,"  the  hermits  said ; 
"  No  hurt  shall  come  to  you  or  yours : 
But  for  that  pack  of  churlish  boors, 
Not  fit  to  live  on  Christian  ground, 
They  and  their  houses  shall  be  drown'd, 
While  you  shall  see  your  cottage  rise. 
And  grow  a  church  before  your  eye&** 

They  scarce  had  spoke,  when  &ir  and 
The  roof  began  to  mount  aloft; 
Aloft  rose  eveiy  beam  and  rafter; 
The  heavy  wall  climb'd  slowly  after. 

The  chinmey  widened,  and  grew  highflr, 
Became  a  steeple  with  a  spire. 

16 
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The  kotde  to  the  top  was  hdsl^ 
And  there  stood  fasten'd  to  a  joist^ 
But  with  the  upside  down,  to  show 
Its  inclination  for  below: 
In  vain ;  for  a  superior  foroe 
Applied  at  bottom  stops  its  conne: 
Doom'd  ever  in  suspense  to  dweD, 
*Tis  now  no  kettle,  but  a  belL 

A  wooden  jack,' which  had  almcMl 
Lost  by  disuse  the  art  to  roast^ 
A  sudden  alteration  feels, 
Increased  by  new  intestine  wheels; 
And,  what  exalts  the  wonder  more^ 
The  number  made  the  motion  slower. 
The  flier,  though  it  had  leaden  feet, 
Tum'd  round  so  quick  you  scarce  could 
But^  slacken'd  by  some  secret  power, 
Now  hardly  moves  an  inch  an  hour. 
The  jack  and  chimney,  near  allied, 
Had  ncYer  left  each  other's  side; 
The  chimney  to  a  steeple  grown, 
The  jack  would  not  be  left  alone ; 
But^  up  against  the  steeple  reared, 
Be(»me  a  dock,  and  still  adhered ; 
And  still  its  love  to  household  cares^ 
By  a  shrill  voice  at  noon,  declares^ 
Warning  the  cook-maid  not  to  bum 
That  roast  meat,  which  it  can  not  tunt 

The  groaning-chair  began  to  crawl, 
like  a  huge  snail,  along  the  wall ; 
There  stuck  aloft  in  public  view. 
And  with  small  change,  a  pulpit  grew. 

The  porringers,  that  in  a  row 
Hung  high,  and  made  a  glittering  show. 
To  a  less  aoble  substance  changed, 
Were  now  but  leathern  buckets  ranged 

The  ballads,  pasted  on  the  wall. 
Of  Joan  of  France,  and  English  MoC 
Fair  Rosamond,  and  Robin  Hood, 
The  little  Children  in  the  Wood, 
Now  seem*d  to  look  abundance  betteTi 
Improved  in  picture,  sice^  and  letter: 
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And,  high  in  order  placed,  de0Qrib#» 
The  heraldry  of  erery  tribe. 

A.  bedstead  of  the  antique  niode^ 
Compact  of  timber  many  a  load, 
Buch  as  our  anoestore  did  ose, 
Was  metamorphosed  into  pews ; 
Which  still  their  ancient  nature  keep 
By  lodging  folks  disposed  to  sleep. 

The  cottage,  by  sach  feats  as  these^ 
Grown  to  a  church  by  just  degrees^ 
The  hermitB  then  desired  their  host 
To  ask  for  what  he  fitncied  most 
Philemon,  having  paused  a  while^ 
Betam'd  them  thuiks  hi  homely  eltyie; 
Then  said,  "  My  house  is  grown  so  flii% 
Methinks,  I  still  would  call  it  mine. 
T  'm  old,  and  fiun  would  liye  at  ease ; 
Make  me  the  parson  if  you  please." 

He  spoke,  and  presently  he  feeb 
His  grazier's  coat  fidl  down  his  heeb: 
He  sees,  yet  hardly  can  belieTe, 
About  each  arm  a  pudding  sleeve; 
Bib  waistcoat  to  a  cassodc  grew, 
And  both  assumed  a  sable  hue; 
But^  being  old,  continued  just 
As  threadbare,  and  as  full  of  dust 
"Eia  talk  was  now  of  tithes  and  dues : 
He  smoked  his  pipe,  and  read  the  news ; 
Knew  how  to  preach  old  sermons  next^ 
Yamp'd  in  the  preface  and  the  text ; 
At  christenings  well  could  act  his  part^ 
And  had  the  service  all  by  heart ; 
Wiah*d  women  might  have  children  fast^ 
And  thought  whose  sow  had  farroVd  lai^t; 
Against  dissenters  would  repine, 
And  stood  up  firm  for  "  right  divine ;" 
Found  his  head  fill'd  with  many  a  system  r 
But  classic  authors — ^he  ne'er  miss'd  'em. 

Thus  having  furbish'd  up  a  parson, 
Dame  Bauds  next  they  play'd  their  fiax)e 
Tti^»:ai^  of  homespun  coifb,  were  seen 
Good  pinners  edged  with  oolberteen ; 
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Her  petticoat  transfbrm^d  apace, 
Became  black  satin,  flounced  with  laoe. 
"  Plain  Goody"  would  no  longer  down, 
*T  was  "  Madam,'*  in  her  grogram  gown. 
Philemon  was  in  great  soiprise, 
And  hardly  could  belicTe  his  eyes. 
Amazed  to  see  her  look  so  prim, 
And  she  admired  as  much  at  him. 

Thus  happy  in  their  change  of  life^ 
Were  several  years  this  man  and  wife: 
When  on  a  day,  which  proved  their  bflt^ 
Discoursmg  o*er  old  stories  past, 
They  went  by  chance,  amid  their  talk, 
To  the  ohnndi-yard  to  take  a  walk; 
When  Baucis  hastily  cried  out, 
"  My  dear,  I  see  your  forehead  sprout  1"-^ 
" Sprout,"  quoth  the  man ;  "  what's  this  yom  teO  ml 
I  hope  you  don't  believe  me  jealous! 
But  yet,  methinks  I  feel  it  true. 
And  really  yours  is  budding  too— 
Nay — now  I  can  not  stir  my  foot; 
It  feels  as  if  'twere  taking  root'* 

Description  would  but  tire  my  Moae, 
In  short,  they  both  were  tum'd  to  yewiL 
Old  Qoodman  Dobson  of  the  green 
Bemembers  he  the  trees  has  seen ; 
He  11  talk  of  them  from  noon  till  night, 
And  goes  with  folks  to  show  the  sight; 
On  Sundays,  after  evening  prayer, 
He  gathers  all  the  parish  there; 
Points  out  the  place  of  either  yew. 
Here  Baucis,  there  Philemon,  grew : 
Till  once  a  parson  of  our  town, 
To  mend  his  bam,  cut  Baucis  down; 
At  which,  'tis  hard  to  be  believed 
How  much  the  other  tree  was  grieved, 
Qrew  scrubbed,  died  a-top,  was  stunted, 
80  the  next  parson  stubb'd  and  burnt  it 
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A  DESCRIPTION  OF  A  CITY  SHOWER, 
ni  xmTATioH  or  tiboil'b  oboboiob. 

DBAH  BWm. 

Oabbftl  obseryers  may  foretell  the  hour, 
(By  sore  prognostiGs),  when  to  dread  a  shower. 
While  rain  depends,  the  pensive  cat  gives  o'er 
Her  frolics,  and  pursues  her  tail  no  more. 
Retnming  home  at  nighty  you  *11  find  the  sink 
Strike  your  offended  sense  with  double  stink. 
If  you  be  wise^  then,  go  not  far  to  dine: 
Ton  '11  spend  in  ooach-hire  more  than  save  in  winA 
A  coming  shower  your  shooting  corns  presage. 
Old  aches  will  throb,  your  hollow  tooth  will  rage; 
Sauntering  in  coffee-house  is  Dulmau  seen ; 
He  damns  the  climate,  and  complains  of  spleen. 
Meanwhile  the  South,  riang  with  dabbled  wing% 
A  sable  doud  athwart  the  welkin  flings, 
That  swill'd  more  liquor  than  it  could  contain, 
And,  like  a  drunkard,  gives  it  up  again. 
Brisk  Susan  whips  her  linen  from  the  rope, 
While  the  first  drizzling  shower  is  borne  aslope ; 
Such  is  that  sprinkling  which  some  careless  queaii 
Flirts  on  you  fit>m  her  mop,  but  not  so  clean: 
Ton  fly,  invoke  the  gods ;  theu,  turning,  stop 
To  rail ;  she  singing,  still  whirls  on  her  mopi 
Not  yet  the  dust  had  shunn'd  the  unequal  strife, 
But,  aided  by  the  wind,  fought  still  for  life, 
And  wafted  with  its  foe  by  violent  gust, 
*T  was  doubtful  which  was  rain,  and  which  was  dMi 
Ah  I  where  must  needy  poet  seek  for  aid, 
When  dust  and  rain  at  once  his  coat  invade  ? 
Sole  coat  1  where  dust^  cemented  by  the  rain. 
Erects  the  nap,  and  leaves  a  cloudy  stain  1 
Now  in  contiguous  drops  the  flood  comes  down, 
Threatening  with  deluge  this  devoted  town. 
To  shops  in  crowds  the  daggled  females  fly, 
Pretend  to  cheapen  goods,  but  nothing  buy. 
The  Templar  spruce,  while  every  spout 's  abroadi. 
Stays  till  'tis  fidr,  yet  seems  to  call  a  coach. 
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The  tuck'd  up  sempstress  walks  with  hasty 
While  streams  nm  down  her  oil*d  umbrella's  sidea. 
Here  yarioua  kinds,  by  various  fortunes  led. 
Commence  acquaintance  underneath  a  shed. 
Triumphant  Tories,  and  desponding  Whigs, 
Forget  their  feuds,  and  join  to  save  their  wigs. 
Box'd  in  a  chair  the  beau  impatient  sits, 
While  spouts  run  clattering  o'er  the  roof  by  flti^ 
And  ever  and  anon  with  frightful  din 
The  leather  sounds ;  he  trembles  from  within. 
So  when  Troy  chairmen  bore  the  wooden  steed, 
Pregnant  with  Gkeeks  impatient  to  be  freed, 
(Those  bully  Greeks,  who,  as  the  modems  do, 
Instead  of  paying  chairmen,  ran  them  through), 
Laocoon  struck  the  outside  with  his  spear, 
And  each  imprison'd  hero  quaked  for  fear. 

Now  from  all  parts  the  swelling  kennels  flow,  * 
And  bear  their  trophies  with  them  as  they  go : 
FQth  of  all  hues  and  odor,  seem  to  tell 
What  street  they  sail'd  frt)m  by  their  sight  and  smelL 
They,  as  each  torrent  drives  with  rapid  force. 
From  Smithfield  to  St  Pulohre's  shi^  their  oourse^ 
And  in  huge  confluence  join'd  at  Snowhill  ridge, 
Fall  from  the  conduit  prone  to  Holbome  bridge. 
Sweeping  from  butchers*  stalls,  dung,  guts,  and  blood ; 
Drown'd  puppies,  stinking  q>rats,  all  drench'd  in  mud, 
Dead  cats,  and  tomip-tops^  oome  tomblicg  down  ihe  floo4 
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THE  PROGRESS  OF  CURIOSITY; 

OB  A  BOTAL  TI8IT  TO  WHITBBXAD'S  BRXWSBT. 

PBTIB  PIHDAB. 
Alto  OwM<C  ^Iprte  iMHuK /--Old  Son  DjaIi. 

Fnm  Hotue  of  BwiMngham,  In  gnnd  pande. 
To  Whltt»nad*i  BrmaAottw,  mored  the  oayaleada. 

Taat  Aaomuirs.— Potar's  loyaltj.— He  raspeeteih  Mr.  Wartoni*  of  Joking.— 
Cwmpttmontetih  the  poet  LaaTeAte.---Peter  difEsretb  in  opinion  from  Mr.  Warton.  — 
Vakatb  np  fbe  endgela  for  JSing  Edvard,  King  Harrj  T.,  and  Queen  Beafl.->FHJitc 

•B  Blaekheath  and  Wlmldedon  performed  by  our  meet  gradona  aorereign Klnn 

Ghsriea  tke  Second  half  damned  hy  Peter,  jet  praised  for  keeping  company  wltb 
0BDfleinan.— >Peter  praiaeih  himi^— Peter  reprored  by  Mr.  Warton.— Dualretb 
]fr.  Warton'a  prayen.— A  flne  almile.'-Peter  still  saspeoteth  file  Laureate  of 
Irqnleal  dealings — ^Peter  ezpostolateth  with  Mr.  Warton.— Mr.  Waxtou  repll- 
•1^— Peter  adminlstereth  bold  advioe.- WittQy  ealleth  death  and  phyRiciaiia 
poaehenL — ^Pralseth  the  Ung  for  parental  tendemess.— >Feter  maketh  a  uatural 
rimUei.— Peter  ftirthermore  telleth  Thomas  Warton  irhat  to  say.— Peter  givuth  a 
beaatlflil  rwtmple  of  ode-writing. 

TU  CoKTsn'W  or  TOM  Ods.— His  M%|e8ty*fft-  lore  for  the  arts  and  sdeucea, 
•▼en  In  qoadrupedSi— His  reeolntf on  to  know  the  history  of  breiring  beer.— Billy 
Bsmns  sent  ambassador  to  CfaisweU  street— -Interview  between  Messrs.  Bamns 
■ad  Wblibread.— Mr.  Whitbread*s  bow,  and  compliments  to  M^eety.— Mr.  Ba- 
mn^s  return  from  his  embassy.— Mr.  Whitbread*s  terrors  described  to  Majesty 
^  Mr.  Bamnif.— The  Kingf  s  pleasure  thereat— Description  of  people  of  worship. 
— AoM  ant  of  the  Whitbread  preparation.— The  royal  eavaleade  to  Chiswell-street 
—The  anival  at  the  brewhonse.— Orsat  Joy  of  Mr.  Whitbread.— His  M^e8ty*s 
nod,  the  Queen's  dip,  and  a  number  of  questions.— A  West  India  simile^— The 
marrdings  of  the  draymen  described.— His  MiO^^  peepeth  into  a  pump.— 
Beantiftdly  compared  to  a  magpie  peeping  into  a  marrow-bone. — The  witntU  ea 
liodty  of  the  Sing.— Mr.  Whitbread  endeavoreth  to  surprise  M^esty.— His  M^ 
es^  puxdeth  Mr.  Whitbread.— Mr.  Whitbread*  s  horse  ezpresseth  wonder.— Also 
Mr.  Whitbread*s  dog.— His  Majesty  maketh  laudable  inquiry  about  Porter.— 
Again  pnaaleth  Mr.  Whitbread.— ^Qng  noteth  notdbU  things,.-Profound  quea- 
tloos  pm^MMed  by  Mejesty.— As  profoundly  answered  by  Mr.  WUtbrnad. — Maj- 
esty In  a  mistake.— Ck>rreeted  by  the  brewer.— A  nose  simile.^MiOoBty'B  admira> 
tlon  of  the  bell.— Good  manners  of  the  belL— Fine  appearance  of  Mr.  Whitbread** 
pigs.— iM^jesty  proposeth  questions,  but  bencTOlently  waiteth  not  for  answers.— 
Peter  telleth  the  duty  of  Kings.— Disooreretb  one  of  his  shrewd  maxims.— Bnlv 
Bme  empathy  oi  a  water-spout  and  a  king. — ^Tbe  great  use  of  aaldng  questions.— 
The  habitation  of  truth.— The  collation. — ^The  wonders  performed  by  the  Boysl 
yisttorsL- Mijesty  proposeth  to  take  leaTe.— Oflfereth  knighthood  to  Whit 
bread. — ^Mr.  Whltbread*s  ol^eetions. — ^The  king  runneth  a  rig  on  hii«  host— Mr 
Whitbread  thanketh  Majesty.— Miss  Whitbread  curtsietb.— Theqaecn  dippeth.— 
Hie  Cavalcade  dejMirtoth. 

Peter  triumphetti.— Admonisheth  the  Laureate.— >Peter  eroweth  over  the  Lan 
raatSL— Disoorereth  deep  knowledge  of  kings,  and  surgeons,  and  men  who  hum 
^ask  their  legi.— Peter  reasoneth.— Vannteth.— Even  insniteth  the  Laureate.— Pi 

*TlMFioet  lAUTMla.  t  George  IIL 
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I«  prooUlmeth  his  pwoeabia  dteporftloB.— PxilioUi  lCi4«*ty«  ^Bd  eonolaiirth  vM 
%  pnfBT  for  eorioaf  Ungi. 

Tom,  soon  as  e*er  th.;u  strik'st  thy  golden  lyre, 
Thy  brother  Peter's  mme  is  all  on  fire, 

To  sing  of  kings  and  queens^  and  such  rare  Mk  • 
Yet,  'midst  thy  he&p  of  oompliments  so  fine, 
Bay,  may  we  venture  to  believe  a  line  ? 

You  Oxford  wits  most  dearly  love  a  joke. 

Bon  of  the  Kine,  thou  writest  weU  on  naught; 
Thy  thundering  stanza,  and  its  pompous  thought^ 

I  think,  must  put  a  dog  into  a  laugh : 
Edward  and  Harry  were  much  braver  men 
Than  this  new-christened  )iero  of  thy  pen. 

Yes,  laurelled  Odeman,  braver  fiir  by  half; 

Though  on  Blackheath  and  Wimbledon's  wide  plaiii, 
Qeorge  keeps  his  hat  off  in  a  shower  of  rain ; 
Sees  swords  and  bayonets  without  a  dread, 
Nor  at  a  volley  winks,  nor  ducks  his  head : 

Although  at  grand  reviews  he  seems  so  blest^ 
And  leaves  at  six  o'clock  his  downy  nest^ 

Dead  to  the  charms  of  blanket,  wife,  and  bolster; 

'  Unlike  his  offipers,  who,  fond  of  cramming, 
And  at  reviews  afraid  of  thirst  and  famine, 

Wiik  bread  and  cheese  and  brandy  fill  their  hoIsfcenL 


Sure,  Tom,  we  should  do  justice  to  Queen 
His  present  majesty,  whom  Heaven  long  ble» 

With  wisdom,  wit,  and  art  of  choicest  quality, 
Will  never  get,  I  fear,  so  fine  a  niche 
As  that  old  queen,  though  often  called  old 

In  fame's  colossal  house  of  immortality. 

As  for  John  Dryden's  Charles — ^that  king 
Indeed  was  never  any  mighty  thing ; 

He  merited  few  honors  from  the  pen : 
And  yet  he  was  a  devilish  hearty  fellow. 
Enjoyed  his  beef,  and  bottle,  and  got  mellow 

And  mind-:— kept  company  with  genUemen  : 
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For,  like  seme  kings,  in  hobby  grooms, 

Knights  of  the  manger,  curry-combs,  and  brooQU^ 

Lost  to  all  glory,  Charles  did  not  delight — 
Nor  joked  by  day  with  pages,  servant-maids, 
Large,  red-polled,  blowzy,  hard  two-handed  jadeit 

Indeed  I  know  not  what  Charles  did  by  nights 

Thomas,  I  am  of  candor  a  great  loTer ; 

In  shor^  I  'm  candor's  self  all  orer ; 
Sweet  as  a  candied  cake  from  top  to  toe; 

Make  it  a  rule  that  Virtue  shall  be  praised, 

And  humble  Merit  from  the  ground  be  raised: 
What  Ihinkest  thou  of  Peter  now  ? 

Thou  ciyest  "  Oh  f  how  fiJse  f  behold  thy  king, 

Of  whom  thou  scarcely  say'st  a  handsome  thing ; 
That  king  has  virtues  that  should  make  thee  stare.*' 

Is  it  so  ? — ^Then  the  sin 's  in  me — 

"Ra  my  vile  optics  that  can't  see ; 
Then  pray  for  them  when  next  thou  sayest  a  praya; 

But,  pVhaps  aloft  on  his  imperial  throne, 
So  distant,  O  ye  gods  I  from  every  one, 
The  royal  virtues  are  like  many  a  star. 
From  this  our  pigmy  system  rather  far : 
Whose  light,  though  flying  ever  since  creation, 
Has  not  yet  pitched  upon  our  nation.* 

Then  may  the  royal  ray  be  soon  explored — 
And  l^omas,  if  thou  'it  swear  thou  art  not  hummisib 

I H  take  my  spying^glass  and  bring  thee  word 
The  instant  I  behold  it  coming. 

But,  Thomas  Warton,  without  joking, 

Art  thou,  or  art  thon  not,  thy  sovereign  smoldngt 

How  canst  thon  seriously  dedare. 

That  George  the  Third 
With  Cressy's  Edward  can  compare. 

Or  Harry  ? — ^'Tis  too  bad,  upon  my  word : 
Gteorge  is  a  clever  king,  I  needs  must  own, 
And  cuts  a  jolly  figure  on  the  throne. 

iha  ■nbllme  opinion  of  th«  Duteh  aftroDOOier, 

Itt* 
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Now  thou  exdaim'sty  ^  Qod  rot  it  1  Peterj  praj 
What  to  the  devil  shall  I  sing  or  say  ?** 

Ill  tell  thee  what  to  say,  O  tuneful  Tom: 
Sing  how  a  monarch,  when  his  son  was  dyings 
His  gracious  eyes  and  ears  was  edifyii^} 
By  abbey  company  and  kettle  drum : 
Leaving  that  son  to  death  and  the  physiQiany 
Between  two  fires — a  forlorn-hope  condition ; 
Two  poachers,  who  make  man  their  game, 
And,  special  marksmen  I  seldom  miss  their  aim. 

9ay,  though  the  monarch  did  not  see  his  son, 
He  kept  aloof  through  fittherly  affection ; 

Determined  nothing  should  be  done, 

To  bring  on  useleas  tears,  and  dismal  reoolleotioiL 

For  what  can  tears  avail,  and  piteous  sighs  ? 

Death  heeds  not  howls  nor  dripping  eyes ; 

And  what  are  sighs  and  tears  but  wind  and  water, 

That  show  the  lealdness  of  feeble  nature  ? 

Tom,  with  my  simile  thou  wilt  not  quartel; 
Like*air  and  any  sort  of  drink. 
Whizzing  and  oozing  through  each  chink, 

That  proves  the  weakness  of  the  barrel 

Say — ^for  the  prince,  when  wet  was  every  eye. 
And  thousands  poured  to  heaven  the  pitying  sigfa 

Devout ; 
Say  how  a  King,  unable  to  dissemble, 
Ordered  Dame  Siddons  to  his  house,  and  Keznblo, 

To  spout: 

Gkive  them  ice  creams  and  wines,  so  dear  1 

Denied  till  then  a  thimble  full  of  beer; 

For  which  they  Ve  thanked  the  author  of  this  mcfeo; 

TideUcetj  the  moral  mender,  Peter 

Who^  m  his  Ode  on  Ode,  did  dare  exdaim, 

Ard  call  such  royal  avarice,  a  shame. 

Say-^ut  1 11  teach  thee  how  to  make  an  ode ; 
Thus  shall  thy  labors  vii?it  fame'c  abode, 
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In  company  witb  Tny  immortal  lay ; 
And  look,  Tom — thus  I  fire  away — 
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day,  this  Tery  day,  gave  birth, 

Not  to  the  brightest  monarch  upon  eaiih. 

Because  there  are  some  brighter  and  as  big; 
Who  love  the  arts  that  man  exalt  to  heaveii, 
George  loves  them  also,  when  they  *re  given 

To  four-legged  Gentry ^  christened  dog  and  pig.* 

Whose  deeds  in  this  our  wonder-hunting  nation 

Prove  what  a  charming  thing  is  education. 

FuS  of  the  art  of  brewing  beer, 

The  monarch  heard  of  Mr.  Whitbread's  &me : 
Quoth  he  unto  the  queen  **  My  dear,  my  dear, 

Whitbread  hath  got  a  marvelous  great  name ; 
Oharly,  we  must,  must^  must  see  Whitbread  brew— 
Bich  as  us,  Oharly,  richer  than  a  Jew : 
Shame,  shame,  we  have  not  yet  his  brewhouse  seen  !** 
Thus  sweetly  said  the  king  unto  the  queen  f 

Bed-hot  with  novelty's  delightful  rage. 
To  Mr.  Whitbread  forth  he  sent  a  page, 

To  say  that  m^esty  proposed  to  view. 
With  thirst  of  wondrous  knowledge  deep  inflamed. 
Bis  vats,  and  tubs,  and  hops,  and  hogsheads  fiune^ 

And  learn  the  noble  secret  how  to  brew. 

Of  such  undreamt-of  honor  proud, 
Most  reverently  the  brewer  bowed; 
So  humbly  (so  the  humble  story  goes,) 
He  touched  even  terra  firma  with  his  nose; 

Then  said  unto  the  page,  hight  Billy  Ramus, 

"  Happy  are  we  that  our  great  king  should  name  n^ 

As  worthy  unto  majesty  to  show, 

How  we  poor  Chiswell  people  brew." 

At  daadiig  dog*  mad  wIm  pig  hare  fonned  a  8(HMM«rilili  pari  «f  tiM  Hfa 
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Away  sprung  Billy  RamuB  quick  as  thought^ 
To  majesity  thd  weloome  tidings  brought, 

How  Whitbread,  staring,  stood  like  any  stako^ 
And  trembled — ^then  the  dyil  things  he  said — 
On  which  the  king  did  smile  and  nod  his  head : 

For  monarchs  like  to  see  their  subjects  quake : 

Such  horrors  unto  kings  most  pleasant  are, 
Proclaiming  reverence  and  humility : 

High  thoughts,  too,  all  those  shaking  fits  declai* 
Of  kingly  grandeur  and  great  capability  1 

People  of  worship,  wealth,  and  birth, 
Look  on  the  humbler  sons  of  earth, 

Indeed  in  a  most  humble  Ught,  God  knows  I 
High  stations  are  like  Dover's  towering  diffi^ 
Where  sh^M  below  appear  like  little  skiffi^ 

While  people  walking  on  the  strand  like  ctowsl 

Muse,  sing  the  stir  that  Mr.  Whitbread  made ; 
Poor  gentleman  I  most  terribly  afraid 

He  should  not  charm  enough  his  guests  divine : 
He  gave  his  maids  new  aprons,  gowns  and  smocks  - 
And  lo  f  two  hundred  pounds  were  spent  in  firocks, 

To  make  the  apprentices  and  draymen  fine : 

Busy  as  horses  in  a  field  of  clover, 

Dogs,  cats,  and  chairs^  and  stools,  were  tumbled  over 

Amid  the  Whitbread  rout  of  preparation. 

To  treat  the  lofty  ruler  of  the  nation. 

Now  moved  king,  queen,  and  princesses  so  gnnd, 
To  visit  the  first  brewer  in  the  land; 
Who  sometimes  swills  his  beer  and  grinds  his  meat 
In  a  snug  comer  christened  Ghiswell-street ; 
But  ?flener  charmed  with  fiishionable  air, 
Anud  the  gaudy  great  of  Portman-square. 

Lord  Aylesbury,  and  Denbigh's  Lord  o&o. 
His  grace  the  Duke  of  Montague  likemm^ 

With  Lady  Harcourt  joined  the  raree-show, 
And  fixed  all  Smithfield*s  marveling  eyes : 
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For  lo  I  a  greater  show  ne'er  graced  those  quarten^ 
ESnoe  Mary  roasted,  just  like  crabs^  the  martyni 

Airiyed,  the  king  broad  grinned,  and  gave  a  nod 
To  smiling  Whitbread,  who,  had  Gtod 

Oome  with  his  angels  to  behold  his  beer. 
With  more  respect  he  never  ooold  have  metp- 
Indeed  the  man  was  in  a  sweaty 

So  much  the  brewer  did  the  king  reverew 

Her  mijesty  contriyed  to  make  a  dip : 
Light  as  a  (bather  then  the  king  did  skip^ 
And  asked  a  thousand  questions,  with  a  laugh, 
Befine  poor  Whitbread  comprehended  hal£ 


Reader,  my  Ode  should  have  a  simil< 

Well,  in  Jamaica,  on  a  tamarind  tree, 
five  hundred  parrots,  gabbling  just  like  Jewa^ 

I  Ve  seen — such  noise  the  feathered  imps  did  make^ 

As  made  my  very  pmioramifum  ache- 
Asking  and  telling  parrot  news: 

Thus  was  the  brewhouse  filled  with  gabbling  noiBe, 
Whilst  draymen  and  the  brewer's  boys^ 

BoYoared  the  qnestioDS  that  the  king  did  ask: 
In  different  parties  were  they  staring  seen, 
Wondering  to  think  they  saw  a  king  and  queen! 

Behind  a  tub  were  some,  and  some  behind  a  cask. 

Some  draymen  forced  themselves  (a  pretty  luncheoa) 
Into  the  mouth  of  many  a  gaping  puncheon ; 
And  through  the  bung-hole  winked  with  curious  eys^ 
To  view,  and  be  assured  what  sort  of  Uiings 
Were  princesses,  and  queens,  and  kings, 
For  whose  most  lofty  station  thousands  sigh  1 
And  lo  I  of  all  the  gaping  puncheon  dan, 
Few  were  the  mouths  that  had  not  got  a  mai  1 

Now  majesty  into  a  pump  so  deep 
Did  with  an  opera-glass  so  curious  peep : 
lixamining  with  care  each  wondrous  matter 
That  brought  up  water  1 
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Thus  have  I  seen  a  magine  in  the  sfereet^ 
A  chattering  bird  we  often  meet^ 
A  bird  for  curiosity. well  known ; 

With  head  awiy, 

And  cunning  eye, 
Peep  knowingly  into  a  mairow-bonei 

And  now  his  curious  nujesty  did  stoop 

To  count  the  nails  on  eyery  hoop ; 

And,  lo  I  no  single  thing  came  in  his  way, 

That,  luU  of  deep  researdi,  he  did  not  say, 

<<What's  this!  has,  h»?  what's  that?  what's  thin T  what "k 

that?" 
So  quick  the  words,  too,  when  he  deigned  to  speak, 
As  if  each  syllable  would  break  his  neck. 

Thus,  to  the  worid  of  greai  whilst  others  crawl. 
Our  sovereign  peeps  into  the  world  oftmoR; 
Thus  microscopic  genuises  explore 

Things  that  too  oft  provoke  the  public  8c<ffii, 
Yet  swell  of  useftd  knowledges  the  store, 

By  finding  eystems  in  a  pepper-corn. 

Now  boasting  Whitbread  serious  did.dedare^ 
To  make  the  majesty  of  England  stare, 
That  he  had  butts  enough,  he  knew, 
Placed  side  by  side,  to  reach  along  to  Eew : 
On  which  the  king  with  wonder  swiftly  cried, 
"  What,  if  they  reach  to  Kew  then,  side  by  side. 

What  would  they  do,  what,  what,  placed  end  to  end  IT 
To  whom  with  knitted,  calculating  brow, 
The  man  of  beer  most  solemnly  did  vow, 

Afanost  to  Windsor  that  they  would  extend; 
On  which  the  king,  with,  wondering  mien, 
Repeated  it  unto  the  wondering  qpecn : 
On  which,  quick  turning  round  his  haltered  head. 
The  brewer's  horse,  with  &oe  astonished  neighed ; 
The  brewer's  dog  too  poured  a  note  of  thunder, 
Rattled  his  chain,  and  wagged  his  tail  for  wonder. 

Now  did  the  king  for  other  beers  inquire. 
Vor  Oalvert's,  Jordan's,  Thrale's  entire* 
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And,  after  talking  of  these  different  been^ 
Asked  Whitbre&d  if  his  porter  equalled  theirs? 

This  was  a  pozseling,  diagreeing  question; 
Grating  like  arsenic  on  his  host's  digestion : 
A  kind  of  question  to  the  man  of  cask, 
That  not  even  Solomon  himself  would 


Kow  majeaxj,  alive  to  knowledge,  took 
A  very  pretty  memorandum-book, 
"^inth  gilded  leaves  of  asses'  skin  so  white^ 
And  in  it  hffbly  began  to  write — 

Hmofondum, 

A  charming  place  beneath  the  grates 
For  roasting  chestnuts  orpotatea. 

Af6fyk 

TIs  hope  that  give  a  bittemees  to  beer — 

Hops  grow  in  Kent,  says  Whitbread,  and  ehewLera 

Queen, 

Is  there.no  cheaper  stuff?  where  doth  it  dweD? 
Would  not  hors^-aloes  bitter  it  as  well? 

Mem, 

To  Uy  it  soon  on  our  small  beer — 
T  win  save  us  several  pound  a  year 

MenL 

To  remember  to  forget  to  ask 
Old  Whitbread  to  my  house  one  'dtj 

Mem, 

Koi.  to  forget  to  take  of  beer  the  cask, 
The  brewer  offered  me,  away. 

Now  having  penciled  his  remarks  so  shrewd. 
Sharp  as  the  point  indeed  of  a  new  pin, 
majesty  his  watch  most  sagely  viewed, 
\nd  then  put  up  nis  asses'  skin. 


1 
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To  Whitbread  now  deigned  majesty  to  say, 
**  Whitbread,  are  all  your  horses  fond  of  hay  1" 
^ "  Yes,  please  your  majesty,"  in  humble  notes^ 
The  brewer  answered — "also,  sir,  of  oats: 
Another  thing  my  horses  too  maintains, 
And  that,  an't  please  your  majesty,  are  grains.'* 

''Qrains,  grains,**  said  miyesty,  ''to  fill  their  crops? 
Ghrains,  grains  ? — ^tfaat  oomes  fi^m  hops — yes^  hops,  hopt  f 
hopsT 

Here  was  the  king,  like  hounds  sometimes,  at  fiuilt— 
^  Sire,"  cried  the  humble  brewer,  "  giye  me  leave 
Tonr  sacred  majesty  to  undeceive ; 

Qrains^  sire,  are  never  made  &om  hops,  but  mall" 

^  True,"  said  the  cautions  monarch,  with  a  smile : 
''  From  malt,  malt,  malt — ^I  meant  malt  all  the  while.* 
"  Yes,**  with  the  sweetest  bow,  rejoined  the  brewer, 
"  An't  please  your  majesty,  you  did,  I  *m  sure." 
'•Yes,"  answered  majesty,  with  quick  reply, 
"I  did,  I  did,  I  did  I,  I,  I,  L" 

Now  this  was  wise  in  Whitbread — here  we  find 

A  very  pretty  knowledge  of  mankind ; 

As  monarchs  never  must  be  in  the  wrong, 

*T  was  really  a  bright  thought  in  Whitbread's  tongo^ 

To  tell  a  little  fib,  or  some  such  thing, 

To  save  the  sinking  credit  of  a  king. 

Some  brewers,  in  a  rage  of  information, 
Proud  to  instruct  the  ruler  of  a  nation, 

Had  on  the  folly  dwelt,  to  seem  damned  clever  I 
Now,  what  had  been  the  consequence  ?    Too  plain  I 
The  man  had  cut  his  consequence  in  twain ; 

The  king  had  hated  the  wise  fool  forever  I 

Reader,  whene'er  thou  dost  espy  a  nose 
That  bright  with  many  a  ruby  glows, 
That  nose  thou  mayest  pronounce,  nay  safely 
Is  nursed  on  something:  better  than  small-beer. 
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Thus  when  thou  flndest  kmgs  in  brewing  wise, 

Or  natural  history  holding  lofty  station, 
Ibon  mayest  conclade,  with  marveling  eyes. 

Such  kings  have  had  a  goodly  education. 


Kow  did  the  king  admire  the  bell  so  fine, 
Thai  daily  asks  the  draytnen  all  to  dine: 
On  which  the  bell  rung  out  (how  very  proper!) 
To  show  it  was  a  bell,  and  had  a  clapper. 

And  now  before  their  sovereign's  curious  eye. 
Parents  and  children,  fine,  &t,  hopeful  sprigs^ 

All  snuflSing,  squinting,  grunting  in  their  style, 
Appeared  the  brewer's  tribe  of  handsome  pigs: 

On  which  the  observant  man,  who  fills  a  throne, 

Declared  the  pigs  were  vastly  like  bis  own : 

On  which  the  brewer,  swallowed  up  in  joys^ 
Tears  and  astonishment  in  both  his  eyes, 
Wb  soul  brim  full  of  sentiments  so  loyal, 

Exclaimed,  "  0  heavens  I  and  can  my  svnne 

Be  deemed  by  majesty  so  fine  1 
Heavens!  can  my  pigs  compare,  sire,  vnth  pigs  royal  I 
To  which  the  king  assented  with  a  nod ; 
On  which  the  brewer  bowed,  and  said,  "  Good  Gkxi  V 
Then  winked  significant  on  Miss; 
Significant  of  wonder  and  of  bliss ; 

Who,  bridling  in  her  chin  divine, 
Oroflsed  her  fiur  hands,  a  dear  old  maid. 
And  then  her  lowest  courtesy  made 

For  such  high  honor  done  her  father's  swine. 

Now  did  his  majesty  so  gracious  say 
To  Mr.  Whitbread,  in  his  flying  way, 

"  Whitbread,  d'ye  nick  the  excisemen  now  and  then  T 
HfB^  Whitbread,  when  d'ye  think  to  leave  off  trade  ? 
Hbb?  what?  Ifiss  Whitbread's  still  a  maid,  a  maid? 

What,  what's  the  matter  with  the  men  ? 

•*  D'ye  hunt  I — ha,  hunt?  No,  no,  you  are  too  old— 
You  11  be  lord  mayor — ^lord  mayor  one  day^ 

Tee,  yes,  I  've  heard  so— yes,  yes,  so  I  'm  told ; 
Dos't,  don't  the  fine  for  sherifiT  pay  ? 
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I H  prick  you  eveiy  jear,  man,  I  decUze : 

YeSy  Whil^read — yes,  yes — ^you  shall  be  lord  mayor. 

*  Whitbread,  d'ye  keep  a  coach,  or  job  one,  pray  7 
Job,  job^  that's  cheapest;  yes,  that's  best,  thi^s  i 
Yon  pnt  your  liveries  on  the  draymen — }m7 
"Hm,  Whitbread  ?  you  have  feather'd  well  your  nest 
What,  what's  tha price  now,  hs,  of  all  your  stock? 
But,  Whitbread,  what's  o'clock,  pray,  what's  o'clock  f* 

■    Now  Whitbread  inward  said,  "  May  I  be  cursed 
If  I  know  what  to  answer  first;" 

Then  searched  his  brains  with  ruminating  eye: 
But  e'er  the  man  of  malt  an  answer  found, 
Quick  on  his  heel,  lo,  majesty  turned  round, 

Skipped  of^  and  baulked  the  pleasure  of  reply* 


in  inquisitiveness  should  be  strong — 
From  curiosity  doth  wisdom  flow : 
For  'tis  a  maxim  I  've  adopted  long, 
The  more  a  man  inquires,  the  more  he  '11  knofw. 

Reader,  didst  ever  see  a  water-spout? 

'Tis  possible  that  thou  wilt  answer,  "  Na'* 
Well  then  I  he  makes  a  most  infernal  rout; 

Sucks,  like  an  elephant,  the  waves  below, 
With  huge  proboscis  readiing  from  the  sky, 
Ab  if  he  meant  to  drink  the  ocean  dry : 
At  length  so  full  he  can't  hold  one  drop  more— • 
He  bursts — down  rush  the  waters  with  a  roar 
On  some  poor  boat,  or  sloop,  or  brig,  or  ship^ 
And  almost  sinks  the  wand'rer  of  the  deep : 
Thus  have  I  seen  a  monarch  at  reviews. 
Suck  from  the  tribe  of  officers  the  news, 
Then  bear  in  triumph  off  each  toondrotu  matter, 
And  souse  it  on  the  queen  with  such  a  clatter  I 

I  always  would  advise  folks  to  ask  questions ; 

For,  truly,  questions  are  the  keys  of  knowledge: 
Soldiers,  who  forage  for  the  mind's  digestions, 

Gut  figures  at  the  Old  Bailey,  and  at  college ; 
Make  chancellors,  chief  justices,  aud  judges, 
Bven  of  the  lowest  green- bag  drudges. 
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The  sages  say,  Dame  Truth  delightB  to  dweU^ 
Strange  maasion  I  in  the  bottom  of  a  well, 
Questions  are  then  the  windlass  and  the  rope 
Thatpull  the  grave  old  gentlewoman  up : 
Damn  jokes  then,  and  unmannerly  suggestiona) 
Beflecting  upon  kings  for  asking  questionsi 

Now  haying  well  employed  his  royal  luags 

On  nails,  hoops^  staves,  pumps,  barrels,  and  their  buqgi^ 

The  king  and  Ca  sat  down  to  a  collation 

Of  flesh  and  fish,  and  fowl  of  every  nation. 

Dire  was  the  clang  of  plates,  of  knife  and  fi>rk, 

That  merciless  fell  like  tomahawks  to  work. 

And  fearless  scalped  the  fowl,  the  fish,  and  cattle^ 

WhQe  Whitbread,  in  the  rear,  beheld  the  battle. 

Tlie  conquering  monarch,  stopping  to  take  breath 
Amidst  the  regiments  of  death. 

Now  turned  to  Whitbread  with  oomplaoenoe  round, ' 
And,  meny,  thus  addressed  the  man  of  beer 
^  Whitbread,  is 't  true  ?  I  hear,  I  hear. 

You  *re  of  an  ancient  family — ^renowned— 
What?  what?  I'm  told  that  you're  a  Hmb 
Of  Pym,  the  famous  fellow  Pym : 
What  Whitbread,  is  it  true  what  people  say  ? 
Son  of  a  round-head  are  you?  hie?  h»?  hie? 
I  'm  told  that  you  send  Bibles  to  your  votes — 

A  snuflSing  round-headed  society — 
Ptayer-books  instead  of  cash  to  buy  them  coats- 

Bunyans,  and  Practices  of  Piety : 
Tour  Bedford  votes  would  wish  to  change  their  &r»— 
Bather  see  cash — ^yes,  yes — ^than  books  of  prayer. 
Thirtieth  of  January  don't  you  feedf 
YeSf  yes,  you  eat  calfs  head,  you  eat  calf s  head." 

Now  having  wonders  done  on  flesh,  fowl,  fish, 

Whole  hosts  o'ertumed — and  seized  on  all  suppliea : 

The  royal  visitors  expressed  a  wish 
To  turn  to  House  of  Buckingham  their  eyesi 

But  first  the  monarch,  so  polite, 

^aked  Mr.  Whitbread  if  he  'd  be  a  hUgJU. 
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Uii Willi  jg  in  the  list  to  be  enrolled, 
Whitbread  contemplated  the  knights  of  "Peg, 
Then  to  his  generous  sovereign  made  a  leg, 

And  said,  "  He  was  afiraid  he  was  too  old. 
He  thanked  however  his  most  gracious  king^ 
For  offering  to  make  him  such  a  ihimg,^ 

Bol^  ahl  a  difibnnt  reason  'twas  I  fear! 
It  was  not  age  that  bade  the  man  of  beer 

The  proffered  honor  of  the  monardi  shun : 
The  tale  of  Margaret's  knife,  and  royal  fright^ 
Had  ahnost  made  him  damn  the  name  of  kni{^^ 

A  tale  that  fiurowed  such  a  world  of  fun. 

He  mocked  the  prayer  too  by  the  king  appointed, 

Even  by  himself  the  Lord's  Anointed : — 

A  foe  XofoKt  too,  is  he,  let  me  tell  ye ; 
And  though  a  Presbyterian,  can  not  think 
Heaven  (quarrelling  with  meat  and  dzink) 

Joys  in  the  grumble  of  a  hungry  beUy  I 

Now  fix>m  the  table  with  Gsdsarean  air 
Up  rose  the  monarch  with  his  laureled  brow. 

When  Mr.  Whitbread,  waiting  on  his  chair, 

Expressed  much  thanks,  much  joy,  and  made  a  bow. 

Miss  Whitbread  now  so  quick  her  curtsies  drops, 

Thick  as  her  honored  Other's  Kentish  hops; 

Which  hop-like  curtsies  were  returned  by  dips 

That  never  hurt  the  royal  knees  and  hips; 
For  hips  and  knees  of  queens  are  sacred  thingi^ 

ThaX  only  bend  on  gala  days 
Before  the  best  of  kings, 

Wheu  odes  of  triumph  sound  his  praise. — 

Now  through  a  thundering  peal  of  kind  huzzas, 
Proceeding  some  from  hired*  and  unhired  jaws, 

*  Wlien  his  n^Jesty  gnes  to  a  plajr-houe,  or  torew-honae,  or  paiUaiBeiit,  Ihi 
Lord  Cbamberlalu  provides  some  pounds*  worth  of  mob  to  bussa  their  beloved 
monarch.  At  tlie  play-hoase  about  forty  wide-mouthed  fellowa  are  hired  on  tlM 
Dlght  of  their  m^juBties*  appearance,  at  two  shUUngs  and  sixpence  per  head,  with 
UiA  Ubcrty  of  seeing  the  play  ffroHs.  These  Stgnton  are  placed  In  diflierent  psuna 
oi  tlie  theater,  who,  immediately  ou  the  royal  entry  into  tlie  stage-box,  set  up 
i  i  f*  owl  oi'  loyalty :  to  whom  their  nuOosties,  with  sweetest  smileSf  adtnowledc* 
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The  raree-ehow  thought  proper  to  retire ; 
Whilst  Whitbread  and  his  daughter  fiur 
Survejed  all  Chiswell-street  with  lofty  air  ^ 

For,  lo  1  they  felt  themselyes  some  six  feet  hii^bor 


Such,  Thomas^  is  the  way  to  wiitel 
Thus  shouldst  thou  birth-day  songs  indite; 
Then  stick  to  earth,  and  leave  the  lofty  sl^ : 
No  more  of  ti  turn  turn,  and  ti  turn  tL 

Thus  should  an  honest  laureate  write  of  kiQg»— 

Not  praise  them  for  imaginary  things; 

I  own  I  can  not  make  my  stubborn  rhyme 

Gall  every  king  a  character  sublime; 

For  conscience  will  not  suffer  me  to  wander 

So  very  widely  from  the  paths  of  candor. 

I  know  full  well  some  kings  are  to  be  seen, 

To  whom  my  verse  so  bold  would  give  the  spieen, 

Should  that  bold  verse  dedare  they  wanted  hrmkm 
I  won't  say  that  they  never  brains  possessed- 
They  may  have  been  with  such  a  present  blessed, 

And  therefore  &ncy  that  some  sUU  remains ; 

For  every  well-experienced  surgeon  knows, 
That  men  who  with  their  legs  have  parted, 

Swear  that  they  've  felt  a  pain  in  all  their  toeSy 
And  often  at  the  twinges  started ; 

They  stared  upon  their  oaken  stimips  in  vain  I 

Fancying  the  toes  were  all  come  back  again. 

If  men,  then,  who  their' absent  toes  have  mourned, 
Can  &ncy  those  same  toes  at  times  returned ; 
So  kings,  in  matters  of  intelligences, 
May  &ncy  they  have  stumbled  on  their  sensea 

Yes,  Tom — ^mine  is  the  way  of  writing  ode — 
Why  lifiest  thou  thy  pious  eyes  to  Gk>d! 

Ik«  oUlgmtloii  b]r  a  genteel  bow,  and  u  elegaat  oartesy.    Tliie  oongntnUilory 
of  the  StmUort  is  looked  on  by  many,  partienlarly  ooantry  ladies  and  fsi^ 
I,  as  an  in£dlible  thermometer,  tLai  aaoertains  the  warmth  of  the  natiooel 
-JP.  P. 
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Strange  disappointment  in  thy  looks  I  read ; 

And  now  I  hear  thee  in  proud  triumph  ciy, 
**  la  this  az.  action,  Peter,  this  a  deed 

To  raise  a  monarch  to  the  sky? 
Tubi^  porter,  pumps,  vats,  all  the  Whitbread  throog^ 
Bare  things  to  figure  in  the  Muse's  song  T* 

Thomas,  I  here  protest,  I  want  no  quarrels 

On  kings  and  brewers,  porter,  pumps,  and  barrd»— 

Far  from  the  dove-like  Peter  be  such  strife, 
But  this  I  tell  thee,  Thomas,  for  a  fact — 
Thy  Oaosar  never  did  an  act 

More  wise,  more  glorious  in  his  life. 

Now  Gk>d  preserve  all  wonder-hunting  kings, 
Whether  at  Windsor,  Buckingham,  or  Kew-hooae ; 

And  may  they  never  do  more  foolish  things 
Than  visiting  Sam  Whitbread  and  his  brewhoose. 
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[ADDBttSID  BT  flKLDniO  TO  SIB  BOBBBT  WALPOLI.] 

Wbili  at  the  helm  of  state  you  ride. 
Our  nation's  envy,  and  its  pride  ; 
While  foreign  courts  with  wonder  gaze^ 
And  curse  those  councils  which  they  praise; 
Would  you  not  wonder,  sir,  to  view 
Yoor  bard  a  greater  man  than  you  7 
Whidi  that  he  is  you  can  not  doubt^ 
When  you  have  read  the  sequel  outb 

You  know,  great  sir,  that  ancient  fel]oiv% 
Philosophers,  and  such  folks^  tell  us^ 
Ko  great  analogy  between 
Qreatness  and  happiness  is  seen, 
if  then,  as  it  might  follow  straight, 
Wretched  to  be,  is  to  be  ffreoU; 
Forbid  it,  gods,  that  you  should  tiy 
What  'tis  to  be  so  great  as  II 
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The  family  that  dines  the  latest^ 
li  in  our  street  esteem'd  the  greatest; 
But  latest  hours  must  surely  M 
Tore  him  who  neyer  dines  at  aH 

Your  taste  in  architect|  /ou  know. 
Hath  been  admired  by  friend  and  foe: 
But  can  your  earthly  domes  compare 
With  all  my  castles — ^in  the  air? 

We  *re  often  taught  it  doth  behoove  oi 
To  think  those  greater  who  're  above  w: 
Another  instance  of  my  glory, 
Who  live  aJbove  you,  twice  two  stoij; 
And  from  my  garret  can  look  down 
On  the  whole  street  of  ArUngUm. 

Greatness  by  poets  still  is  painted 
With  many  followers  acquainted : 
This  too  doth  in  my  favor  speak ; 
Tour  levee  is  but  twice  a  week; 
From  mine  I  can  exclude  but  one  day. 
My  door  is  quiet  on  a  Sunday. 

Nor  in  the  manner  of  attendance, 
Doth  your  great  bard  daim  less 
Familiar  you  to  admiration 
May  be  approached  by  all  the  nation ; 
While  I,  like  the  Mogul  in  Indo, 
Am  never  seen  but  at  my  window. 
If  with  my  greatness  you  're  offended, 
The  &ult  is  easily  amended ; 
For  I  '11  come  down,  with  wondrous 
Into  whatever  jiZoce  you  please. 
I  'm  not  ambitious ;  little  matters 
Will  serve  us  great^  but  humble  creator« 

Suppose  a  secretary  o'  this  isle, 
Just  to  be  doing  with  a  while ; 
Admiral,  gen'ra!,  judge,  or  hiabop : 
Or  I  can  foreign  treaties  dish  up. 
If  the  good  genius  of  the  nation 
Should  call  me  to  negotiatiaoy 
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Tuscan  and  French  are  in  my  head, 
Laim  I  write,  and  Qroeh — ^I  read. 

If  you  should  ask,  what  pleases  best  ? 
To  get  the  most,  and  do  the  least 
What  fittest  for  ?— You  know,  F  m  sore ; 
I  'm  fittest  for — a  Mnd-etir«L 


rHB  FEOEND  OF   HUMANITY   AND  THE   ENIEB 

GRINDER.* 

FRnNn  OF  HUlfAMITT.t 

**  NsiDT  Knife-grinder !  whither  are  you  going  ? 
Bough  is  the  road,  your  wheel  is  out  of  order — 
Bleak  blows  the  blast ;  your  hat  has  got  a  hole  in  \ 

So  have  your  breeches  t 

of  the  origtaud  poem,  by  Soothej,  are  here  laltfofaieAt 
THE  WIDOW. 


Gold  VM  the  night  irind ;  driftiug  fast  the  enotni  fall  i 
Wide  were  the  doume,  and  ahelterleea  and  naked ; 
When  a  poor  vand^rer  strug^ed  on  her  Jonraej, 
Weaiy  and  vay-eon. 

Drear  were  the  downa,  more  dreary  her  refleotlona ; 
Cold  waa  the  nlg^t  wfaid,  eolder  waa  her  hoeom  x 
She  had  no  home,  the  world  waa  all  before  her. 
She  had  no  shelter. 

Feat  o*er  the  heath  a  oharlot  rattled  by  her: 
"Pity  mn  r*  feebly  cried  the  poor  night  wanderer, 
"  Pi^  me,  strangers  I  lest  with  eold  and  hmiger 
Here  I  should  periah.** 

f  Tlie  "  Friend  of  Hnmanity**  waa  Intended  for  Mb.  TnoorsT,  M.  P.  for  flontk 
vaik,  who  in  early  times  waa  among  the  more  forward  of  the  Befcrmera  ^  H« 
WM,**  says  Lord  Brougham,  **  an  aaddnons  member  of  the  Society  ^fFrUndM  ^ 
On  pBopU,  and  drew  up  the  much  and  Justly  celebrated  Petition  In  which  tbM 
■Bsful  body  laid  before  the  House  of  Commons  all  the  more  striking  parUeutara 
•f  its  defective  title  to  the  office  of  representing  the  peo^e,  whloh  that  TTm— 
as  now,  but  with  far  less  reason,  aasumed. 
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^  Weary  Exufe-giinderl  little  think  the  proud  ones. 
Who  in  their  coaches  loU  along  the  turnpike- 
road,  what  hard  work  *tis  crying  all  day  *  Eniyes  and 

"  *  Scissors  to  grind  0 1' 

Tell  me,  Enife-grinder,  how  came  you  to  grind  kniFei  f 
Did  some  nch  man  tyrannically  use  you  ? 
Was  it  the  squire?  or  parson  of  the  pariah? 

Or  the  attorney? 

**  Was  it  the  squire,  for  lolling  of  his  game?  or 
Goyetous  parson,  for  his  tithes  distraining  ? 
Or  roguish  lawyer,  made  you  lose  your  little 

All  in  a  lawsuit  ? 

**  (Haye  you  not  read  the  Bights  of  Man,  by  Tom  Paina  ft 
Drops  of  compasaon  tremble  on  my  eyelids, 
Beady  to  &11,  as  soon  as  you  haye  told  your 

Pitiful  stoiy." 

KMm-OBINDEB. 

^  Story  I  God  bless  you  I  I  haye  none  to  teQ,  sir, 
Only  last  night  a-drkiking  at  the  Chequers, 
This  poor  old  hat  and  breeches,  as  you  see,  were 

Tom  in  a  scuffle. 

**  Constables  came  up,  for  to  take  me  into 
Custody;  they  cook  me  before  the  justice ; 
Justice  Oldmixon  put  me  in  the  parish- 
Stocks  for  a  yagrant 

**  I  should  be  glad  to  drink  your  Honor's  health  xo 
A  pot  of  beer,  if  you  wQl  giye  me  sixpence ; 
But  for  my  part,  I  neyer  loye  to  meddle 

With  politics,  sir. ' 

IBDEND  or  HUMANITT. 

*  I  giye  thee  sxpenoe  1  I  will  see  thee  damned  imt— 

W  retch  1  whom  no  sense  of  wrongs  can  rouse  to  Tongoanoe 

ck>rdid,  unfeeling,  reprobate,  degraded, 

Spiritless  outcast  I" 

fkB  tiM  Knife-griiular,  orertonu  his  whoel,  and  exit  in  a  teaaqMirt  of 
Mean  enfhnilanD  and  oniTenal  phllanthrapj.j 


X  t 
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INSCRIPTION 

fOB  TBK  DOOR    OF    TBI    OILL    Off   HSWOATB,   WHBBB   MB&  BBOWB> 

maOf    THE    'PBIMTIOB-CIDB    WiJi    OOMVINBD    PBITIOUB  TO    BBI 
■ZIOUTrON.* 

IBOM  TBS  AHn-JAOOBDI.  1797 

Fob  one  long  term,  or  e*er  her  tzial  camOi 
Here  Baowinuoa  lingered.    Often  ha7e  these  oeDs 
Echoed  her  blasphemiefl^  as  with  shrill  voioe 
She  screamed  for  fresh  Geneva.    Not  to  her 
Did  the  blithe  fields  of  Tothill,  or  thy  street^ 
St  Giles,  its  fair  varieties  expand ; 
Till  at  the  last,  in  slow-drawn  cart  she  went 
To  execution.    Dost  thou  ask  her  crime  7 

SbI  WHIPP'd  two  VKICALE  'PRBNTIOES  TO  DEATB, 

Ahd  hid  them  in  thb  ooAir-HOLS.    FoT  her  mind 

Shaped  strictest  plans  of  discipline.    Sage  schemes  1 

Such  as  Lycurgus  taught^  when  at  the  shrine 

Of  the  Orthyan  goddess  he  bade  flog 

The  little  Spartans;  such  as  erst  chastised 

Our  Milton,  when  at  college.    For  this  act 

Did  Brownrigg  swing.    Harsh  laws!    But  time  shall  come 

When  France  shall  reign,  and  laws  be  all  repeal'd  1 

•IM80BIPTION   BT  SOUTHBT 
MB  tBi  ArxmBOMt  or  CBXPnOW  oabtlk,  whxbb  hbibt  maxddt, 

WA8  I1IFBI80KXD  TBIBTT 


POB  thirty  yean,  sedaded  from  mAnktnd, 

Here  Uutnor  lingered.    Often  have  these  walla 

Echoed  his  footstepa,  aa  with  even  tread    . 

He  paoed  around  hia  prison ;  not  to  him 

Did  Nature's  fair  Tariettes  exist ; 

He  nerer  saw  the  sun's  ddightful  beams, 

Save  when  through  yon  high  bars  he  pour'd  a  aad 

And  broken  splendor.    D<Mt  thou  ask  his  orlmef 

He  bad  nBKLL*D  XQAiHtrc  ihk  Kdio,  aitd  sav 

IH  ^VDemoiT  OK  Hm ;  for  his  ardent  mind 

Shaped  g^oodliest  plans  of  happiness  on  earth, 

And  peace  and  liberty.    Wild  dreams  I  but  siuh 

As  Plato  lored ;  such  as  with  holy  seal 

Our  Milton  worship'd.    BlessM  hopes  I  awhUa 

From  man  withheld,  even  to  the  latter  day* 

When  Christ  shall  oome,  and  all  things  be  ftilflir4 . 
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SONG* 


■mro  BT  BOGIRO  Of  TBE  BUBUBQUB  PLAT  OF  *' 


FBOM  ms  Asn-jAOOBDr,  1798. 


Whbnb'ib  with  haggard  eyee  I  view 
This  dungeon  that  I  'm  rotting  in, 
I  think  of  those  companions  true 
Who  studied  with  me  at  the  U 
— niversity  of  Ghittingen — 
— niyerdty  of  Qottingen. 

CW eapsi  and  poDi  out  a  Uoe  kardiltf^  wlfh  wUoh  ha 
agrcai  gaaiiif  tandeily  at  It,  1m 


oAxxam, 


8weet  kerofaiei^  check'd  with  heayenly  Une^ 

Which  once  my  lore  sat  knotting  in  I — 
Alas  I  Matilda  (hen  was  tnie  I 
At  least  I  thought  so  at  the  U — 
^-niverBity  of  Gk>ttingen— 
— Diversity  of  Qottingen. 

lAft  tha  rafafcitlao  of  thb  line  Bogin  danka  Ua  ahalaa  In  oAnm, 

Barbsl  Barbs  I  alasl  how  swift  you  flew 

Her  neat  post-wagon  trotting  in  I 
Ye  bore  Matilda  from  my  view ; 
Forbm  I  languish'd  at  the  U — 
— niversity  of  Gbttingen — 
— Diversity  of  Gk>ttingen. 

IV. 

This  &ded  forml  this  pallid  hue! 
This  blood  my  veins  is  clotting  in, 

*  then  la  a  anrlooa  etroamatanoe  oonneoted  with  the  uiimiualllgn  of  Ihti 
IBS  Brat  llTa  afcanaaa  of  whleh  were  written  bj  Mr.  Gannlns.  Hsring  been  eeal. 
Aentallj  aeen,  prevtoaa  to  Iti  pnbUeetioii,  by  Mr.  Pitt,  who  was  oognlcant  of  the 
yroearflngi  of  tha  **  Anti-Jaoobin**  writera,  he  was  ao  amuaed  with  It  4Mt  ba 
Vook  op  a  pen  and  eoapoied  the  laat  etausa  on  the  spot 
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Mj  years  are  many — they  were  few 
When  first  I  entered  at  the  U — 
— niyersity  of  Gottingeii — 
— university  of  Gottingen. 

V. 

There  first  for  thee  my  panion  grew, 
Sweet  I  sweet  Matilda  PottingenI 
Hum  wast  the  daughter  of  my  tu — 
— tor,  law  professor  at  the  U — 
— niyersi^  at  Gottingen — 
— niyersity  of  Gkttingen. 

Sim,  moon  and  thoa,  yain- world,  adieu, 

That  kings  and  priests  are  plotting  in ; 
Here  doom'd  to  starve  on  water  gni — 
^-el,  never  shall  I  see  the  U — 

— university  of  Gk>ttingeii — 
— university  of  Qottingen. 

l1>artiiK  tlM  lact  aluiaa  Bi^0«fv  dadiM  Us  haftd  npeatedly  against  a^ 
pclMMi;  and,  finally,  lo  baid  aa  to  prodaaa •  TiaUila aootoalan}  1m  than  thiawi 
tdmaalfonihefloorixiaiiagoDj.    Tlie  curtain  dropa ;  thamndoatlDeQattirataii 
to  play  till  It  la  whollj  fkllaa. 


THE  AMATORY  SONNETS  OF  ABEL  SHUFFLE- 

BOTTOM. 

ROBKBT  Boumir. 
L 

DELIA  AT  PLAT. 

Shi  held  a  Ouip  and  BdU  of  ivory  white, 
Less  white  the  ivory  than  her  tnowy  hand  I 
Enrapt)  I  watched  her  from  my  secret  stand, 
Ab  now,  intent,  in  innoceni  delight, 
Her  taper  fingers  twirled  the  giddy  baU, 
Now  tost  it,  foJowing  still  with  eaoli  eight, 
Now  on  the  pointed  end  it^vxed  its  fall 
Marking  hor  i^rt  I  mused,  and  musing  sig^bed. 
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if  ethought  the  ball  she  played  with  was  my 
(Alas !  that  sport  like  VuU  should  be  her  pride  I) 
And  the  keenpomi  which  steadfast  still  she  eyed 
Wherewith  to  pierce  it^  that  was  Oupid^s  dart; 
Shall  I  not  then  the  cniel  Fair  condemn 
Who  on  thai  dart  impalbb  my  bosom'b  gem? 

IL 

lai  POET  FBOW  TBK  XXISTFVOS  OF  A  SOUL  fltOM  HIS  bOTI  fOV 


Some  have  denied  a  soul  1    Test  nbvsb  lothx 
Far  from  my  Delia  now  by  fate  removed, 
At  home,  abroad,  I  view  her  eveiywkere: 
ffer  ONLT  in  the  flood  of  noon  I  see, 
My  CMde89-Maidj  my  omnipresent  fadl 
Ibr  LoYE  anfuhilatea  the  world  to  me  I 
And  when,  the  weary  Sol  arotmd  his  bed 
CloMs  ihe  SABLE  CURTAINS  of  the  nigMy 
Sdn  of  kt  SLUMBERS,  ou  my  dazzled  sight 
She  shines  confest    When  every  sound  is  daod^ 
The  spnoT  of  her  yoioe  comes  then  to  roU 
The  surge  of  music  o'er  my  wavy  brain. 
Far,  far  from  her  my  Body  drags  its  chain. 
But  sure  with  Delia  /  exist  a  soul  I 

m 

m  foet  expresses  his  feelings  rsapeotino  a  fobsbalt  ii 

Delia's  parlor. 

I  would  I  were  that  portly  gentleman 
With  gold-laced  hat  and  golden-headed  cane, 
Who  hangs  in  Delia's  parlor  1    For  whene  *er 
From  book  or  needlework  her  looks  arise, 
On  him  converge  the  sun-bijuis  of  her  eyes. 
And  he  tmhhmed  may  gaze  upon  mt  fair, 
And  oft  MT  FAIR  his /wored  form  surveys. 

C  HAPPT  PICTURE  1   still  OU  HER  tO  gaZC; 

I  envy  him  1  and  jealous  fear  alarms. 
Lest  the  strong  glowu>s  of  those  dininesi  oharnis 
Warm  him  to  life,  as  in  the  ancient  days, 
When  marble  melted  in  Pygmalion's  arma 
I  would  I  were  that  portly  gentleman, 
With  gold-laced  hat  and  golden-beaded  canef 
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THE  L07E  ELEGIES  OF  ABEL  SHUFFLEBOTrOIL 

ROBERT  80UTHIT. 

L 

tn  POET  BXLATM    HOW  HR  OBTAIHBD    DELIAS    POOKBT-BAESXM 


'Tn  mine  I  wh&t  aooents  can  my  joy  dedare  ? 

Blest  be  the  pressure  of  the  thronging  rontl 
Blest  be  the  hand  so  hasty  of  my  fair. 

That  left  the  iempHng  comer  ViAnging  out  I 

I  envy  not  the  }J^  the  pilgrim  feels. 
After  long  travel  to  some  distant  shrine. 

When  at  the  relic  of  his  saint  he  kneels. 
For  Delia's  pooket-handkkrobisf  s  una. 

When  first  with  filching  fingen  I  drew  near, 
Keen  hopes  shot  tremulous  through  every  vem ; 

And  when  thefiniahed  deed  removed  my  ftttr, 
Scarce  could  my  bounding  heart  its  joy  contain. 

What  though  the  eighth  oomhandhent  rose  to  mind, 
It  only  served  a  moment's  qualm  to  move ; 

For  thefts  like  this  it  could  not  be  designed — 
The  eigJdh  eomimandmmU  was  not  made  for  lotbI 

Here,  when  she  took  the  maccaroons  from  me, 
She  wiped  her  mouth  to  dear  th6  crumbs  so  sweetl 

Dear  napkin  I  yes,  she  wiped  her  lips  on  thee  I 
Lips  sioeeter  than  the  nMcoaroons  she  eat 

And  when  she  took  that  pinch  of  Moccabaw, 
That  made  my  love  so  deUccUely  sneeze, 

Thee  to  her  Roman  nose  applied  I  saw, 
And  thou  art  doubly  dear  for  things  like  thesa 

No  washerwoman's  filthy  band  shall  e'er. 
Sweet  pooket-handkerohief  I  thy  worth  profacn 

For  thou  hast  touched  the  rvbiee  of  my  fair, 
And  I  will  loss  thee  o'er  and  o'er  again. 
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n. 

IBl  POST  SXPATEATBI  Off  THE  BEAUTT  OF  DH24B  BAOL 

The  eomb  between  whose  iyoxy  teeth  she  strains 
The  straightning  (mils  of  gold  so  hecuMf  hrighi^ 

Not  spotless  merely  from  the  touch  remains, 
But  issaes  forth  mom  pure^  more  mOkjf  whUe. 

The  rose  pomatom  that  the  iBiSEnB  spreads^ 
Sometimes  with  honored  fingers  for  mj  fidr, 

No  added  perfimie  on  her  tresses  sheds, 
Bui  harrowi  Mwednetsfrom  her  tweeter  hair. 

Happy  the  Fbibiub  who  in  Delia's  hair 
With  licensed  fingers  uncontrolled  may  rorel 

And  hi^py  in  his  death  the  DAKon^o  bxab. 
Who  died  to  make  pomat9m  for  my  Ioto. 

Oh  could  I  hope  that  'e'er  my  fitvored  lays 
Ifight  curl  ihote  lovdy  locks  with  conscious  pride^ 

Nor  Hammond,  nor  the  Hantaan  shepherd's  pcaise, 
I  'd  envy  them,  norViah  reward  beside. 

Chqnd  has  strung  fix>in70u,  0  tresses  fine, 
The  bow  that  in  my  breast  impelled  his  dart; 

From  you,  sweet  locks  I  he  wo7e  the  subtile  line 
Wherewith  the  urchin  angled  for  mt  hsabt. 

Kne  are  my  Delia's  tresses  as  the  threads 
That  fix>m  the  silk-worm,  ee^-4nierr'df  proceed; 

Vine  as  the  glbaict  Gk)68AMBB  that  spreads 
jffis  filmy  net-work  o'er  the  tangled  mead. 

7et  with  these  tresses  Oupid's  power,  elate. 
My  captive  heart  has  handeu^d  in  a  chain, 

Strong  as  the  cables  of  some  huge  first-rate^ 
That  bbabs  Bbttambia's  thuhdbbs  o'bb  tbb  mahl 

The  BTLPH8  that  round  her  radiant  locks  repair, 
Inflowing  hater  bathe  their  bright'ning  wings; 

And  Elfin  MmsTSBLB  with  assiduous  care, 
The  nngiets  rob  for  Fairt  FmnuBSTRnfaa. 
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m  POET  BSLATBI  HOW  HI  BIOLI  ▲  LOOK  OF  DBLIAB    HAIH,    AMB 

EER  AKOSK. 

Oh  I  be  the  day  aoeorst  that  gave  me  birth  I 
Ye  Seas  I  to  swallow  me,  in  kindness  rise  I 

Fall  on  me,  momitains  I  and  thou  meroiful  earth, 
Open,  and  hide  me  firom  my  Delia's  eyes. 

Let  uniyersal  Chaos  now  return, 
Now  let  the  central  fires  their  prison  burs^ 

And  Eabtb,  and  Hkavkn,  and  Air,  and  Ooban  bum, 
For  Jk^frouma,    She  Frowns,  and  I  am  curst 

Oh  I  I  oould  dare  the  fury  of  the  fight^ 
Where  hostile  miluons  sought  my  single  life ; 

Would  storm  Yoloanobs,  Batterhs,  with  deligfat^ 
And  grapple  with  Gbdc  Death  in  glorious  strife. 

Oh  I  I  oould  brave  the  bolts  of  angry  Jon, 
When  ceaseless  lightnings  fire  the  midnight  ddei ; 

What  is  Kia  ivrcUh  to  that  of  her  I  love  7 
What  is  his  lightnino  to  my  Delia's  eyes? 

Qo,  fiital  lock  I  I  cast  thee  to  the  wind ; 

Ye  serpent  oitrls,  ye  poison  tendrils,  go  I 
Would  I  could  tear  thy  memoxy  fW)m  my  mind, 

AoouRSED  LOOK ;  thou  cause  of  all  my  woe  I 

SeLee  the  ourot  ourlb,  ye  Furies,  as  they  fly  I 
Deepens  of  darkness,  guard  the  infernal  rdO, 

That  thence  your  cruel  vengeance,  when  I  die. 
May  hmt  the  knots  of  tortdre  for  my-eoxjh. 

Last  night — Oh  hear  me,  heaven,  and  grant  my  prsfar  I 
The  book  of  fate  before  thy  suppliant  lay, 

And  let  me  from  its  ample  records  tear 
Onhf  ihe  single  page  of  TBSTERnAT  t 

Or  let  me  meet  old  Tdcb  upon  his  fii^t^ 

And  I  win  STOP  him  on  his  restless  way ; 
Omnipotent  in  love's  resistless  mighty 

rU  force  him  hack  Ihe  road  of  tssterdat 


1 


^\ 


r 


1 


THK  N;.',-  v'.i-i.- 

[PUBLIC  UBHARyI 


ASTOR.  Lf  NOX 
TtLDfcN  FGUNbA  r  lONS 


rABODIBB    AND    BUBLkSQUBH.  898 

List  nighty  as  o'er  the  page  of  loye's  despur. 

My  Delia  bent  deUctousIy  to  grieve, 
I  stood  a  ireacheroua  h&erer  hj  her  chair, 

And  drew  the  fatal  bqibsobs  from  my  sleeTe : 

And  would  at  that  instant  o*er  my  thread 

The  BESABS  or  Atbopos  had  opened  then ; 
And  when  I  reft  the  lock  from  Delia's  head, 

Had  cut  me  sudden  from  the  sons  of  men  I 

She  heard  the  scissors  that  &ir  lock  divide, 
And  while  my  heart  with  transport  parted  big, 

She  cast  a  fubt  frown  on  me,  and  cried, 
**  You  stupid  puppy — ^you  have  spoiled  my  wig !" 


THE   BABY'S    DEBUT.* 

^  BUELUQUl  IMITATION  OF  WORDSWORTH. — RXJBOTED  ADDREBSBLJ 

JAMIB  SMITH. 

^'Hkan  la  flie  diu»oter  of  N«nej  Lftk*,  a  girl  eigbt  you*  of  sgo,  wlio  ii  dmwa 
»pon  Che  stece  in  a  ohfld^s  dudM  by  Samuel  Hoc^ea,  her  andara  porter.] 

Mt  brother  Jack  was  nine  in  May, 
And  I  was  eight  on  New-year's-day ; 

So  in  Kate  Wilson's  ^op 
Papa  (he 's  my  papa  and  Jack's) 
Bought  me,  last  week,  a  doll  of  wax, 

And  brother  Jack  a  top. 
Jack's  in  the  pouts,  and  this  it  is — 
He  thinks  mine  came  to  more  t):  an  his ; 

So  to  my  drawer  he  goes, 
Takes  out  the  doll,  and,  0,  my  stars  I 
He  pokes  her  head  between  the  bars, 

And  melts  off  half  her  nose  I 

*  **  The  author  doee  not,  in  this  tnstanoe,  attempt  to  copy  any  of  the  higher 
•tirihatae  of  Mr.  Wordsworth's  poetry ;  bnt  has  suooeeded  perfectly  In  the  imi> 
taHoa  of  hia  mairldah  afTeotationa  of  obildiah  aimpUclty  and  nursery  stammerlngi 
ffe  hope  It  irlD  make  him  ashamed  of  his  Alice  Felly  and  tb«  greater  part  ^f  hla 
lutTolil  'je— of  which  it  is  by  no  means  a  parody,  bn;,  %  m^  fair,  ^nd  icd^wd  wt 
ritfnk  a  flattering,  imita^a  'SJinburf  Review, 

17'^ 
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Quite  crofla^  a  bit  of  string  I  b^. 
And  tie  it  to  his  peg-top's  peg. 

And  bang,  with  might  and  main, 
its  head  against  the  pailor-door : 
Off  flies  the  head,  and  hits  the  floor, 

And  breaks  a  window-pane. 

This  made  him  orj  with  rage  and  qiito: 
WeD,  let  him  crj,  it  senres  him  right 

A  pretty  thing,  forsooth! 
If  he's  to  melt^  aU  scalding  hol^ 
Half  my  doffs  nose,  and  I  am  not 

To  draw  his  peg-top's  toolh ! 

Amit  Hannah  heard  the  window  breaks 
And  cried,  ^  0  naughty  Nancy  Lake^ 

Thos  to  distress  your  aunt : 
Ko  Druiy  Lane  for  you  to-day  I** 
And  while  papa  said,  "  Pooh,  she  may  f 

Mamma  said,  "No,  she  shaVtl" 

WeD,  after  many  a  sad  reproach, 
They  got  into  a  hackney-coach. 

And  trotted  down  the  street 
I  saw  them  go :  one  horse  was  blmd, 
The  tails  of  both  hung  down  behind, 

Thiwr  shoes  were  on  their  feet 

The  chaise  in  which  poor  brother  BtD 
Used  to  be  drawn  to  Pentonville, 

Stood  in  the  lumber-room : 
I  wiped  the  dust  from  off  the  top^ 
While  Molly  mopped  it  with  a  mop. 

And  brushed  it  with  a  broom. 

My  uncle's  porter,  Samuel  Hughes^ 
Game  in  at  six  to  black  the  shoes^ 

(I  always  talk  to  Sam :) 
80  what  does  he,  but  takes,  and  dnipi 
Me  in  the  chaise  along  the  flags^ 

And  leaves  me  where  I  am. 
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My  &ther^s  walls  are  made  of  brick, 
But  not  so  tall  and  not  so  thick 

As  these ;  and,  .goodness  me  1 
Mj  fikther's  beams  are  made  of  wood, 
But  neyer,  never  half  so  good 

As  those  that  now  I  see. 

What  a  large  floor  I  'tis  like  a  town  I 
The  caipet,  when  they  lay  it  down. 

Won't  hide  it^  I'll  be  bomid; 
And  there 's  a  row  of  lamps  I — ^my  eye  1 
How  they  do  blase  I    I  wonder  why 

They  keep  them  on  the  groimd. 

At  first  I  caught  hold  of  the  wing, 

And  kept  away ;  but  Mr.  Thing- 
umbob, the  prompter  man, 

Cbve  with  his  buid  my  chaise  a  shoye^ 

And  said, ''  Qo  on,  my  pretty  love ; 
Speak  to  'em  little  Nan. 

"  You  've  only  got  to  curtsy,  whisp- 
er, hold  your  chin  up,  laugh  and  lisp, 

And  then  you  're  sure  to  take: 
I've  known  the  day  when  brats,  not  quite 
Thirteen,  got  fifly  pounds  a  night ; 

Then  why  not  Nancy  Lake  ?" 

But  while  I  'm  speaking,  where 's  pi^T 
And  Where's  my  aunt?  and  where 's  manmiAf 

Where 's  Jack?  0  there  they  siti 
They  smile,  they  nod ;  1 11  go  my  ways, 
And  order  round  poor  Billy's  chaise, 

To  join  them  in  the  pit 

And  now,  good  gentlefolks,*  I  go 
To  join  mamma,  and  see  the  show ; 

So,  bidding  you  adieu, 
I  curtsy  like  a  pretty  miss. 
And  if  you  11  blow  to  me  a  kiss, 

I  "D  blow  a  kiss  to  you. 

OUowa  a  kla,  and  aH] 
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PLAY-HOUSE   MUSINGS. 
[a  bublibqui  dotation  of  ooleridob — BMnoTED  add: 


Mt  peosiYe  Public,  wherefore  look  you  sad  ? 
I  had  a  grandmother,  she  kept  a  donkey 
To  cany  to  the  mart  her  crockeiy-ware, 
And  when  that  donkey  looked  me  in  the  fitoe. 
His  &ce  was  sad  I  and  you  are  sad,  my  Public 

Joy  should  be  yours :  this  tenth  day  of  October 
A^ain  assembles  us  iB  Drury  Lane. 
Long  wept  my  eye  to  see  the  timber  planks 
That  hid  our  ruins ;  many  a  day  I  cried, 
Ah  me  1  I  fear  they  never  will  rebuild  it! 
Till  on  one  eve,  one  joyfol  Monday  eve, 
As  along  Oharles-street  I  prepared  to  walk, 
Just  at  the  comer,  by  the  pastryoook'Sy 
I  heard  a  trowel  tick  against  a  brick. 
I  looked  me  up,  and  straight  a  parapet 
Uprose  at  least  seven  inches  o*er  the  planks. 
Joy  to  thee,  Drury  I  to  myself  I  said : 
He  of  the  Blackfriars'  Road,  who  hymned  thy  downfiJI 
In  loud  Hosannahs,  and  who  prophesied 
That  flames,  like  those  from  prostrate  Solyma, 
Would  scorch  the  hand  that  ventured  to  rebuild  thee^ 
Has  proved  a  lying  propheL    From  that  hour, 
As  leisure  offered,  close  to  Mr.  Spring's 
Boxrof&ce  door,  I  've  stood  and  eyed  the  builders. 
They  had  a  plau  to  render  less  their  labors ; 
Workmen  in  olden  times  would  mount  a  ladder 
With  hodded  heads,  but  these  stretched  forth  a  pole 
From  the  wall's  pinnacle,  they  placed  a  pulley 
Athwart  the  pole,  a  rope  athwart  the  pulley; 
To  this  a  basket  dangled ;  mortar  and  bricla 
Thus  freighted,  swung  securely  to  the  top. 
And  in  the  empty  basket  workmen  twain 
Precipitate,  unhurt,  accosted  earth. 

Oh  1  't  was  a  goodly  sound,  to  hear  the  people 
Wlio  watched  the  work,  express  their  various  thoughti 
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WMe  some  beHeved  it  never  would  be  finished, 
Borne,  on  the  oontraiy,  believed  it  would. 

I've  heard  our  front  that  feces  Drury  Lane 
Much  criticised;  they  say  'tis  vulgar  brick-work^ 
A  mimic  manu&ctorj  of  floor-doth. 
One  of  the  momihg  papers  wished  that  front 
Cemented  like  the  front  in  Biydges-street; 
As  now  it  looks,  they  call  it  Wyatt's  Mermaid, 
A  handsome  woman  with  a  fish's  tail 

White  is  the  steeple  of  St  Bride's  in  Fleet-street, 
The  Albion  (as  its  name  denotes)  is  white ; 
Morgan  and  Saunders'  shop  for  chairs  and  tables 
GHeams  like  a  snow-ball  in  the  setting  sun ; 
White  is  Whitehall    But  not  St  Bride's  in  Fleet-fitree^ 
The  spotless  Albion,  Morgan,  no,  nor  Saunders, 
Nor  white  Whitehall,  is  white  as  Drury's  &ce. 

Oh,  Mr.  WhitbreadI  fie  upon  you,  sir  I 
I  think  you  should  have  built  a  colonnade ; 
When  tender  Beauty,  looking  for  her  ooach, 
Protrudes  her  gloveless  hand,  perceives  the  shower. 
And  draws  the  tippet  closer  round  her  throaty 
Perchance  her  coach  stands  half  a  dozen  of^ 
And,  ere  she  mounts  the  step,  the  ooang  mud 
Soaks  through  her  pale  kid  slipper.    On  the  motroWi 
She  coughs  at  break&at,  and  her  gruff  papa 
Cries,  "  There  you  go  1  this  comes  of  playhouses  1" 
To  build  no  portico  is  penny  wise : 
Heaven  grant  it  prove  not  in  the  end  pound  foolish ! 

Hail  to  thee,  Drury  I  Queen  of  Theaters  I 

What  is  the  Regency  in  Tottenham-etreet, 

The  Royal  Amphitheater  of  Arts, 

Astley*8,  Olympic,  or  the  Sans  Pareil, 

Oompared  with  thee  ?    Yet  when  I  view  thee  pushed 

Back  from  the  narrow  street  that  christened  thee. 

I  know  not  why  they  call  thee  Drury  Lane. 

Amid  the  freaks  that  modem  fashion  sanotions, 
It  grieves  me  much  to  see  live  animals 
Brought  on  the  stage.    Ghimaldi  has  his  rabbit 
teirent  his  cat,  and  Bradbury  his  pig; 
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Fie  on  such  tricks  I  JohnaoD,  the  machiiilHt, 

Of  former  Drurj,  imitated  life 

Quite  to  the  life.    The  elephant  in  Blue  Beard, 

Stuffed  by  his  hand,  wotmd  round  his  lithe  probosoii 

As  spruce  as  he  who  roared  in  Padmanaba.* 

Naught  bom  on  earth  should  die.    On  hackney  standi 

I  reverence  the  coachman  who  cries  ''  Qee,** 

And  qMires  the  lash.    When  I  behold  a  ^ider 

Prey  on  a  fly,  a  magpie  on  a  worm, 

Or  view  a  butcher  with  horn-handled  knife 

Slau^^ter  a  tender  lamb  as  dead  as  mutton, 

Indeed,  indeed,  I  'm  very,  veiy  sick  I 


THE  THBATBB.f 

\A  BUBLBQUB  IMITAnOir  OF  GHABBB. — ^BBJBOr«CD  ADDRISBn] 

JAMJS8  SlOIBi 


iBtelor  of  a  Thwlv  dtfarited.— Fll  gndmJly  SBi.— Hie  Obeok-tekor.- 
fUL— The  Ozebeein  toned.— One  Fiddle  nther  dlUtorj. — Is  rfumiiwl  iiid 
fepeDti.— Brolatlonf  ef  e  Fley-bOL— Iti  final  Settlement  on  the  Splkee.— TIm 
Gods  taken  to  tank  end  wh7.-.-lCotlef  Group  of  rUy-goere.— HolTweB  rtiee^ 
8t  Puiene.— Emennel  Jennlnti  binde  Me  Son  egprepttee  not  In  Ijonden  tni 
wkj.— Epleode  of  the  Hel 

'Tib  sweet  to  view,  from  half-past  five  to  six, 
Our  long  wax-candles,  with  short  cotton  wicks, 
Touched  by  the  lamplighter's  Promethean  art, 
Start  into  light,  and  make  the  lighter  start ; 

e  M  Fftdmenebe,**  vie..  In  e  pentnnlnie  ttOaAHmUqiuin  in  J)Bidmanaba,  TUm 
elephant,  eome  yean  aftenrard,  wee  exhibited  orer  Bxeter  'Change,  where  II 
was  fonnd  neceeaary  to  deitroy  the  poor  animal  by  dlachargea  of  mndcaliy. 
When  he  made  hta  entrance  In  the  pantomime  aboire-mentioned,  Johnaen,  tite 
maehiniat  of  the  riral  honae,  exolalmed,  "I  ahonld  be  Tory  aorry  If  I  ooald  aoi 
■sake  a  better  elephant  than  that  I** 

t  **  *  The  Theater,*  by  the  Ber.  Q,  Grabbe,  we  rather  think,  la  the  beat  pleee  !■ 
the  ooVeetlon.  It  ia  an  ezqnlBlte  and  moat  maateily  Imitation,  nol  only  ef  tite 
pecniiar  atyle,  bnt  of  the  taete,  temper,  and  manner  of  deeorlptlon  of  that  aeae* 
original  anther.  •  •  •  It  doea  not  aim,  of  eonrae,  at  any  ehadow  of  hie  paHiee 
er  moral  aubiimlty,  bnt  aeema  to  na  to  be  a  aingnlaxly  fklthflil  oopy  of  Ui  pea 
■Bffw  of  mere  deaorlpllon.**— ^AKntafy  Baetae.  * 
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^  see  red  Phoebtis  throng^  the  gallery-pant 
'Tinge  with  his  beams  the  beams  of  Brury  Lane ; 
While  gradual  parties  fill  our  widened  pit^ 
And  gape,  and  gaase,  and' wonder,  ere  thej  sit^ 

At  first,  whOe  vacant  seats  give  choice  and  eass^ 
Distant  or  near,  they  settle  where  they  please; 
Bat  when  the  multitade  contracts  the  span, 
And  seats  are  rare,  they  settle  where  they  can. 

Now  tlie  fhn  benches  to  late  comers  doom 
No  room  for  standing,  miscalled  9kmding~room, 

Hark  I  the  check-taker  moody  silence  breaks 
And  bawling  "  Pit  full  I"  gives  the  checks  he  takes; 
Yet  onward  BtHl  the  gathering  numbers  cram, 
Gontending  Growders  shout  the  fi'equent  damn, 
And  all  is  bustle,  sqiieeae,  row,  jabbering. 


See  to  their  desks  Apollo's  sons  repair — 
Swift  rides  the  roan  o*er  the  horse's  hair  1 
In  unison  their  various  tones  to  tune, 
Murmurs  the  hautboy,  growls  the  coarse  bassoon , 
In  soft  vibration  sighs  the  whispering  lute. 
Tang  goes  the  harpsichord,  too-too  the  flute, 
Brays  the  loud  trumpet,  squeaks  the  fiddle  sharpy 
Winds  the  French  horn,  and  twangs  the  tingling  harp 
Till,  like  great  Jove,  the  leader,  fingering  in, 
Attunea  to  order  the  chaotic  din. 
Now  aU  seems  hushed-^ut^  no,  one  fiddle  wi& 
Qive  half-ashamed,  a  tiny  flourish  stiH 
Foiled  in  his  dash,  the  leader  of  the  dan 
Reproves  with  ftowns  the  dilatory  man : 
Then  on  his  candlestick  thrice  taps  his  bow, 
Nods  a  new  signal,  and  away  they  ga 

Perchance,  while  pit  and  gallery  cry  "  Hats  off  I** 
And  awed  Consumption  checks  1^  chided  cougl^ 
Some  giggling  daughter  of  the  Queen  of  Love 
Drops,  'reft  of  pin,  her  play-bill  from  above : 
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Like  Icarus,  while  laughing  galleries  dap, 
Soars,  ducks,  and  dives  in  air  the  printed  aciap; 
But)  wiser  far  than  he,  combustion  fear^ 
And,  as  it  flies,  eludes  the  chandeliers ; 
Till,  sinking  gradual,  with  repeated  twirl, 
It  settles,  curling,  on  a  fiddler's  curl; 
Who  from  his  powdered  pate  the  intruder  strikbt^ 
And,  for  mere  malice,  sticks  it  on  the  spikes. 

Say,  why  these  Babel  sfcraiDS  from  Babel  tongues  f 
Who  'a  that  calls  "  Silence  I"  with  such  leathern  InngB  f 
He  who^  in  quest  of  quiet,  ''  Silence  I"  hoota^ 
Is  apt  to  make  the  hubbub  he  impntea. 


What  various  swains  our  motley  walls  contain  I 
Fashion  from  Moorfields,  honor  from  Ohick  Lane; 
Bankers  from  Paper  Buildings  here  resort, 
Bankrupts  from  Golden  Square  and  Riches  Oonri; 
From  the  Haymarket  canting  rogues  in  grain, 
Qnlls  from  the  Poultry,  sots  from  Water  Lane ; 
The  lottery  cormorant,  the  auction  shark. 
The  frdl-price  master,  and  the  half-price  derk ; 
Boys  who  long  linger  at  the  gaUery-door, 
With  pence  twice  five — they  want  but  twopence 
Till  some  Samaritan  the  two-pence  spares, 
And  sends  them  jumping  up  the  gallery-stairsL 


Critics  we  boast  who  ne'er  their  malice  baDc, 
But  talk  their  minds— we  wish  they'd  mind  their  talk 
Big-worded  bulUes,  who  by  quarrels  Uve— 
Who  give  the  lie,  and  tell  the  lie  they  give ; 
Jews  from  St  Mary's  Ax,  for  jobs  so  wary, 
That  for  old  clothes  they  'd  even  ax  Sl  Maiy ; 
And  bucks  with  pockets  empty  as  their  pate. 
Lax  in  their  gaiters,  laxer  in  their  gait ; 
Who  oft,  when  we  our  house  lock  up,  carouse 
With  tippling  tipstaves  in  a  lock-up  house. 

Yet  here,  as  elsewhere,  Chance  can  joy  bestofw, 
Where  scowling  fortune  seemed  to  threaten  woa 
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John  Richard  William  Alexander  Dwjer 
Was  footman  to  Justinian  Stubba^  Esquire; 
But  when  John  Dwyer  listed  in  tho  Bluea, 
Emanuel  Jennings  polished  S:ubb*s  shoes. 
Emanuel  Jennings  brought  his  youngest  boy 
Up  as  a  corn-cutter — a  safe  employ ; 
In  Holywell  Street^  St  Pancras,  he  was  bred 
(At  number  twenty-seven,  it  is  said), 
Facing  the  pump,  and  near  the  Granby's  Head: 
He  would  have  bound  him  to  some  shop  in  town. 
But  with  a  premium  he  oould  not  oome  down. 
Pat  was  the  urchin's  name — a  red  haired  youth, 
Fonder  of  purl  and  skittle-grounds  than  trutL 


Silence^  ye  gods  I  to  keep  your  tongue  in  awc^ 
The  Muse  shall  tell  an  accident  she  saw. 


Pat  Jennings  in  the  upper  galleiy  sat^ 
Bot^  leaning  forward,  Jennings  lost  his  hat: 
Down  from  the  gallery  the  beaver  flew. 
And  spumed  the  one  to  settle  in  the  twa 
How  shall  he  act  ?    Pay  at  the  gaUery-door 
Two  shillings  for  what  cost,  wh^n  new,  but  four  7 
Or  till  half-price,  to  save  his  shilling,  wait, 
And  gain  his  hat  again  at  half-past  eight  ? 
Now,  while  his  fears  anticipate  a  thief, 
John  Mullins  whispers,  "  Take  my  handkerchief." 
** Thank  you,"  cries  Pat ;  "but  one  won't  make  a  liBa" 
**  Take  mine,"  cries  Wilson ;  and  cries  Stokes,  "  Take  mine. 
A  motley  cable  soon  Pat  Jennings  ties, 
Where  Spitalflelds  with  real  India  vies. 
like  Iris*  bow,  down  darts  the  painted  clew. 
Starred,  striped,  and  spotted,  yellow,  red,  and  blue, 
Old  calico,  tern  silk,  and  muslin  new. 
Gkorge  Green  below,  with  palpitating  hand 
Loops  the  last  'kerchief  to  tiie  beaver's  band— 
Up  soars  the  prize  I     The  youth,  with  joy  unfeigned 
Regained  the  felt,  and  felt  the  prize  regained ; 
V^hile  to  the  applauding  galleries  grateftil  Pat 
Made  a  low  bow,  acd  touched  the  ransomed  hat    . 
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A   TALE   OP   DRUBY   LANE* 

[a  BUBLBQX71  OF  BIB  WALTIB  BOOTt's  lOTBIQAI.  BOMAmniL 

KEJBOTKD  ADDBIS8ES.] 

HOBAOB  BMnm^ 

by  lb  X^i^bla,  In  « iBit  of  Che  BUdc  P)rinM*i 
Ihni  Um  Toirer.] 

SuBviT  this  shield,  all  bossy  bright-^ 
These  cuisses  twin  behold  I 
Look  on  my  form  in  armor  dight 
Of  steel  inlaid  with  gold; 
My  knees  are  stiff  in  iron  buckles, 
Stiff  spikes  of  steel  protect  my  knudden 
These  once  belonged  to  sable  piinoe^ 
Who  never  did  in  battle  winoe ; 
With  valor  tart  as  pungent  quince^ 

He  slew  the  vaunting  GkiuL 
Best  there  awhile,  my  bearded  lanoe^ 
While  from  green  curtain  I  advance 
To  yon  foot-lights,  no  trivial  daooe, 
And  tell  the  town  what  sad  miachance 

Did  Druiy  Lane  befiJL 


THB  KIOHT. 

On  &ir  Augusta's  towers  and  trees 
Flittered  the  silent  midnight  breeie, 
Curling  the  foliage  as  it  past, 
Which  from  the  moon-tipped  plumage 
A  spangled  light,  like  dancing  spray, 
Then  reassumed  its  sdll  array ; 
When  as  night's  lamp  unclouded  hung, 
And  down  its  full  efiulgeuce  flung, 

•  **  From  the  puody  of  Sir  Walter  Soott  ve  knoir  not  irlutt  to  lelect— Ji  ta  «dl 
fMd.  The  efBBOt  of  the  fire  on  the  town,  end  the  deeeriptlon  of  a  fireman  in  hto 
oAeial  apparel,  maf  he  quoted  as  amnaing  apeclmenB  of  the  nUtapplieatitm  of 
Mm  ffyle  and  meter  of  Mr.  Soott*  a  admirable  romances.**— Quar(eri|f  Btview. 

"*A  Tale  «f  Dmrf,*  by  Walter  Soott,  Is,  upon  the  whole,  admlrAbly  tixv 
svted ;  thongh  the  Introdoetlon  Is  rather  tame.  The  burning  is  deacrlbed  viih 
ihe  mightf  mlnstreTs  charaeterlstlo  lore  of  localities.  The  catastrophe  U  d(< 
Mvibod  with  a  spirit  not  nnworttiy  of  the  name  so  Tentnrrsritf  SMUBied  by  die 
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It  shed  such  soft  and  balmy  power 

That  oot  and  castle,  hall  and  bower, 

And  spire  and  dome,  and  turret  height^ 

Appeared  to  slumber  in  the  light 

From  Henry's  chapel,  Rufus'  Hall, 

To  Savoy,  Temple^  and  St  Paul, 

From  Ejoightsbridge,  Pancras,  Oamden  Towa^ 

To  Redrifif  Shadwell,  Horsleydown, 

No  voice  was  heard,  no  eye  unclosed, 

But  all  in  deepest  sleep  reposed. 

They  might  have  thought^  who  gaied 

Amid  a  silence  so  profound, 

It  made  the  senses  thr£Q, 
That  *twas  no  place  inhabited, 
But  some  vast  dty  of  the  dead — 

All  was  so  hushed  and  stiD. 


THB   BUBNINO. 

As  chaos,  which,  by  heavenly  doom, 
Had  slept  in  everlasting  gloom. 
Started  with  terror  and  suiprise 
When  light  first  flashed  upon  her 
So  London's  sons  in  night-cap  woke. 

In  bed-gown  woke  her  dames; 
For  shouts  were  heard  'mid  fire  and  smoki^ 
And  twice  ten  hundred  voices  spoke — 
"  The  playhouse  is  in  flames  1" 
And,  lo  1  where  Catharine  street  extends^ 
A  fiery  tail  its  luster  lends 

To  every  window-pane ; 

Blushes  each  spout  in  Martlet  Court 
And  Barbican,  moth-eaten  fort, 
And  Covent  Q-arden  kennels  sporty 

A  bright  ensanguined  drain ; 
Me  x's  new  brewhouse  shows  the  light 
Rowland  Hill's  chapel,  and  the  height 

Where  patent  shot  they  sell ; 
The  Tennis-Court^  so  fiur  and  tall, 
Partakes  the  ray,  with  Siu-geons'  Hal^ 
The  ticket-porters'  house  of  oalL 
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Old  Bedlam,  dose  by  London  Wall, 
Wright's  shrimp  and  oyster  shop  withal, 

And  Richardson's  Hotel 
Nor  these  alone,  but  far  and  wide, 
Across  red  Thames's  gleaming  tide^ 
To  distant  fields  the  blaze  was  borne, 
And  daisy  white  and  hoary  thorn 
In  borrowed  luster  seemed  to  sham 
The  rose  of  red  sweet  Wil-li-am. 
To  those  who  on  the  hiDs  around 
Beheld  the  flames  from  Drory's  moand, 

As  from  a  lofty  altar  rise. 
It  seemed  that  nations  did  oonsgire 
To  offer  to  the  god  of  fire 

Some  vast  stupendous  sacrifioe  I 
The  summoned  firemen  woke  at  call, 
And  hied  them  to  their  stations  all : 
Starting  from  short  and  broken  snooae^ 
Each  sought  his  pond'rous  hobnailed  8boe% 
But  first  his  worsted  hosen  plied. 
Flush  breeches  next^  in  crimson  dyed, 

His  nether  bulk  embraced ; 
Then  jacket  thick,  of  red  or  blue, 
Whose  massy  shoulder  gaye  to  view 
The  badge  of  each  respectiye  crew, 

In  tin  or  copper  traced. 
The  engines  thundered  through  the 
Fire-hook,  pipe,  bucket^  all  complete^ 
And  torches  glared,  and  clattering  feet 

Along  the  pavement  paced. 
And  one,  the  leader  of  the  band, 
6Vom  Charing  Gross  along  the  Strand, 
Like  stag  by  beagles  hunted  hard. 
Ran  till  he  stopped  at  Yin'gar  Yard. 
The  burning  badge  his  shoulder  bore, 
The  belt  and  oil-skin  hat  he  wore, 
The  cane  he  had,  his  men  to  bang, 
Showed  foreman  of  the  British  gang^— 
Els  name  was  Higginbottom.    Now 
^Tib  meet  that  I  should  tell  you  how 

Tho  others  came  in  view : 
Tlie  Haud-in-lland  tlie  race  betmn. 


r 
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Then  came  the  Phoenix  and  the  Sun, 
TL  Exchange,  where  old  msnreis  nm. 

The  Eagle,  where  the  new ; 
With  these  came  Bmuford,  Brnxiford,  Oola^ 
Bobins  from  Hockley  in  the  Hole, 
LawBon  and  Dawson,  cheek  by  jowl, 

Onimp  from  St  GHea's  Pound : 
Whitford  and  Mitford  joined  the  train, 
Hoggins  and  Muggins  from  Chick  Laoe, 
And  Outterbuck,  who  got  a  sprain 

Before  the  plug  was  found. 
Hobson  and  Jobson  did  not  sleep^ 
Bnt  ah  1  no  trophy  could  they  reap, 
For  both  were  in  the  Donjon  Keep 

Of  Bridewell's  ^oomj  mound! 
E'en  Higginbottom  now  was  posed, 
For  sadder  scene  was  ne'er  disclosed , 
Without^  within,  in  hideous  show, 
Devouring  flames  resistless  glow. 
And  blazing  rafters  downward  go^ 
And  never  haUoo  "  Heads  below  I" 

Nor  notice  give  at  aU. 
The  firemen  terrified  are  slow 
To  bid  the  pumping  torrent  flow, 

For  fear  the  roof  would  fiilL 
Back,  Robins,  back;  Grump^  stand  alooff 
Whilford,  keep  near  the  waUs  1 
Huggins,  regard  your  own  behoof 
For  lo !  the  blazing  rocking  roof 
Down,  down,  in  thunder  falls  I 
An  awfiil  pause  succeeds  the  stroke, 
And  o'er  the  ruins  volumed  smoke, 
Boiling  aroimd  its  pitchy  shroud, 
Concealed  them  from  th*  astonished  crowd. 
At  length  the  mist  awhile  was  cleared. 
When,  lol  amid  the  wreck  upreared, 
(Gradually  a  moving  head  appeared, 

And  Eagle  firemen  knew 
'T  was  Joseph  Muggins,  name  revared. 

The  foreman  of  their  crew. 
Loud  shouted  all  in  signs  of  woe, 
•«  A  Mugginsl  to  the  rescue,  ho  1** 
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And  poured  the  hiBsing  tide : 
Meanwhile  the  Muggins  fought  amaiii, 
And  strove  and  struggled  all  in  vain, 
For,  rallying  but  to  M  again, 

He  tottered,  sunk,  and  died! 

Did  none  attempt^  before  he  feD, 
To  succor  one  they  loved  so  wcjl? 
Tee,  Higginbottom  did  aspire 
(EQs  fireman's  soul  was  all  on  fire), 

His  brother  chief  to  save ; 
Bat  ah  I  his  reckless  generous  ire 

Served  but  to  share  his  grave  I 
'Md  blazing  beams  and  scalding  streams^ 
Through  fire  and  smoke  he  dauntless  broka^ 

Where  Muggins  broke  before. 
Bat  sulphury  stench  and  boiling  drench 
Destroying  sight  o*erwhelmed  him  quite, 

He  sunk  to  rise  no  more. 
Still  o'er  his  head,  while  Fate  he  braved. 
His  whiz2dng  water-pipe  he  waved ; 
^  Wbitford  and  Mltford,  ply  your  pumps^ 
You,  Glutterbuck,  come,  stir  your  stumps^ 
Why  are  you  in  such  doleful  dumps? 
A  fireman,  and  afraid  of  bumps  I — 
What  are  they  fear'd  on  ?  fools :  'od  rot  *eiil  T 
Were  the  last  words  of  Higginbottom. 


THE    REVIVAL. 

Peace  to  his  soul  I  new  prospects  blooniy 
And  toil  rebuilds  what  fires  consume  1 
Eat  we  and  drink  we,  be  our  ditty, 
"  Joy  to  the  managing  committee  I" 
Eat  we  and  diink  we,  join  to  rum 
Roast  beef  and  pudding  of  the  plum ; 
Forth  fix)m  thy  nook,  John  Homer,  oopae^ 
With  bread  of  ginger  brown  thy  thimib. 

For  this  is  Drur/s  gay  day : 
Boll,  roU  thy  hoop,  and  twirl  thy  tops, 
And  buy,  to  glad  thy  smiling  chopa^ 
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Orisp  parliament  with  Idlypapa^ 

And  fingen  of  the  Ladj. 
0id8t  markj  how  tofled  the  hasy  tnm, 
¥tom  mom  to  eve,  tOl  Drury  Lane 
Leiqped  like  a  roebuck  from  the  plainf 
Bopes  rose  and  sunk,  and  rose  again. 

And  nimble  workmen  trod; 
To  realize  bold  Wyatt*8  plan 
Bushed  may  a  howling  Irishman; 
Loud  dattered  many  a  porter-can, 
And  many  a  ragamufi&n  clan, 

With  trowel  and  with  hod. 
Drury  revives  I  her  rounded  pate 
Is  blue,  is  heavenly  blue  with  date ; 
She  ''wings  the  midway  air/*  elate, 

Aa  magpie,  crow,  or  chough ; 
White  paint  her  modish  visage  smean^ 
Tellow  and  pointed  are  her  ears. 
No  pendant  portico  appeara 
Dangling  beneath,  for  Whitbread*s  shean 

Have  cut  the  bauble  o£ 
Tes,  she  exalts  her  stately  head ; 
And,  but  that  solid  bulk  outspread, 
Opposed  you  on  your  onward  tread, 
And  posts  and  pillars  warranted 
That  an  was  true  that  Wyatt  said. 
You  might  have  deemed  her  walls  so  ihkkf 
Were  not  composed  of  stone  or  brick, 
But  an  a  phantom,  all  a  trick. 
Of  brain  disturbed  and  fiaicy*flidc;, 
Bo  hi^ibeioazs,8o  vast^soqiiiokl 
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T>RURY'S   DIEGE. 

[BT  LAXnU  MATILDA. — ^BZJSOTXD  ADDBB8SEB.] 

HDRAOI  SMITK 

**T<ni  pndw  our  drM:  bnt  Cbongb  thej  wrote  vlfli  font, 
Tbeir  rhyme*  wen  vldoiui,  and  thdr  dicttoa  coMni 
We  wmnt  thdr  wtrrnigth,  agreed ;  but  W9  atone 
Per  tliat  and  mora,  by  tmutnom  aU  oar  oirn. 


Bauct  zephjTB,  lightly  flitting, 
Shade  me  with  your  azure  wing ; 

On  Pamaasus'  summit  sittingy 
Aid  me,  Clio,  while  I  sing. 

Softly  slept  the  dome  of  Druij 

0*er  the  empyreal  crest^ 
When  Alecto's  sister-fury 

Softly  slumbering  sunk  to 


Lol  from  Lemnos,  limping  lamefy, 
Lags  the  lowly  Lord  of  Fire^ 

pytherea  yielding  tamely 
To  the  Cyclops  dark  and  dire. 

Obuds  of  amber,  dreams  of  gladnea% 
Dulcet  joys  and  sports  of  youth, 

Soon  must  yield  to  haughty  sadneo^ 
Mercy  holds  the  vail  to  Truth. 

See  Erostratus  the  second 

Fires  again  Diana's  fime ; 
By  the  Fates  fh>m  Orcus  beokonwiy 

Clouds  envelop  Druiy  Lane. 

Lurid  smoke  and  frank  suspicion 
Hand  in  hand  reluctant  dance : 

While  the  god  fulfills  his  mission, 
Chivarly,  resign  thy  lanca 

Hark  I  the  engines  blandly  thunder. 
Fleecy  clouds  disheveled  lie. 

And  the  firemen,  mute  with  wondflr. 
On  the  son  of  Saturn  cry. 
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^ee  the  bird  of  Ammon  sailing, 

Perches  on  the  engine's  peak, 
And,  the  Ea^e  firemen  hailing, 

Soothes  them  with  its  bickering  beak. 


Juno  saw,  and  mad  with  malice, 
Lost  the  prize  that  Paris  gave ; 

Jealousy's  ensanguined  chalice, 
Mantling  pours  the  orient  wayeL- 

Pan  beheld  Patrodes  dying, 
Kox  to  Nlobe  was  turned ; 

From  Busiris  Bacchus  flying. 
Saw  his  Semele  inumed. 

Thus  fen  Drury's  lofty  glory, 
Leveled  with  the  shuddering  stones 

ICars,  with  tresses  black  and  gory. 
Drinks  the  dew  of  pearly  groans. 

Haric  I  what  soft  .ASolian  numbers 
Gbm  the  blushes  of  the  mom  I 

Break,  Amphion,  break  your  alumbei% 
Nature's  ringlets  deck  the  thorn. 

Ha !  I  hear  the  strain  erratic 
Dimly  glance  from  pole  to  pote ; 

Baptures  sweet,  and  dreams  ecstatic 
Fire  my  eyerlasting  souL 

Where  is  Oupid's  crimson  motion  7 

Billowy  ecstasy  of  woe^ 
Bear  me  straight^  meandering  ooeaii| 

Where  the  stagnant  torrents  flow. 


Blood  in  erery  vein  is  gushing, 
Vizen  yengeance  lulls  my  heart; 

See,  the  Gorgon  gang  is  ru^iingl 
Never,  never,  let  us  parti 
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WHAT   IS    LIFE 

BT    "0H«    OF    THl    FAirOT." 

BLAOKWOOO'b  MiqACTl 

AvB  do  you  ask  me,  ''  What  is  IdrB?** 
A^d  do  you  ask  me,  ^  What  is  pleasore  7" 

Ify  muse  and  I  are  not  at  strife, 
So  listen,  lady,  to  my  measure : — 

Listen  amid  thy  graceful  leisure, 

To  what  is  Lm,  and  what  «i  pleasme. 

'Tis  Ldtb  to  see  the  first  dawn  stain 

With  sallow  light  the  window-pane : 

To  dress — ^to  wear  a  rou^  drab  ooat^ 

With  large  pearl  buttons  aU  afloat 

Upon  the  waves  of  plush :  to  tie 

A  kerchief  of  the  Ehig-cup  dye 

(White  spotted  with  a  small  bird's-eye) 

Around  the  neck,  and  fh)m  the  nape 

Let  fall  an  easy  &n-like  cape : 

To  quit  the  house  at  morning's  prime, 

At  six  or  so— about  the  time 

When  watchmen,  conscious  of  the  day 

Puff  out  their  lantern's  rush-light  ray ; 

Just  when  the  silent  streets  are  strewn 

With  level  shadows,  and  the  moon 

Takes  the  day's  wink  and  walks  aside 

To  nurse  a  nap  till  eventide. 

Tis  LiFB  to  reach  the  livery  stable, 

Secure  the  ribbons  and  the  day-hSU^ 

And  mount  a  gig  that  had  a  spring 

Some  summer's  back :  and  then  take  winf 

Behind  (in  Mr.  Hamlet's  tongue)  '' 

A  jade  whose  "  withers  are  unwrung ; 

Who  stands  erect,  and  yet  forlorn, 

And  firom  a  hdlf'^pay  life  of  com. 

Showing  as  many  pomta  each  way 

As  Martial's  Epigrammata, 

Yet  who,  when  set  a-goiPi^,  goes 

Like  one  undestined  to  repose. 

'Tis  Lm  to  revel  down  the  road, 

And  queer  each  o'erfraught  duuse's  kMid, 
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To  rave  and  rattle  at  the  gaie^ 
And  &ower  upon  the  gatherei's  pate 
Damns  b  j  the  doeena,  and  sach  q>eeoheii 
Ab  wen  betokens  one 's  t^ang  richee : 
To  take  of  Dead  j's  bright  stark  luthed 
A  glasB  or  so — ^*tis  Lm  to  take  itl 
To  see  the  Burst  with  tents  encampt  on ; 
Lurk  around  Lawrence's  at  Hampton ; 
Join  ihe  flash  crowd  (the  horse  being  lad 
'Into  the  yard,  and  clean'd  and  fed) ; 
Talk  to  Day*  Hudson,  and  Oy*  DaTis 
(The  last  a  fighting  rara  ams)^ 
And^  half  in  secret^  scheme  a  {dan 
For  tiying  the  hardy  Qas4igJU-MaiL 

*T]8  Lon  to  cross  the  laden  ferry, 
With  boon  companions,  wild  and  merry, 
And  see  the  ring  upon  the  Burst 
With  carts  encircled — hear  the  burst 
At  distance  of  the  eager  crowd. 

Oh,  it  is  Lm  I  to  see  a  proud 
And  dauntless  man  step,  fbll  of  hopei^ 
Up  to  the  P.  0.  stakes  and  ropes^ 
Throw  in  his  hat,  and  with  a  springy 
Qei  gallantly  within  the  ring; 
Eye  the  wide  crowd,  and  walk  awhile^ 
Taking  all  cheerings  with  a  smile : 
To  see  him  skip— his  well-trained  fomi| 
White,  glowing,  muscular,  and  warm, 
All  beautiful  in  conscious  power, 
BeLazed  and  quiet,  till  the  hour; 
His  glossy  and  transparent  fram^ 
In  radiant  plight  to  strive  for  fiune  I 
To  look  upon  the  dean  shap'd  limb 
In  silk  and  flannel  clothed  trim ; 
While  round  the  waist  the  'kerchief  tiadi 
Makes  the  flesh  glow  in  richer  pride. 
'Tis  more  than  Lite,  to  watch  him  hold 
His  hand  forth,  tremulous  yet  bold, 
Orer  his  second's,  and  to  dasp 
Wb  rival's  in  a  quiet  grasp ; 
To  watch  the  noble  attitude 
Ho  takf«— the  crowd  ir  breathless  mood: 


1 
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And  then  to  see,  with  adanumt  start^ 
•    The  musdes  8et>  and  the  great  heart 
Hurl  a  oonrageouB  qplendid  light 
Into  the  eye— «Qd  then — the  FiOBVl 


FRAGMENTS. 


[BT  a  rRBE-LOTaL] 

Blackwood's  MAaAMaa^  18331 

Thbt  were  not  married  by  a  muttering  priest^ 

With  superstitious  rites,  and  senseless  words. 

Out-snuffled  fh)m  an  old  worm-eaten  book, 

In  a  dark  oomer  (rafled  off  like  a  sheep-pen) 

Of  an  old  house,  that  fools  do  call  a  Cfhurehf 

Ihmr  altar  was  the  flowery  lap  of  earth — 

The  stany  empyrean  their  vast  temple — 

Their  book  each  other's  eyes — and  Love  ^imaaM^ 

Parson,  and  Gerk,  and  Father  to  the  bride !  — 

Holy  espousals  I  whereat  wept  with  joy 

The  spirit  of  the  universe. — ^In  sooth 

There  was  a  sort  of  drizzling  rain  that  day. 

For  I  remember  (having  left  at  home 

My  parapluie,  a  name  than  tm^eOa 

Far  more  expressive)  that  I  stood  for  shelter 

Under  an  entry  not  twelve  paces  off 

(It  might  be  ten)  from  Sheriff  Waithman's  shop 

For  half  an  hour  or  more,  and  there  I  mused 

(Mine  eyes  upon  the  running  kennel  fixed, 

That  hurried  as  a^het'rogenous  mass 

To  the  common  sewer,  it 's  dark  reservoir),  . 

I  mused  upon  the  running  stream  oflife/ 

But  tliat  's  not  much  to  the  purpose — ^I  was  telling 
Of  these  most  pure  espousals. — Innocent  pair! 
Ye  were  not  shackled  by  the  vulgar  chains 
About  the  yielding  mind  of  credulous  youth, 
Wound  by  the  nurse  and  priest — your  energies^ 
Your  unsophisticated  impulses, 
Taught  ye  to  soar  above  their  "  settled  rules 
Of  Yioe  and  IHrtue/'    Fairest  creature  I    He 
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Wliom  the  world  called  thy  husband,  was  in  truth 

Unworthy  of  thee. — A  dull  plodding  wretch  1 

With  whose  ignoble  nature  ihy  free  tpirU 

Held  no  oommunion. — ^'T  was  well  done,  fiur  orea!m  I 

T*  aasert  the  independence  of  a  mind 

Created — generated  I  would  say — 

Free  as  "  that  chartered  Kbertine,  the  air." 

Joy  to  thy  chosen  partner  1  blest  exchange  I 

Work  of  mysterious  sympathy  1  that  drew 

Your  kindi«d  souls  by  ♦  ♦  » 


There  fled  the  noblest  spirit  I — ^The  most  pat% 
Most  sublimated  essence  that  ere  dwelt 
In  earthly  tabemadeu    Gone  thou  art^ 
Exhaled,  dissolved,  di£Eused,  commingled  now 
linio  and  vyUh  the  all-absorbing  frame 
Of  Nature,  the  great  mother.    Ev'n  in  life, 
While  still,  pent-up  in  flesh,  and  skin,  and  bonei^ 
My  thoughts  and  feelings  like  electric  flame 
Shot  through  the  solid  mass,  toward  the  source^ 
And  blended  with  the  general  elements, 
When  thy  young  star  o'er  life's  horizon  hung 
Far  from  it's  zenith  yet  low  lagging  clouds 
(Vapors  of  earth)  obscured  its  heaven-bom  ray»- 
Dull  joys  of  prejudice  and  superstition 
And  vulgar  decencies  begirt  thee  round ; 
And  thou  didst  wear  awhile  th'  unholy  bonds 
Of  ^  holy  matrimony  1"  and  didst  vail 
Awhile  thy  lofty  spirit  to  the  cheat — 
But  reason  came — and  firm  philosophy. 
And  mild  philanthropy,  and  pointed  out 
The  shame  it  was — ^the  crying,  crushing  shaine^ 
To  curb  within  a  little  paltry  pale 
The  love  that  over  aU  created  things 
Should  be  difiusive  as  the  atmosphere. 
Then  did  thy  boundless  tenderness  expand 
Over  all  space — all  animated  things 
And  things  inanimate.    Thou  hadst  a  hearty 
A  ready  tear  for  aU. — ^The  dying  whale, 
Stranded  and  gasping — ^ripped  up  for  his  blubber 
By  Man  the  Tyrant — ^The  small  sucking  pig 
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Slain  for  his  riot — The  d  jwn-trampled  flower 
Qruahed  by  his  cruel  foot. — AH,  eaehf  and  aU 
Shared  in  thy  boundless  sympathies^  and  then — 
(SuiUme  peifection  of  perfected  hve) 
Then  didst  thou  spurn  the  whimp'ring  wailing  tbmg 
That  dared  to  call  thm  "  husband,"  and  to  daim, 
As  her  just  rights  support  and  love  fi:t>m  ihm — 
Then  didst  thoQ  *  *  *  « 


THE   CONFESSION. 

blaokwood'i 

Thiu*8  somewhat  on  my  breast  fikther, 

There  *s  somewhat  on  my  breast  1 
The  liye-long  day  I  sigh,  father, 

At  night  I  can  not  rest ; 
I  can  not  take  my  rest,  father. 

Though  I  would  figun  do  so, 
A  weary  weight  oppreeseth  me— 

The  weary  weight  of  woe  I 

'Tis  not  the  lack  of  gold,  &ther 

Nor  lack  of  woridly  gear; 
My  lands  are  broad  and  fair  to  see^ 

My  friends  are  kind  and  dear; 
My  kin  are  leal  and  true,  father, 

They  mourn  to  see  my  grie^ 
But  oh  1  'tis  not  a  kinsman's  hana 

Oan  give  my  heart  relief! 

'fis  not  that  Janet's  fidse,  father, 

'Tis  not  that  she's  unkind ; 
Though  busy  flatterers  swarm 

I  know  her  constant  mind. 
*Tis  not  her  coldness,  father, 

That  chills  my  laboring  brosat  ■ 
Its  Uihz  confounded  cucumber 

I  'ye  ate.  and  can't  digest 
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IHS  lOUING-MATGH  BETWEEN  ENTELLUS  AND 

DAKES. 

nULHBLATID  FBOM  THI  WmE  BOOK  OF  TBI  JBNXID,    ET  OVI 

OF  TBI  FAirCT. 

TBOMAB  MOOBB 

Wrh  daddU^  high  upniaed,  and  nob  held  back, 
In  awftd  prescience  of  the  impending  ihwack, 
Both  Kiddie^  stood — and  with  prelusive  ipor. 
And  light  manceay'ring,  kindled  up  the  war  I 
The  One,  in  bloom  of  youth — a  Ughi^oeighi  hladB — 
The  Other,  vast,  gigantic,  as  if  made, 
BzpresB^  by  Nature  for  the  hammering  trade ; 
But  aged,  slow,  with  8ti£f  limbs,  tottering  much, 
And  lungs,  that  lacked  the  btilloum-mender'$  toudL 

Yet^  Bpngh^j  to  iKe  Soraich  both  Buffm  came^ 
While  ribhen  rung  from  each  resounding  frame. 
And  diyers  <%«,  and  many  a  ponderous  |Mtt, 
Were  on  their  broad  bre(Mxuiket8  heard  and  ftitt 
With  roving  um,  but  aim  that  rarely  miss'd, 
Bound  hig9  and  ogleil  flew  the  frequent  fist; 
While  showers  of  Jacen  told  so  deadly  well. 
That  the  crush'd  jaw-bones  crackled  as  they  M I 
But  firmly  stood  Emtillub — and  still  bright. 
Though  bent  by  age,  with  all  Tbi  Fahot's  lig^t, 
Stopped  with  a  skill,  and  rdUM  with  a  fire 
The  Immortal  Vaxot  could  alone  inspire  1 
While  Daios^  tk^^ting  round,  with  looks  of  thoo^t, 
An  opening  to  the  Covers  huge  carcase  sought 
(Like  General  Preston,  in  that  awful  hour, 
When  on  one  leg  he  hopp'd  to— ^ake  the  Tower ') 
And  here,  and  there,  explored  with  active  ^§ 
And  skillful  ,/%tn^  some  guardlees  pass  to  win, 
And  prove  a  boring  guest  when  once  let  in. 
And  now  Entsllus,  with  an  eye  that  plann*d 
PumiMng  deeds,  high  raised  his  heavy  hand, 
But,  ere  the  skdge  came  down,  young  Dares  spie'^ 
His  shadow  o'er  his  brow,  and  slipp'd  aside — 

*  Hftodft.  t  Felicva,  iwoany  yammg 

I  Ran  and  %m.        | 
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So  nimbly  slipp'd,  that  the  yain  nobher  passM 

Through  empty  air ;  and  He,  so  high,  so  yast^ 

Who  dealt  the  stroke,  came  thundering  to  the  ground  I 

Kot  B— OK— GH — M  himself  with  bulkier  sound, 

Uprooted  jfrom  the  field  c^  Whiggish  glories, 

Fell  foitfe,  of  late,  among  the  astonish'd  Tories  I 

Instant  the  Bmg  was  broke,  and  shouts  and  yella 

From  Trojan  Flashmen  and  Sicilian  Siodls 

Fill'd  the  wide  heaven — ^while,  touch'd  widi  grief  to  sm 

His|>a^*  well-known  through  many  a  lark  and  spne^i 

Thus  rumJy  floar'd,  the  kind  Aoestes  ran, 

And  pitying  raised  fix>m  earth  the  game  old  man, 

Unoow'd,  undamaged  to  the  sport  he  came, 

His  limbs  all  muscle,  and  his  soul  all  flame. 

The  memory  of  his  mHUng  glories  past, 

The  shame  that  aught  but  death  should  see  him  graafd^ 

All  fired  the  veteran^s^iicX? — ^with  fury  flushed, 

Full  on  his  light-limb'd  duUnner  he  rush'd — 

And  hammering  right  and  left,  with  ponderous  swiDg, 

Ruffian' d  the  reeling  youngster  round  the  Bmg — 

Nor  rest,  nor  pause,  nor  breathing-time  was  giyen, 

But,  rapid  as  the  rattling  hail  from  heaven 

Beats  on  the  house-top,  showers  of  Eakdall's  akaiX 

Around  the  Trojan's  lugs  flew  peppering  hot  I 

Till  now  jEnkas,  fill'd  with  anxious  dread, 

Bush'd  in  between  them,  and,  with  words  well-bred 

Preserved  alike  the  peace  and  Dares'  head, 

Bolh  which  the  veteran  much  inclined  to  hreak^^ 

Then  kindly  thus  the  pwnish'd  youth  bespake : 

Poor  Johnny  Raw  I  what  madness  could  impel 
So  rum  a  Flat  to  &ce  so  prime  a  SweH  f 
Sees't  thou  not,  boy,  the  Fanot,  heavenly  Maid, 
Herself  descends  to  this  great  Hammerer^s  aid, 
And,  singling  him  from  all  h&c  flash  adorers. 
Shines  in  his  hiis^  and  thunders  in  his  floorers  f 
Then,  yield  thee;  youth — ^nor  such  a  spooney  be, 
To  think  mere  man  can  miU  a  Deity  I" 

Thus  spoke  the  Chief— and  now,  the  scrimage  o'er. 
His  &itMiI  pais  the  done-^p  Dares  bore 

Friend  t  Farty  of  pleaMVi 

X  A  favorite  bloir  of  xhx  Novpaukl'Ii  00  oaUed. 
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Back  to  his  home,  with  tottering  gams^  sank  hearty 
And  mwM  and  noddle  pinked  in  every  part 
While  frozq  his  gob  the  guggling  darei  guah'd, 
And  lots  of  grinder$j  from  tiieir  sockets  crush d, 
Vorth  with  the  crimson  tide  in  rattling  fragments 


NOT   A   SOUS   HAD    HE   GOT. 
rPiBOOT  OH  woLn's  ''bubial  of  sir  johh  koobb.**] 

B.  HABBIB  BAHfl 

Not  a  90u$  had  he  got — not  a  guinea  or  note, 

And  he  looked  confoundedly  flurried, 
As  he  bolted  away  without  paying  his  shot^ 

And  the  Landlady  after  him  hurried. 

We  saw  him  again  at  dead  of  nighty 

When  home  from  the  Olub  returning; 
We  twigged  the  Doctor  beneath  the  light 

Of  the  gas-lamp  brilliantly  burning. 

All  bare,  and  exposed  to  the  midnight  dewa^ 

Bedined  in  the  gutter  we  found  him ; 
And  he  look'd  like  a  gentleman  taking  a  snooie^ 

With  his  Mamhall  cloak  around  him. 

. 
«  The  Doctor 's  as  drunk  as  the  d "  we  sud, 

And  we  managed  a  shutter  to  borrow ; 
We  raised  him,  and  sigh'd  at  the  thought  that  his  head 

Whould  ^*  oonsumedly  ache"  on  the  morrow. 

We  bore  him  home,  and  we  put  him  to  bed. 
And  we  told  his  wife  and  hi»  daughter 

To  give  him,  next  morning,  a  couple  of  red 
Herrings,  with  soda-water. — 

Loudly  they  talk'd  of  his  money  that 's  gone^ 

And  his  Lady  began  to  upbraid  him ; 
But  Uttle  he  recked,  so  they  let  him  snore  on 

"Neath  the  counterpane  just  as  we  laid  him. 

18* 
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We  tuck'd  him  in,  and  had  hardlj  done 
When,  beneath  the  window  callingi 

We  heanl  the  rough  voice  of  a  aon  of  a  gun 
Of  a  watchman  "  One  o'clock  1"  bawling. 

Sbwlj  and  sadly  we  all  walk'd  down 
From  his  room  in  the  uppennost  story ; 

A  rnshlight  was  placed  on  tiie  cold  hearth-stoii^ 
And  we  left  him  alone  in  his  glory  f  I 


RAISING   THB   DEVIL. 

A  UMZRHD  OF  OOBHILIUB  AOBIFPA. 

B.  BABIII8  BABHAK 

•*  AxD  hast  thou  nerve  enough  ?"  he  said, 
That  gray  Old  Man,  above  whose  head 

Unnmnbered  years  have  roll'd — 
'^  And  hast  thou  nerve  to  view/'  he  cried, 
**  The  incaniate  Fiend  that  Heaven  defied  I — 

— ^Art  thou  indeed  so  bold  ? 

"  Qaff  canst  Thou,  with  unshrinking  gase. 
Sustain,  rash  youth,  the  withering  blase 

Of  that  unearthly  eye, 
Tbat  blasts  where'ier  it  lights — ^the  breath 
Tiat^  like  the  Simoom,  scatters  death 

On  all  that  yet  can  die  I 

^"  Darest  thou  oonfiront  that  fearful  form. 
That  rides  the  whirlwind,  and  the  storm, 

In  wild  unholy  revel  I — 
The  terrors  of  that  blasted  brow, 
Archangel's  once — though  ruin'd  now — 

— Ay— dar'st  thou  fiwse  The  Divil  7"^ 

^  I  dare  1"  the  desperate  Youth  replied, 
And  placed  him  by  that  Old  Man's  side^ 
In  fierce  and  frantic  glee, 
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Unblenched  his  cheek,  and  firm  his  limb 
— ^  No  paltiy  juggling  Fiend,  but  Hue  I 
— ^Thi  Dstu  1 — ^I  &in  would  see  1— - 

'*  In  an  his  Gk>rgon  terrors  olad, 

His  worsts  his  fellest  shape  1"  the  Lad 

Bejoined  in  reckless  tone. — 
— "  Haye  then  thj  wish  I"  Agrippa  said. 
And  sigh'd  and  shook  his  hoary  head, 

With  many  a  bitter  groan. 

He  drew  the  mystic  circle's  bound, 
With  skull  and  croes-bones  fenced  around; 
He  traced  full  many  a  aigil  there ; 
He  muttered  many  a  backward  pray'r, 

That  sounded  like  a  curse— 
"  He  comes  I*' — he  cried  with  wild  grimace^ 
**  The  fellest  of  Apolly  on's  race  1" 
-  Then  in  his  startled  pupil*s  face 

He  dash*d — an  Emptt  Pubsi  !  1 


THE  LONDON  UNIVERSITY^ 
on,  ariMKoicAiJEi  tbiumphans. 


Whxnx'ib  with  pitying  eye  I  riew 
Each  operative  sot  in  tovm, 

I  smile  to  think  how  wondrous  few     • 

Gkt  drunk  who  study  at  the  U- 

niversity  we  've  Got  in  towit^ 
niyersity  we  Ve  Gh>t  in  town. 

What  precious  fools  "  The  People"  grew. 

Their  dhna  maim'  not  in  town ; 
The  **  useful  classes''  hardly  knew 
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Four  was  composed  of  two  and  two^ 

Until  they  learned  it  at  the  U- 

niveraity  we  Ve  Got  in  town-- 
niveraily  we  Ve  Gkrt  in  town. 

Bat  now  they  're  taught  by  Jobbph  Hv- 
XE,  by  &r  the  devereet  Soot  in  town. 

Their  Uema  and  tiieir  tatUet  too ; 

Each  may  dissect  his  sister  Sue, 

From  his  instructions  at  the  U- 

niversity  we  Ve  Gk)t  in  town— 
niversity  we  Ve  Got  in  town. 

Then  L s  comes^  like  him  how  few 

Oan  caper  and  can  trot  vi  town, 

Inpirouette  or  pas  de  deitx — 

He  beats  the  famed  Monsieur  Qwoubd^ 

And  teaches  dancing  at  the  U- 

niversity  we  Ve  GJot  in  town— 
niversity  we  Ve  Qot  in  town. 

And  GiLOHRiBT,  see,  that  great  Geentoo- 

Professor,  has  a  lot  in  town 
Of  Cockney  boys  who  fag  Hindoo, 
And  laum  Jsm^nastios  at  the  U-  » 

niyersily  we  Ve  Got  in  tow»^ 
niversity  we  Ve  Gk>t  in  town. 

Sam  R corpse  of  vampire  hue, 

Gomes  from  its  grave  to  rot  in  town ; 
For  Bays  the  dead  bard 's  crowned  with  Yew, 
And  chants,  the  Pleasures  of  the  U- 

niversily  we  Ve  Gk>t  in  town— 
niversily  we  Ve  Qot  in  town. 

Frank  Jkffbkt,  of  the  Scotch  Review, — 
Whom  MooBE  had  nearly  shot  in  tovm,— 

Now,  with  his  pamphlet  stitched  in  blue 

And  yellow,  d — ^ns  the  other  two, 

But  lauds  the  ever-glorious  IJ- 

niversity  we  Ve  Gk>t  in  town— 
niversity  we  ve  Got  in  town. 


PAB0DIX8    AND    BUBLXSQUSB.  421 

Great  Bibbbok,  king  of  chips  and  ^ne^ 

Who  paper  oft  does  blot  in  town, 
From  the  Mechanics'  Institu- 
tion,  comes  to  prate  of  wedge  and  screw, 
Lever  and  axle  at  the  17- 

niversity  we  've  (Jot  in  town^ 
niversi^  we  Ve  Gk>t  in  town. 

Lob**  Waithax,  who  long  since  withdrew 
From  Mansion  House  to  cot  in  town ; 

Adom'd  with  chair  of  ormolu, 

An  darkly  grand,  like  Prince  Lee  Boo, 

Lectores  on  Dree  Tradt  at  the  U- 

niversity  we  Ve  Gk)t  in  town^- 
niversi^  we  Ve  Gh>t  in  town. 

Fat  F ^  with  his  ooat  of  blue, 

Who  speeches  makes  so  hot  in  town, 

Li  rhetoric,  speUs  his  lectures  through. 

And  sounds  the  Y  for  W, 

The  wiy  ik^  ap9aki  it  at  the  U- 

niversi^  we  Ve  Qot  in  towit^ 
niversity  we  Ve  Gk>t  in  town. 

Then  H ■  comes,  who  late  at  New« 

gate  Market)  sweetest  spot  in  town  1 

Lostead  of  one  derk  popp'd  in  two^ 

Tp  make  a  place  for  his  ne-phew. 

Seeking  another  at  the  U- 

niversity  we  Ve  Gk)t  in  town— 
niversity  we  Ve  Qot  in  town. 

There 's  Captain  Ross,  a  traveler  true. 
Has  just  presented,  what  in  town- 
's an  article  of  great  viriu 
(The  telescope  he  once  peep'd  through, 
And  'spied  an  Esquimaux  canoe 
On  Croker  Mountains),  to  the  U- 

niversity  we  've  Gk)t  in  town— 
niversity  we  've  Qot  in  town. 

Since  Michaxl  gives  no  roast  nor  stew, 

Where  Whigs  mi^t  eat  and  plot  in  town. 
And  swill  his  port^  and  mischief  brew — 
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Poor  GBisyT  sips  his  water  gra- 

el  as  the  beadle  of  the  U- 

niyerBity  we  Ve  Gk>t  In  towB<-* 
Diyenily  we  Ve  Qot  in  tows. 

There  *s  Jebkt  Bimtham  and  his  crew, 
Names  ne'er  to  be  fbigot  in  town, 

in  swarms  like  Banquo's  long  is-sne — 

Tnric,  Papist^  Infidel  and  Jew, 

Come  troq>ing  on  to  join  the  U- 

nlTersity  we  Ve  Qot  in  town-— 
niyersi^  we  *re  Qot  in  town. 

To  crown  the  whole  with  trq>le  queoe— 
Another  sodi  there 's  not  in  town, 

Twitching  his  restless  nose  askew, 

Behold  tremendous  Habbt  Bbouoh- 

ikMl  Law  Professor  at  the  U- 

niversitj  we  Ve  Qot  in  town^ 
niyersity  we  've  Qot  in  town. 

Qrand€honu: 

Hnaeal  huzn!  forHjLRBT  Bbottoh- 

AM !  Law  ProfeflBor  at  the  U- 

niyersity  we  'ye  Qot  in  town — 
niyersity  we  Ve  Qot  in  town. 


DOMESTIC   POEMS. 

THOMAS  BOOB 

L 

OOOD-MIOBT. 

Tin  son  was  slumbering  in  the  west,  mf  daily  labors  past ; 
On  Anna's  soft  and  gentle  breast  my  head  reclined  at  last; 
The  darkness  closed  around,  so  dear  to  fond  congenial  boqIb, 
And  thus  she  murmured  in  my  ear,  "  My  loye,  we  *re  out  of  ooili 

"  That  Mister  Bond  has  called  again,  inmsting  on  his  rent ; 
And  all  the  Todds  are  coming  up  to  see  ns,  out  of  Kent ; 
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I  quite  forgot  to  tell  you  John  has  had  a  tipsy  fkll  ;— 

I  'm  sure  there  'a  something  going  on  with  that  vile  Mary  Hall  1 

''Miss  Bell  has  bought  the  sweetest  mlk,  and  I  have  bought  the 


Of  oourse,  if  we  go  out  of  town,  Southend  will  be  the  best 
I  really  think  the  Jones's  house  would  be  the  thing  foi  os ; 
I  think  I  told  you  Mrs.  Pope  had  parted  with  her 


''Cook,  by  the  way,  came  up  to-day,  to  bid  me  suit  myself— 
And,  what  M  ye  think  ?  the  rats  have  gnawed  the  yictuals  ou 

the  shd£ 
Andy  Lord  1  there 's  such  a  letter  oome,  inviting  yon  to  fight  f 
Of  course  you  don't  intend  to  go— Ood  bless  you,  dear,  good* 

night  r 


n. 

A  TABMKTAL  GDI  TO  ItT  BOH,  AOn>   TBBB   TIABB  AMD  fITI 

MONTBB. 

Thou  hi^py,  hi^py  elf  1 
(But  stop— first  let  me  kiss  away  that  tear)^ 

Thou  tiny  image  of  myself  1 
(My  love,  he 's  poking  peas  into  his  ear  f) 

Thou  meny,  laughing  sprite  1 

With  spirits  feather-light, 
IJntouohed  by  sorrow,  and  unsoiled  by  sin— 
(Ghx>d  heavens  I  the  child  is  swallowing  a  pin  I) 

Thou  little  tricksy  Puck  1 
With  antic  toys  so  fiinnily  bestuck, 
Lig^t  as  the  singing  bird  that  wings  the  air— 
(The  door  I  the  door  1  he  *11  tumble  down  the  stair  H 

Thou  darling  of  thy  sire  f 
(Why,  Jane,  he  '11  set  his  pinafore  afire  f ) 

Thou  imp  of  mirth  and  joy  I 
In  Love's  dear  chaLn  so  strong  and  bright  a  liiik^ 
Thou  idol  of  thy  parents— (I>ra(  <iie  boy  1 

There  goes  my  ink  I) 

Thou  cherub— but  of  earth ; 
Fit  playfellow  for  Fays,  by  moonlight  pale, 
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In  haimless  sport  and  mirth, 
(That  dog  will  bite  him  if  he  pulls  its  tail  f) 

Thou  human  humming-bee,  extracting  honej 
From  eveiy  blossom  in  the  world  that  blowa^ 

Singing  in  youth's  elysium  ever  sunny, 
(Another  tumb    I — ^that's  his  precious  nose  I) 


Thy  father's  pride  and  hope  I 
(He  '11  break  the  mirror  with  that  ddpping-rope  I) 
"With  pure  heart  newly  stamped  from  Nature's 
(Where  did  he  leam  that  squint?) 

Thou  young  domestic  dove  1 
(He  11  have  that  jug  o%  with  another  shore  I) 

Dear  nursling  of  the  Hymeneal  nesti 

(Are  those  torn  dothes  his  best  ?) 

little  epitome  of  man  I 
(He  H  dimb  upon  the  table,  that 's  his  plan  1) 
Toaohed  with  the  beauteous  tints  of  dawning  lifi^— 

(He 's  got  a  knife  1) 

Thon  enyiable  being  I 
No  storms,  no  douds^  in  thy  blue  sky  foreseeing^ 

Play  on,  play  on. 

My  dfin  Johnl 
Toes  the  light  ball — ^bestride  the  stick — 
(I  knew  so  many  cakes  would  make  him  side  I) 
With  &ndes,  buoyant  as  the  thistle-down, 
Prompting  the  fiice  grotesque,  and  antic  brisk, 

With  many  a  lamb-like  fnsk, 
(He 's  got  the  scissors,  snipping  at  your  gown  I) 

• 
Thou  pretty  opening  rose ! 

(Gk>  to  your  mother,  chUd,  and  wipe  your  nose  0 

Balmy  and  breathing  music  like  the  South, 

(He  really  brings  my  heart  into  my  mouth  f) 

Fresh  as  the  mom,  and  brilliant  as  its  star-* 

(I  wish  that  window  had  an  iron  bar  I) 

Bold  as  the  hawk,  yet  gentle  as  the  dove— 

(I  *11  tell  you  what^ '  my  love, 

I  can  not  write,  unless  he  *s  sent  above  I) 
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UL 
A  BIRIKADI. 

•'Lullaby,  0,  lullaby r 
Thus  I  heard  a  father  cry, 

«La]laby,0,  lullaby  I 
The  brat  wiU  never  shut  an  eye; 
Hither  come,  some  power  diiine  I 
Olofle  his  lids,  or  open  mine  I" 

"Lullaby,  0,  lullaby  I 
What  the  devil  makes  him  ory  ? 

Lullaby,  0,  lullaby  I 
Still  he  stares — ^I  wonder  why. 
Why  are  not  the  sons  of  earth 
Blind,  like  puppies,  fix>m  their  birth  f 

"Lullaby,  0,  lullaby  r 
Thus  I  heard  ^e  fitther  ay ; 

"Lullaby,  0,  lullaby  I 
Mary,  you  must  come  and  try  I— 
Hush,  0,  hush,  for  mercy's  sake— 
The  more  I  sing,  the  more  you  wake  I" 

■ 

"Lullaby,  0,  lullaby! 
Fie,  you  little  creature,  fie  t 

Lullaby,  0,  lullaby ! 
Is  no  poppy-syrup  nigh? 
Give  him  some^  or  give  him  all, 
I  am  nodding  to  his  fall  I" 

«  Lullaby,  0,  lullaby  I 
Two  such  nights  and  I  shall  die! 

Lullaby,  0,  lullaby  I 
He  '11  be  bruised,  and  so  shall  I — 
How  3an  I  from  bed-posts  keep^ 
When  I'm  walking  in  my  sleep f 

"Lullaby,  0,  lullaby! 
Sleep  his  very  looks  deny— 

Luikby,  0  lullaby ! 
flTature  soon  will  stupe^— > 
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My  nerves  relax — my  eyee  grow  dii»— 
Who  'b  that  ikllen — me  or  him  ?" 


ODE  TO   PERRY, 
TBI  onmroR  of  th>  steel  fen. 

TH01IA8   flOOO 


**!■  thli  good  troik,  Pttnn^paan  tiia  greatest,  luefnlleatof  God*iio8t 
Finn  and  nnbendlsg  trh«si  the  ezigenqj  reqnlret  it— «oft  and  yiddliig  vbon  rigid 
bdLaXtiOitj  U  not «  deiddoimtoiii— floont  and  flowing,  at  need,  for  eloqaent  ra]dd- 
Ity— dow  and  retenttTe  in  caaea  of  deliberattoD— n^'ver  Bpluttering  or  hy  amfdifl- 
oatkn  going  vide  of  the  mark— oerer  iplitting,  if  it  oan  be  helped,  with  vnj  one. 
bnft  ready  to  wear  itself  oat  rather  in  their  aerriee  ell  things  as  it  were  with  aB 
■MP  ready  to  embraee  the  hand  of  Jew,  Ohristtan,  or  Mohammedao— heary 
with  the  German,  light  with  the  Itslian,  ohUque  with  the  BogUah,  upright  with 
the  Roman,  backward  in  eoming  forward  wlUi  the  Hebrew— in  short,  for  flezk 
bOlty,  amiability,  oonstltational  dorabiUty,  general  ability,  and  nnlTeraal  ottU^, 
II  would  be  hard  to  And  aparallel  to  the  great  Penn.**— Pbbt*s  GmAMAi 
Mr  A 


0 1  Patent  Pen-inyenting  Perrian  Perry  I 

Friend  of  the  goose  and  gander, 
That  now  unplucked  of  their  quill-feathers  wander, 
Cackling,  and  gabbling,  dabbling,  making  meny, 

About  the  happy  fen, 
Untroubled  for  one  penny-worth  of  pen,  * 

For  which  they  chant  thy  praise  all  Britain  through, 

From  Gk>06e-QTeen  unto  Gander-Gleugh  I^ 

Friend  to  all  Author-kind — 
Whether  of  Poet  or  of  Proser — 
Thou  art  composer  unto  the  composer 
Of  pens — ^yea,  patent  vehicles  for  Mind 
To  carry  it  on  jaunts,  or  more  eztenaye 

Parr^grinations  through  the  realms  of  thougfat; 
Each  plying  from  the  Comic  to  the  Pensile, 

An  Omnibus  of  intellectual  sort; 

Modem  improvements  in  their  course  we  feel , 
And  while  tx)  iron  railroads  heavy  wares, 
Diy  goods  and  human  bodies,  pay  their  fanUp 
Mind  flies  on  steel. 


PARODIES    AND    BUSLB8QUB8.  429 

To  Penrith,  Penrhyn,  even  to  Pensanoe ; 

Nay,  penetrates,  perchance, 
To  Pennsylvania,  or,  without  rash  vanntB^ 
To  where  the  Penguin  haunts  1 

In  times  bygone ,  when  each  man  cut  his  qofll, 

With  little  Penyan  skill. 
What  horrid,  awkward,  bungling  tools  of  trade 
Appea^'ed  the  writing  implements  home-made  I 

What  Pen8  were  sliced,  hewed,  hacked,  and  hagjg^  C3ili 

Slit  or  unslit)  with  many  a  yarious  snout^ 

Aquiline,  Roman,  crooked,  square,  and  snubby. 
Stumpy  and  stubby ; 

Some  capable  of  ladye-biJlets  neat. 

Some  only  fit  for  ledger-keeping  derk. 

And  some  to  grub  down  Peter  Stubbs  his  mail^ 

Or  smudge  through  some  illegible  receipt ; 

Others  in  florid  caligraphic  plans^ 

ISqnal  to  ships,  and  wiggy  heads,  and  swans  I 

To  try  in  any  common  inkstands,  then, 
With  all  their  miscellaneous  stocks^ 

To  find  a  decent  pen, 
Was  like  a  dip  into  a  lucky  box : 

You  drew — and  got  one  very  curly. 
And  split  like  endive  in  some  hurly-burly ; 
The  next  unslit)  and  square  at  end,  a  spade  j 
The  third,  incipient  pop-gun,  not  yet  made; 
The  fourth  a  broom ;  the  fifth  of  no  avail. 

Turned  upward,  like  a  rabbit's  tail ; 
And  last^  not  least,  by  way  of  a  relief| 
A  stump  that  Master  Richard,  James  or  Johiiy 
Had  tried  his  candle-cookery  upon. 
Making  "  roastr-beef  1" 

Not  so  thy  Penyan  Pens  I 

True  to  their  M's  and  ITs, 
They  do  not  with  a  whizzing  zig-zag  sfi^ 
Straddle,  turn  up  their  noses^  sdk,  and  spi^ 

Or  drop  large  dots, 

Hu^  fiill-stop  blots, 
Where  oven  semicolons  were  unfit 
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They  win  not  frizzle  up^  or,  broom-like,  drudge 

In  sable  sludge — 
Nay,  bought  at  proper  "Pate«it  Peiryan"  shops, 
They  write  good  graminar)  sense,  and  mind  their  stofi 
Compose  both  prose  and  verse,  the  sad  and  merry — 
For  when  the  editor,  whose  pains  oompile 
The  grown-up  Annual,  or  the  Jnyenile, 
Vaunteth  his  articles,  not  women's,  men's. 
But  lays  "by  the  most  celebrated  Pens^" 
What  means  he  but  thy  Patent  Pens,  my  Penjf 

Pleasant  they  are  to  feel  I 
So  firm  f  so  flexible  I  composed  of  steel 
So  finely  tempered — fit  for  tenderest  Was 

To  give  her  passion  breath, 
Or  kings  to  sign  the  warrant  stem  of  death— 
But  their  supremest  merit  still  is  this. 

Write  with  them  all  your  days, 
Tragedy,  Comedy,  all  kinds  of  plays— 
(No  dramatist  should  ever  be  without  'em)*- 

And,  just  conoeiTe  the  blis»— 
There  is  so  little  of  the  goose  about  'em, 

One 's  safe  from  any  hiss  I 
Ah  I  who  can  paint  that  first  great  awfiil  niglil» 

Big  with  a  blessing  or  a  bUght, 
When  the  poor  dramatist,  all  fume  and  fret, 
Fuss,  fidget,  fancy,  fever,  frmking,  fright. 
Ferment^  fault-fearing,  fi^tness — more  f  s  yet : 
Flushed,  fiigid,  flurried,  flinching,  fitful,  flat, 
Add  fitmished,  fiiddled,  and  fittigued,  to  that , 
Funeral,  fitte-foreboding^--sits  in  doubt, 
Or  rather  doubt  with  hope,  a  wretched  marriagv 
To  see  his  play  upon  the  stage  come  out; 
No  stage  to  him  I  it  is  Thalia's  carriage, 
And  he  is  sitting  on  the  spikes  behind  it, 
Striving  to  look  as  if  he  did  n't  mind  it  I 

Witness  how  Beazley  vents  upon  his  hat 
Hjs  nervousness,  meanwhile  his  fate  is  dealt 
He  kneads,  molds,  pummels  it,  and  sits  it  flat, 
Squeezes  and  twists  it  up,  until  the  felt, 
That  went  a  beaver  in,  comes  out  a  rati 
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IflcB  Mitford  had  zniB-givings^  and  in  fii^^t^ 

Upon  Rienzi's  nighty 
€hiawed  up  one  long  kid  g^ove,  and  all  her  bag, 

Quite  to  a  rag. 
Kaowles  has  confesaed  he  trembled  as  for  life, 

Afraid  of  his  own  "  Wife  ;'* 
Poole  told  me  that  he  felt  a  monstrous  pail 
Of  water  baddng  him,  all  down  his  spine— 
**  The  ice-brook's  temper" — ^pleasant  to  the  chiiie  I 
For  fear  that  Simpson  and  his  Oo.  should  fiuL 
Did  Lord  Glengall  not  frame  a  mental  prayer, 
Wishing  devoutly  he  was  Lord  knows  where  ? 
Nay,  did  not  Jerrold,  in  enormous  drouth, 
WMe  doubtful  of  Nell  Qwynne's  eventful  hiok^ 

Squeeze  out  and  suck 
ICore  oranges  with  his  one  fevered  mouth 
Than  NeUy  had  to  hawk  from  north  to  south  ? 
Yea^  Buckstone,  changing  color  like  a  mullet^ 
Refbsed,  on  an  occasion,  once,  twice,  thrice^ 
From  his  best  friend,  an  ice. 
Lest  it  should  hiss  in  his  own  red-hot  gullet 

Doth  punning  Peake  not  sit  upon  the  points 
Of  his  own  jokes,  and  shake  in  all  his  jointi^ 

During  their  trial  ? 

'Tis  past  denial 
And  does  not  Pocock,  feeling,  like  a  peaoook, 
All  eyes  upon  him,  turn  to  very  meacock  ? 
And  does  not  Planch^,  tremulous  and  blank. 
Meanwhile  his  personages  tread  the  boards. 

Seem  goaded  by  sharp  swords, 
And  called  upon  himself  to  '^  walk  the  plank  ?^ 
As  for  the  Dances,  Charles  and  George  to  boot| 

What  have  they  more 
Of  ease  and  rest,  for  sole  of  either  foot. 
Than  bear  that  capers  on  a  hotted  floor  1 

Thus  pending — does  not  Matthews,  at  sad  shift 
For  voice,  croak  like  a  frog  in  waters  fenny  ?-* 
derle  seem  upon  the  surly  seas  adrift  ? — 
And  Kenny  think  he 's  going  to  Kilkenny  ?-  - 
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EEftjnes  Bayly  feel  Old  ditto,  with  the  note 
Of  Cotton  in  his  ear,  a  mortal  grapple 

About  his  armS)  and  Adam*s  apple 
Big  as  a  fine  Dutch  codling  in  his  throat? 
Did  BodweU,  on  his  chimney-piece,  desire 
Or  not  to  take  a  jump  into  Uie  fire  ? 
Did  Wade  feel  as  oompoaed  as  music  can  ? 
And  was  not  Bernard  his  own  Neryous  Maat 
Lastly,  don't  Farley,  a  bewildered  el^ 
Quake  at  the  Pantomime  he  loves  to  cater, 
And  ere  its  changes  ring  transform  himself? 

A  fiightfiil  mug  of  human  delf  ? 
A  quiit-bottle — empty  of  "  the  cratur  V 

A  leaden-platter  ready  for  the  shelf? 

A  thunderstruck  dun:Ji>-waiter  ? 


To  clench  the  fact, 
Myseli^  once  guilty  of  one  small  rash  act, 
Committed  at  the  Surrey, 
Quite  in  a  hurry. 
Felt  all  this  flurry. 
Corporal  worry, 
And  spiritual  scurry, 
Dramndevil — attic  curiy  I 
All  going  well, 
From  prompter's  bell, 
Until  befeU 
A  hissing  at  some  dull  imperfect  dunoe-^ 

There 's  no  denying 
I  felt  in  all  four  elements  at  once  I 
My  head  was  swimming,  while  my  arms  were  fl|)rtng| 
My  legs  for  running — all  the  rest  was  fiyingi 

rhrioe  welcome,  tlien,  for  this  peculiar  use. 

Thy  pens  so  innocent  of  goose  I 
For  this  shall  dramatists,  when  they  make  merry, 
Discarding  port  and  sherry, 
Drink—"  Perry  I" 
Perry,  whose  fame,  pennated,  is  let  looM 
To  distant  lands, 
r,  admitted  on  all  haiid% 
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Text^  ruimmg,  Gennan,  Boman, 
For  Patent  Penyans  approached  hj  no  man  I 
And  when,  ah  me  I  far  distant  be  the  hoar  1 
Fluto  Bhall  call  thee  to  his  gloomy  bower, 
Many  shall  be  thy  pensive  moomera^  many  > 
And  Penuiy  itself  shall  dab  its  penny 
To  raise  thy  monament  in  lofty  plaoe, 
Higher  tlum  York's  or  any  son  of  War ; 
While  time  aL  meaner  eflftgies  shall  bury. 

On  dae  pentagonal  base 
Shall  stand  the  Parian,  Perryan,  periwigged  Penj, 
Ferdied  on  the  proudest  peak  of  Penman  Mawr ! 


A  THEATRICAL  CURIOSITY. 

oruikshank's  OMnBOH 
Ovoi  in  a  bam  theatric,  deep  in  Kent, 

A  &med  tragedian— one  of  tonefol  tongue — 

Appeared  for  that  night  only — ^"t  was  Charles  Yoimg. 
As  Bolla  he.    And  as  that  Innocent^ 
The  Child  of  hapless  Cora,  on  there  went 

A  smiling,  fidr-hair'd  giri.    She  scarcely  floQg 

A  shadow,  as  she  walk'd  the  lamps  among— 
So  light  she  seem*d,  and  so  intelligent  1 
That  child  would  BoUa  bear  to  Cora's  lap : 

Snatching  the  creature  by  her  tiny  gown. 
He  plants  her  on  his  shoulder, — ^All,  all  clap  I 

While  all  with  praise  the  Infiint  Wonder  crowOi 
She  lisps  in  BoUa's  ear, — ''  Look  oui^  M  chapj 

Or  the  Fm  Waufd  {fyou  donH  have  me  down  H 


SIDDONg  AND  HER  MAID. 

W.  a  LANDOE 

SUidone.    I  leave,  and  unreluctant^  the  repast ; 
The  herb  of  China  is  its  crown  at  last 
Maiden  1  hast  thou  a  thimble  in  thy  gear  ? 

Maid.    Yes,  oiissus^  yea 
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SiddonM.    Then,  maiden,  plaoe  it  here, 
With  penetrated,  penetrating  eyes. 

Maid.    Mine  ?  mifisus  1  are  they  ? 

SiddoTU.    Child  I  thou  art  unwise. 
Of  needlee',  not  of  woman's  eyes,  I  q>ake; 

Maid.    0  dear  me  1  missus,  what  a  sad  mistake  I 

Stddons,    Now  canst  thou  tell  me  what  was  tiat  whieh  M 
Athenian  Theseus  into  labyrinth  dread  ? 

Maid    He  never  told  me :  I  can't  say,  not  I, 
Unless,  mayhap,  *t  was  cnrioeily. 

Sddon»,    Fond  maiden  I 

Maid    No,  upon  my  oonsdenoc,  nuwilam  I 
If  I  was  fond  of  'em  I  might  have  had  'em. 

Aidoiut.    Avoid  I  avauntl  beshrewmel  'tis  in  mn 
Thai  Shakapeare's  laogoage  germinates  again. 


THE  SECRET  SORROW, 

Oh  I  let  me  fixHn  the  festive  board 

To  thee,  my  mother,  flee ; 
And  be  my  secret  sorrow  shared 

By  thee— by  only  theel 

In  vain  they  qiread  the  ^tt'ring  mat% 

The  rich  repast,  in  vain; 
Let  others  seek  enjoyment  there, 

To  me  'tis  only  pain. 

There  toa»  a  word  of  kind  advice— 

A  whii^r  soft  and  low. 
But  oh  f  that  (m«  resistless  smile  I 

Alas  I  why  was  it  so  ? 

No  blame,  no  blame,  my  mother  des; 

Do  I  impute  to  you, 
But  since  I  ate  that  currant  tart 

I  don't  know  wha*  to  do  I  . 
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BONG  FOR  PUNCHDRINKEUS. 


FouB  be  the  elements, 
Here  we  assemble  *em, 

Each  of  man's  world 
And  existence  an  emblem. 

Press  from  the  lemon 
The  slow  flowing  joioes — 

Bitter  is  life 
In  its  lessons  and  useSb 


the  fair  sugar  lnmp»— 
Nature  intended 
Her  sweet  and  severe 
To  be  ererywhere  blendad. 

Four  the  stiU  water — 
Unwaming  by  sound, 

Btemity's  ocean 
Ib  hemming  us  round. 

IGngle  the  spirit. 
The  life  of  the  bowl— 

ICan  is  an  earth-clod 
Un  wanned  by  a  soul  I 

Drink  of  the  stream 
Bre  its  potency  goes  I— 

No  bath  is  refreshing 
Bzoept  while  it  fjiawB  I 


TUB  SONG  OF  THE  HUMBUGGED  HUBUANIX 


Qbm  's  not  what  flmcy  painted 

Pm  sadly  taken  in : 
If  some  one  else  had  won  her,  I 

Should  not  have  cared  a  pin. 

19 
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I  thought  that  sl^e  was  mild  and  good 

As  maiden  e*er  oould  be ; 
I  wonder  how  she  ever  could 

Have  so  much  humbugg'd  me; 


They  duster  round  and  shake  mj 
l^e  J  tell  me  I  am  blest : 

My  case  they  do  not  understand — 
I  think  that  I  know  best 


They  say  she  *s  ftirest  of  the 
They  drive  me  mad  and  madder. 

What  do  they  mean  by  it  ?    I  swear 
I  only  wish  they  had  her. 

Tis  true  that  she  has  lovely  locka^ 
That  OD  her  shoulders  M; 

What  would  they  say  to  see  the  box 
In  which  she  keeps  tibem  all  ? 


Her  taper  fingers,  it  is  true, 
'Twere  difficult  to  match : 

What  would  they  say  if  they  but 
How  terribly  they  scratch  ? 


TEMPBBANGB   SONG. 

Am—Fritnd  t^fm^  mmL 

Fboend  of  my  soul,  this  water  sip, 

Its  strength  you  need  not  fear; 
Tis  not  so  luscious  as  egg-flip^ 

Nor  half  so  strong  as  beer. 
Like  Jenkins  when  he  writes. 

It  can  not  touch  the  mind ; 
Unlike  what  he  indites, 

No  nausea  leaves  behind. 
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LINES 

MDVtamSED  TO  **  *♦♦♦  «►*♦«►♦  ON  THE  tOv  OF  SEPTSHBIB, 
WHEH  Wl  FiBTID  FOB  TUB  LAST  TDiB. 

FUJIUU* 

I  HAYi  watch'd  thee  with  rapture,  and  dwelt  on  thy  obanni^, 
As  link'd  in  Love's  fetters  we  wandered  each  daj; 

And  each  night  I  have  sought  a  new  life  in  thy  anns^ 
And  sigh'd  that  our  union  could  lant  not  for  aje. 

Bat  thy  life  now  depends  on  a  frail  olken  thread, 
Which  I  even  by  kindness  may  cruelly  sever, 

And  I  look  to  the  moment  of  parting  with  dread. 
For  I  feel  that  in  parting  I  lose  thee  forever. 

Sde  being  that  cherish'd  my  poor  troubled  heart  I 
Thou  knoVst  all  its  secrets-— each  joy  and  eadi  grisf ; 

And  in  sharing  them  all  thou  did'st  ever  impart 
To  its  sorrows  a  gentle  and  soothing  reliefl 

The  last  of  a  long  and  affectionate  race, 
As  thy  days  are  dedining  I  love  thee  the  more, 

For  I  feel  that  thy  loss  I  can  never  replace-^ 
That  thy  death  wiQ  but  leave  me  to  weep  and  deplorei 

Unchanged,  thou  shalt  five  in  the  mem*ry  of  years^ 
I  can  not — ^I  will  not — forget  what  thou  wert  I 

While  the  thoughts  of  thy  love  as  they  call  forth  my  tean^ 
In  fency  will  wash  thee  onoe  more — mt  last  shibt. 

Grvh-OreeL 


MADNESS. 

Tbibb  is  a  madness  of  the  hearty  not  head- 
That  in  some  bosoms  wages  endless  war ; 

Then  la  a  throe  when  other  pangs  are  dead, 
That  sbakoB  the  sfstam  to  its  ntmoBt  con. 
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Thero  ia  a  tear  more  acalding  than  the  brine 
That  streams  from  out  the  fountain  of  the  eje. 

And  like  the  lava  leaves  a  scorched  line, 
As  in  its  fiery  oourse  it  rusheth  by. 

What  is  that  madness?  Is  it  envy,  hate. 
Or  jealousy  more  cruel  than  the  grave, 

With  aU  the  attendants  that  upon  it  wait 

And  make  the  victim  now  despair,  now  rave? 

It  is  when  hunger,  dam'ring  for  relief 

Hears  a  shrill  voice  ezdaim,  "  That  graceless  siniber, 
The  cook,  has  been,  and  gone,  and  burnt  the  bee^ 

And  spilt  the  tart — in  shorty  she 's  dish  *d  the  dinner  I' 


THE   BANDIT'S    FATE. 

Hi  wore  a  brace  of  pistols  the  night  when  first  we  met. 
His  deep-lined  brow  was  fi^)wning  beneath  his  wig  of  jet, 
His  footsteps  had  the  moodiness,  his  voice  the  hollow  tone^ 
Of  a  bandit-chief,  who  feels  remorse,  and  tears  his  hair  alon»-« 
I  saw  him 'but  at  half-price,  yet  methinks  I  see  him  now, 
In  the  tableau  of  the  last  act^  with  the  blood  upon  his  brow. 

A  private  bandit's  belt  and  boots,  when  next  we  met^  he  won 
His  salary,  he  told  me,  was  lower  than  before ; 
And  standing  at  the  0.  P.  wing  he  strove,  and  not  in  vain, 
To  borrow  half  a  sovereign,  which  he  never  paid  again. 
I  saw  it  but  a  moment — and  I  wish  I  saw  it  now — 
As  he  buttoned  up  his  pocket  with  a  condescending  bow. 

And  once  again  we  met;  but  no  bandit  chief  was  there; 
His  rouge  was  off,  and  gone  that  head  of  once  luxuriant  hair 
He  lodges  in  a  two-pair  back,  and  at  the  public  near, 
He  can  not  liquidate  his  "  chalk,"  or  wipe  away  his  beer. 
I  saw  him  sad  and  seedy,  yet  methinks  I  see  him  now, 
[n  the  tableau  of  the  last  act,  with  the  blood  upon  his  brcjw 
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LINBS   WRITTEN    AFTER  A  BATILB. 

BT  AB  MBBBTAtn  BUBOOH  OV  THE  MUMIUKNTH  HAincmii 


Snnr  are  the  warrior^s  mnadefl^ 

OoDgeaCd,  alas  I  his  chyle; 
No  more  in  hostile  tunlee 

Will  he  exdte  his  biku 
Dry  18  the  epidennia^ 

A  vein  no  longer  bleeda^— 
And  the  oommonis  yennis 

Upon  the  warrior  feeds. 

Oomprefls'd,  alas  I  the  thorax, 

That  throbbed  with  joy  <»r  pain; 
Not  e'en  a  doee  of  borax 

Gould  make  it  throb  again. 
Dried  up  the  warrior^s  throat  ii^ 

AH  shattered  too,  his  head : 
Still  is  the  epiglottis —  ' 

The  warrior  is  dead. 


THE  PHRENOLOGIST  TO  HIS  MISTRESS. 


Tbovoh  largely  developed's  my  organ  of  order, 
And  though  I  possess  my  destmctiyeness  small. 

On  suicide,  dearest,  you  *]1  force  me  to  border, 
If  thus  you  are  deaf  to  my  vehement  call 

For  thee  veneration  is  daily  extending, 
On  a  head  that  fbr  want  of  it  once  was  quite  flat; 

If  thus  with  my  passion  I  find  you  contending, 
My  organs  yriH  swell  tiU  they  've  knocked  off  my  bi^ 

I  know,  of  perceptions,  I  Ve  none  of  the  dearest ; 

For  while  I  believe  that  by  thee  I  'm  beloved, 
I  'm  told  at  my  passion  thou  secretly  sneerest ; 

But  oh !  rnsiy  ihe  truth  unio  uie  never  be  proved  I 


^ 
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1 11  fly  to  DeTille,  and  a  cast  of  my  forehead 
1 11  send  unto  thee; — then  upon  thee  1 11  oaD. 

Rejection — alas  1  to  the  lover  how  horrid — 
When  'tis  passion  that  tpur^-Mn,  'tis  bitter  as  gaUL 


THE   CHEMIST   TO    HIS   LOVE. 


I  LOTS  thee,  Mary,  and  thoa  lovest 

Our  mutual  'flame  is  like  th'  affinity 

That  doth  exist  between  two  simple 

I  am  Potaasium  to  thine  Oxygen. 

'Tis  little  that  the  holy  marriage  vow 

Shall  shortly  make  us  one.    That  unity 

Is,  after  all,  but  metaphysicaL 

0,  would  that  I,  my  M^uy,  were  an  add, 

A  living  acid ;  ^ou  an  alkali 

Endow'd  with  human  sense,  that,  brought  together, 

We  both  might  ooalesoe  into  one  salt^ 

One  homogeneous  crystal    Oh  I  that  thoa 

Wert  Oarbon,  and  myself  were  Hydrogen ; 

We  would  unite  to  form  defiant  gas. 

Or  common  coal,  or  naphtha — ^would  to  heaven 

That  I  were  Phosphorus,  and  thou  wert  Lime  * 

And  we  of  Lime  composed  a  Phosphurel 

I  'd  be  content  to  be  Sulphuric  Acid, 

So  that  thou  might  be  Soda.    In  that  case 

We  should  be  Glauber's  Salt     Wert  thou  Mngneria 

Instead  we  'd  form  that's  named  from  Epsom. 

Gouldst  thou  Potassa  be,  I  Aquarfortis, 

Our  happy  union  should  that  compound  form, 

Nitrate  of  Potash— otherwise  Saltpeter. 

And  thus  our  several  natures  sweetly  blent, 

We'd  live  and  love  together,  until  death 

Should  decompose  the  fleshly  imOum  guH 

Leaving  our  souls  to  all  eternity 

Amalgamated.    Sweety  thy  name  is  Briggs 

And  mine  is  Johnson.    Wherefore  should  not  we 

Agree  to  form  a  Johnsonate  of  B/iggs  7 

We  wiH    The  day,  the  happy  day,  is  nigh, 

When  Johnson  shall  with  beauteous  Briggs  corobina 
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A   BALLAD   OF   BEDLAM. 

O,  LAOT  wake  I — the  asuxe  moon 

Is  rippling  in  the  verdant  sbefl. 
The  owl  18  warbling  his  soft  tnne^ 

Awaiting  bat  thy  snowy  eyesi 
The  joys  of  fiitare  years  are  past^ 

To-morrow's  hopes  hare  fled  away; 
8tiD  let  US  love,  and  e'en  at  last^ 

We  shall  be  happy  yesterday. 

The  early  beam  of  ros^  night 

Drives  off  the  ebon  mora  afiff. 
While  throogh  the  murmm'  of  the  Hg^t 

The  huktsman  winds  his  mad  guitar. 
Then,  lady,  wake  I  my  brigantine 

Pants;  neighs,  and  prances  to  be  free; 
Tin  the  creation  I  am  thine, 

To  some  rich  desert  fly  with  me. 


STANZAS    TO    AN    SOO. 

[bT  ▲  SPOON.] 

fiMDom  of  a  feather'd  pau^s  affection, 

Kidnapped  in  thy  downy  nest, 
Soon  for  my  break&st — sad  reflection  I— 

Mnst  thou  in  yon  pot  be  drest 

What  are  the  feelings  of  thy  mother  ? 

Poor  bereaved,  unhappy  hen  I 
Though  she  may  lay,  perchance,  another, 

Thee  she  ne'er  wtH  see  again. 

Yet  do  not  mouin.    Although  above  tbea 
Never  more  shall  parent  brood* 

Know,  dainty  darling  I  that  I  love  thee 
Denly  as  thy  mother  oonld. 


1 
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A   FRAGMENT. 

Bm  eye  was  stem  and  wild^ — his  cheek  was  pale  and  cold  aa 

clay ; 
Upon  his  tightened  lip  a  smile  of  fearfbl  meaning  lay ; 
He  mused  awhile — but  not  in  doubt--QO  trace  of  ioubt  wai 

there; 
Ij  wai  the  steady  solemn  pause  of  reaokrte  despair. 
Once  more  he  look'd  upon  the  scroUr— once  more  its  words  he 

read- 
Then  calmly,  with  nnflincbing  hand,  its  folds  before  him  spread. 
I  saw  him  bare  his  throat,  and  seuee  the  blue  oold-g^eaming  steel, 
And  grimly  try  the  tempered  edge  he  was  so  soon  to  feel  1 
A  sickness  crept  upon  my  heart,  and  dizzy  swam  my  head, — 
I  could  not  stir — ^I  could  not  ciy — ^I  felt  benumb'd  and  dead; 
Black  icy  horrors  struck  me  dumb,  and  froze  my  senses  o*er; 
I  closed  my  eyes  in  utter  fear,  and  strove  to  think  no  more. 

Again  I  looked, — a  fearful  change  across  his  face  had  pass'd— 
He  seem'd  to  raye, — on  cheek  and  lip  a  flaky  foam  was  cast; 
He  raised  on  hig^  the  ^tteimg  blade — ^Uien  first  I  found  a 

tongue — 
''Hold,  madman  I  stay  thy  firantic  deedl"  I  cried,  and  fedh  I 

sprung; 
He  heard  me,  but  he  heeded  not ;  one  glance  around  he  gave; 
And  ere  I  could  arrest  his  hand,  he  had  begun  to  cAom/ 


EATING  SONG. 

Oh  I  carve  me  yet  another  slice, 

0  help  me  to  more  gravy  still, 
There 's  naught  so  sure  as  something  nice 

To  conquer  care,  or  grief  to  kilL 

I  always  loved  a  bit  of  beet. 

When  Youth  and  Bliss  and  Hope  were  mine ; 
And  now  it  gives  my  heart  relief 

In  sorrow's  darksome  hour — to  dine  I 
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THE    SICK    CHILD. 

[BT  the  HONORABLI  WHiHXLMINA  BCIGG&J 

PVIIOU. 

A.  WBAK1IX88  seizes  on  my  mind — ^I  would  more  pudding  take ; 
Bat  all  in  vain — ^I  feel — ^I  feel — my  little  head  wiU  ache. 
Oh  1  that  I  might  alone  be  left^  to  rest  where  now  I  am, 
And  finish  with  a  piece  of  bread  that  pot  of  currant  jam. 

I  gaoe  upon  the  cake  with  tears,  and  wildly  I  deplore 
That  I  must  take  a  powder  if  I  touch  a  morsel  more, 
Or  oil  of  castor,  smoothly  bland,  will  of^d  be  to  me. 
In  wave  pellucid,  floating  on  a  cup  of  milkless  tea. 

It  may  be  so— I  can  not  tell — ^I  yet  may  do  without; 

They  need  not  know,  when  left  alone,  what  I  haye  been  about 

I  long  to  eat  that  potted  beef— to  taste  that  apple-pie; 

I  long — ^I  long  to  eat  some  more,  but  have  not  strength  to  try. 

I  gasp  for  breath,  and  now  I  know  I  've  eaten  &r  too  much ; 
^ot  one  more  crumb  of  all  the  feast  before  me  can  I  touch. 
Susan,  oh  I  Susan,  ring  the  bell,  and  call  for  mother,  dear, 
Mj  bnin  swims  round — ^I  feel  it  all — mother,  your  child  is  qnear 


THE  IMAGINATIVE  CRISIS 

Qb,  solitude  I  thou  wonder-working  &y, 
Come  maae  my  feeble  &aisj  in  your  arms, 
Though  I,  and  thee,  and  fiincy  town-pent  lay. 
Come,  call  aroimd,  a  world  of  country  charms. 
Let  all  this  room,  these  walls  dissolve  away. 
And  bring  me  Surrey's  fields  to  take  their  place : 
This  floor  be  grass,  and  draughts  as  breezes  play ; 
Yon  curtains  trees,  to  wave  in  summer's  face ; 
My  ceiling,  sky ;  my  water-jug  a  stream ; 
My  bed,  a  baiik,  on  which  to  muse  and  dream. 

19* 


1 
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The  spell  is  wrought :  imagiiuttioii  sweDa 

My  aleepiiig-room  to  hiUa^  and  woods^  and  deils  I 

I  walk  abroad,  for  naught  my  footsteps  hinder, 

And  fling  my  anna    Oh!  mil  I've  broke  the  iMMkr/ 


LINB8  TO  BE88T. 

[bT  ▲  BnJDBMT  AT  LAW.] 

Mt  head  is  like  a  title-deedy 

Or  abstract  of  the  same: 
Wherein,  my  Bessy,  thou  may'st  read 

Thine  own  long-cherish'd  name. 

Against  thee  I  my  suit  have  brou^^t, 

I  am  thy  plaintijQT  lover. 
And  for  the  heart  that  thou  hast  canght, 

An  action  lies — of  trover. 

Alas,  upon  me  eveiy  day 
The  heaviest  oosts  yon  levy: 

Oh,  give  me  back  my  heart— but  nay  I 
I  feel  I  can't  replevy. 

I  'n  love  thee  with  my  latest  breath, 

Alas,  I  can  not  you  shun, 
Till  the  hard  hand  of  a^ar^  death 

Takes  me  in  eatecution. 

Say,  BsBBT  dearest^  if  yon  will 

Aocept  me  as  a  lover  ? 
Must  true  affection  file  a  bill 

The  secret  to  discover  ? 

Is  it  my  income's  small  amoanfe 

That  leads  to  hesitatioa  ? 
Befer  the  question  of  aooonni 

To  Oufid's  arbitratioo. 
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MONODY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  AN  ONLY  CLIENT. 

Oh  I  take  away  mj  wig  and  gown. 
Their  sight  is  mockery  now  to  me  .* 

I  pace  my  chambera  up  and  down, 
Reiterating  <<  Where  is  A^T 

V   Alas  I  wild  echo,  with  a  moan, 
Murmurs  above  my  feeble  head : 
In  the  wide  world  I  am  alone ; 
Ha  I  ha  1  my  only  client's— ndead  I 

In  Tain  the  robing-room  I  seek ; 

The  very  waiters  scarcely  bow , 
Their  loola  contemptuously  speak, 

**  He 's  lost  his  only  client  now." 

E'en  the  mild  usher,  who,  of  yore. 
Would  hasten  when  his  name  I  sud, 

To  hand  in  motions,  comes  no  more^ 
Bb  knows  my  only  client's  dead. 

Ne'er  shall  I,  risxng  up  in  court, 

Open  the  pleadings  of  a  suit: 
Ne'er  shall  the  judges  cut  me  short 

While  moYing  them  for  a  computa 

No  more  with  a  consenting  brief 

Shall  I  politely  bow  my  head ; 
Where  shall  I  run  to  hide  my  grief? 

Alas  I  my  only  client's  dead. 

Imagination's  magic  power 
Brings  back,i^  dear,  as  clear  as  can  bs^ 

The  spot,  the  day,  the  very  hour, 
When  GiBt  I  sign'd  my  maiden  pleiL 

In  the  Exchequer's  hindmost  row 
I  sat,  and  some  one  touched  my  head, 

He  tendered  ten-and-siz,  but  oh  I 
That  only  client  now  is  dead. 


m  PABODIXS    AND    BtTBLJLBQUlBft* 


In  Tain  I  try  to  aing — ^I'm  hoane : 
In  vain  I  try  to  play  the  flote^ 

A  phantom  seems  to  flit  acroflB — 
It  18  the  ghost  of  a  compnta. 

I  try  to  read, — but  aU  in  vain; 

My  chamber  listlessly  I  tread; 
Be  stin,  my  heart ;  throb  lees,  my  bnift; 

Ho  I  ho  I  my  only  client's  dead. 

I  taink  I  hear  a  double  knock : 

I  did — alas  I  it  is  a  dun. 
Tailor — avauntl  my  sense  you  shock; 

He 's  dead  I  you  know  I  had  but  ooe. 

What's  this  they  thrust  into  my  hand  ? 

A  bin  returned  1 — ^ten  pounds  for  bread  I 
My  butcher's  got  a  large  demand ; 

I'mmadl  my  only  client's  dead. 


LOVE   ON   THE   OCEAN. 

Thit  met^  'twas  in  a  storm 

On  the  deck  of  a  steamer ; 
She  spoke  in  language  warm, 

Like  a  sentimental  dreamer. 
He  spoke — at  least  he  tried ; 

His  position  he  altered ; 
Then  turned  his  face  aside, 

And  his  deep-ton'd  voice  fidter'd. 

She  gazed  upon  the  wave. 

Sublime  she  declared  it; 
But  no  reply  he  gaye — 

He  ooilid  not  have  dared  it 
A  breeze  came  from  the  south, 

Across  the  billows  sweeping ; 
His  heart  was  in  his  mouth, 

And  out  he  thought 't  was  lei^Ma^ 
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«  O,  ihen,  Steward  1 ''  he  oikd 

With  the  deepest  enolloQ{ 
Then  totter'd  to  the  tide, 

And  leant  o'er  the  ooeaa* 
Th»  world  majr  think  him  odd, 

Bat  thejr  'U  jMvdon  him  with  qirfekneWi 
When  the  fact  thej  shall  be  told, 

That  he  siiffer'd  from  sea-nckneM. 


«OHl  WILT  THOU  8BW  MT  BUTTONS  0N?"« 


"  YES,  I  WILL  SEW  THY  BUTTONS  ON  ! " 

PUNCH. 


[Jvst  »t  pnMnt  DO  Ijiiflf  h§,y  le  MMant  *  muaii  di  mcUU  m  the  ebanning 
ipaalon  bftUadi  whioh,  vadtr  th*  abovt  paihittle  tltlM,  li»v«  made  a  /Wmv 
in  th«  fuhioaabto  einlM  to  whMi  tho  Adr  MmpoMr,  to  whom  they  are  attrib- 
ntod  In  the  raiiMnM  of  Maj  fair  and  BelgiaTia  (The  Hon.  Mas.  N— r— 5),  ho- 
longa.  Tho  tonohlng  erent  to  wliloh  fhoy  zafar,  fa  the  romantic  union  of  the 
Ho*.  Miat  Bir— CBS  »■  r— «— n-Hi  to  0— tv— m  bb  B— ra,  of  the  C— ds— m 
0 — ^DO,  whleh  took  the  teoM  iwawrfi  bj  ■wjiIm  laet  Maeon.  PreTioaii  to  the  tfefotr- 
(,  the  gifted  and  lofilj  eompoaor,  at  a  ball  giran  by  the  dutlDgiiiahed 
of  8  «■  p,  anddantanj  uiarbeaid  tha  ■aamhing  qneetion  of  the  gU. 
lant  bnt  pennJleii  Oaptain,  and  tha  paniomato  and  aaU-darotad  anawar  of  hi§ 
loifalj  and  nnitinaUy  adrntaad  JUmei^,    Bha  inatHatlj  nulled  homa  and 


"  Oh  1  wilt  thoo  sew  mj  buttons  on, 

When  gayer  scenes  reoall 
That  fairy  face,  that  stately  grioe, 

To  reign  amid  the  ball? 
When  Fulham's  bowers  their  sweetest  iloweif 

For  fdte-champdtres  shall  don, 
Oh  I  say,  wilt  thoo,  of  qneenly  brow. 

Still  sew  my  battens  on? 

«<  The  noble,  sweet,  are  at  thy  feet, 

To  meet  a  freesing  eye; 
The  gay,  the  great,  hi  oamp  and  atitei 

In  vain  aroond  thee  slg^ 

•  •wntthoftt  ]0TaaMlbMaiMw«'»Md*«I«IIltofa  thaa  tbMMMW 
tan  *  wo  pojFiilar  foagi  In  1819 
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Thou  tam'st  awaj,  in  BOom  of  swftj, 

To  bless  a  yoonger  aon— 
Bat  when  we  live  in  lodgings^  say, 

Wilt  aew  his  buttons  onf 


"  Yes.  I  will  sew  thy  buttons  on, 

Thco^  all  look  dark  and  drear; 
And  scant,  they  say,  lieutenant's  pay, 

Two  hundred  pounds  a  year. 
Let  How'll  and  James  tempt  weslthier  dama^ 

Of  gands  and  gems  1 11  none; 
Kor  ask  to  roam,  bat  sit  at  home^ 

And  sew  thy  buttons  on  I 

^  When  ladies  blnsh  'neath  knters^  flndb, 

And  &st  the  walteers  fly, 
Though  tame  at  tea  I  bide  with  thee^ 

No  tear  shall  dim  my  eye. 
When  summer's  dose  brings  Ohiswiok  dio' 

When  aU  from  town  have  gone, 
1 11  sit  me  down,  nor  poat  nor  frowa, 

Bat  sew  ihy  buttons  on  1" 


THB   PAID   BILL 

▲  BAUJLD  OF  DOIOnO  ■OOSOMT. 

O  iTiOro  not  this  receipt  away. 
Given  by  one  who  trusted  thee ; 

Ifistakes  wiU  happen  every  day 
However  honest  folks  may  be. 

And  sad  it  is,  love,  twice  to  pay ; 

So  cast  not  that  receipt  away  1 

Ah,  yes ;  if  e'er,  in  future  hours, 
When  we  this  bill  have  aU  foigot^ 

They  send  it  in  again — ye  powen  I— 
And  swear  that  we  have  paid  it 

How  sweet  to  know,  on  sudi  a  day 

We  Ve  never  cast  recdptp  away  I 


PAB0DIB8    AND    BtTBLVBQUBB.  40 


PARODY  FOB  A  REFORMED  PARLIAMENT. 

PUHOB 

Thi  quality  of  bribery  is  deep  stained ; 

It  droppelii  from  a  hand  bebind  the  door 

Into  the  voter's  palm.    It  is  twice  dirty : 

It  dirts  both  him  that  gives^  and  him  that  takesi 

Tis  basest  in  the  basest^  and  becomes 

Low  blacklegs  more  than  servants  of  the  Grown. 

Those  swindlers  show  the  force  of  venal  power. 

The  attribute  to  trick  and  roguery, 

Whereby  'tis  managed  that  a  bad  horse  wins : 

But  bribery  is  below  their  knaviah  **  lay." 

It  is  the  vilest  of  dishonest  things; 

It  was  the  attribute  to  Gktton's  sdf ; 

And  other  boroughs  most  like  Gktton  show 

When  bribery  smothers  conscience.    Therefore,  you, 

Whose  consoienoe  takes  the  fee,  consider  this — 

That  in  the  cause  of  just  reform,  you  all 

Should  lose  your  franchise:  we  do  dislike  bribery; 

And  that  didike  doth  cause  us  to  ol]|jeot  to 

fhe  deeds  of  W.R 


THE   WAITER. 

fVMttli 

I  MR  the  waiter  in  his  prime 

At  a  magnificent  hotel ; 
His  hair,  untinged  by  care  or  time. 

Was  oiled  and  brushed  exceeding  weD. 
When  "  waiter,**  was  the  impatient  cry, 

In  accents  growing  stronger. 
He  seem'd  to  murmur  ^  By  and  by, 

Wait  a  litde  longer." 

Witmn  a  year  we  met  once  more, 

'T  was  in  another  part  of  town — 
An  humbler  air  the  waiter  wore, 

I  fiiDcied  he  was  going  down. 
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StiD,  when  I  shouted  ^  Waiter,  fareadr 
He  came  out  rather  stronger, 

As  if  he  *d  say  with  toss  of  head, 
'<  Wait  a  little  longer." 


Time«takes  us  on  through  many  a  graoe; 

Of  "  ups  and  downs*'  I  've  had  my 
Passing  f\ill  often  through  the  shade 

And  sometimes  loitering  in  the  son. 
I  and  the  waiter  met  again 

At  a  small  inn  at  Ongar; 
Still,  when  I  call'd,  *t  was  ahnost 

He  bade  me  wait  the  longer. 


Another  time— years  since  the 
At  eating-house  I  sought  rdief 

From  present  care  and  troubles  past^ 
In  a  small  plate  of  round  of  beeC 

''One  bee^  and  taturs,**  was  the  cry, 
In  tones  than  mine  much  stronger; 

T  was  the  old  waiter  standing  bj, 
^  Waiting  a  little  longer." 

I  Ve  marked  him  now  for  many  a  jrev; 

I  Ve  seen  his  coat  more  rasty  grow ; 
Wb  linen  is  less  bright  and  dear, 

Wa  polished  pumps  are  on  the  ga 
Tom  are,  alas  I  his  Berlin  gloyes — 

They  iised  to  be  much  stronger, 
The  waiter's  whole  appearance  prorea 

He  can  not  wait  much  longer. 

• 

I  sometimes  see  the  waiter  still ; 

'Gainst  want  he  wages  feeble  strife ; 
fle  's  at  the  bottom  of  the  hiD, 

Downward  has  been  his  path  throng  Hfc. 
Of  "  waiter,  waiter,"  there  are  cries^       % 

Which  louder  grDW  and  stronger ; 
Tis  to  old  Time  he  now  repUes^ 

«  Wait  a  little  longer.*' 


if/^CerC^ 
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LAST  APPENDIX  TO  "YANKEE  DOODLR» 

puNOB,  185L 

Yankxb  Doodle  sent  to  Town 

His  goods  for  exhibition ; 
Ereiy  body  ran  him  down. 

And  laugh'd  at  his  position. 
Ihey  thooght  him  all  the  world  behind ; 

A  goney,  mtiff,  or  noodle ; 
Laugh  on,  good  people — ^never  mind-^- 

Says  qmet  YAmoa  Doodle. 

CkoruM, — Yahkxe  Doodle,  et& 

Yahkxe  Doodle  had  a  craft, 

A  rather  tidy  clipper, 
And  he  challenged,  while  they  laughed, 

The  Britishers  to  whip.  her. 
Their  whole  yacht-squadron  she  outqMd, 

And  that  on  their  own  water ;  ^ 

Of  all  the  lot  she  went  a-head, 

And  they  came  nowhere  arter. 

Chorm, — ^Yahkee  Doodle,  et& 

O'er  Panama  there  was  a  scheme 

Long  talk'd  o^  to  pursue  a 
Short  route— which  many  thought  a  dreaa-» 

By  Lake  Nicaragua. 
John  Bull  discussed  the  plan  on  foot, 

With  slow  irresolution, 
WhQe  Yaivksb  Doodle  went  and  put 

It  into  execution. 

Chonu. — ^Yankee  Doodle,  etc. 

A  steamer  of  the  Ck)LLiN8  linC; 

A  Yankee  Doodle's  notion, 
Has  also  quickest  cut  the  brine 

Across  the  Atlantic  OceanT 
And  British  agents,  no  ways  dow 

Her  merits  to  disooTer, 
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Haye  been  and  bought  her— just  to  tow 
The  CuKABD  packets  over. 

ChoruB, — ^Tankb  Doodli,  etc 

Your  gunsmiths  of  their  skill  may  oraok, 

But  that  again  don't  mention : 
I  guess  that  Colts'  revolyers  whack 

Their  very  first  invention. 
By  Yankb  Doodlb,  too,  you  're  beat 

Downright  in  Agriculture, 
With  his  machine  for  reaping  whea^ 

Ohaw'd  up  as  by  a  vulture. 

Ohomu. — Yahko  Doodle,  etc 

You  also  fimcied,  in  your  pride^ 

Which  truly  is  tarnation, 
Them  British  locks  of  youm  defied 

The  rogues  of  all  creation ; 
But  Ghubbs'  and  Brjjcah's  Hobbs  has  piol^d. 

And  you  must  now  be  vievr'd  aU 
Ab  having  been  completely  licked 

By  gbrious  Yankb  Doodlb 

Charm. — Yankb  Dooou^  ete. 


LINBS    FOR   MUSIC. 


OoMB  strike  me  the  harp  with  its  soul-stirring  twang, 
The  drum  shall  reply  with  its  holiowest  bang; 
Up,  up  in  the  air  with  the  light  tamborine^ 
And  let  tiie  dull  ophedeide's  groan  intervene; 
For  such  is  our  life,  lads,  a  chaos  of  sounds^ 
Through  which  the  gay  traveler  actively  bounds. 
With  the  voice  of  the  public  the  statesman  most  chimd^ 
And  change  the  key-note,  boys,  exacdy  in  tune ; 
The  lawyer  wiU  coolly  his  client  survey, 
As  an  instrument  mcFely  whereon  he  can  play. 
Then  harp,  drum,  and  cymbals  together  shall  clangs 
With  a  loud-t  x)ra]  lira,  right  tooral,  ban^^  bang  I 
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DRAMA   FOR  EVERT-DAY   LIFE. 

LITDOAn  HILL. — ^A  MT8TKRT. 

PUVG& 


Mx.  Mbasows       .       •       •       •      ^  OMMilnP  OaiKttfiiMM. 

Pkawkj.        •       .       •       •  With  a  ktavff  hMtrt  and  Hgktpigtnk 

Bbowv f 

jfgg,^ f  JVtoidt  of  Mck  athtr. 

f    Who  wtU  atttmpt  th»  mmg  qf  **  A| 
isuMDT.«OAun   .      ,      .     .^  fh$Bam^BnuiXmoL" 

f%e  Soene  reprumia  LudgcUe  BiU  in  (Ke  midcOe  of  the  day;  Pam* 
engen^  OmmbuaeB,  de.^  etc,  passing  to  and  fro, 

MsADOWB  eniers,  musing, 

MudowB,    I  stand  at  last  on  Ludgate's  fiunous  hOl ; 
I  We  trayened  Farringdon's  frequented  Yale, 
I  'to  quitted  Holbom's  heights — the  slopes  of  Snow, 
Where  Skinner^s  sinuous  street,  with  tortuous  track, 
Trepans  the  trayeler  toward  the  field  of  Smith; 
That  field,  whose  scents  burst  on  the  offended  nose 
With  foulest  flayor,  while  the  thrioe  shocked  ear, 
Thrice  shocked  with  bellowing  blasphemy  and  blowa^ 
Making  one  compound  of  Satanic  sound, 
Is  stunned,  in  physical  and  moral  sense. 
But  this  is  Ludgate  Hill — here  commerce  thriyes; 
Here,  merchants  cany  trade  to  such  a  height 
That  competition,  bursting  builders'  bonds, 
Scarts  from  the  shop,  and  rushing  through  the  root 
Unites  the  basement  with  the  floors  aboye ; 
Till,  like  a  giant^  that  outgrows  his  strength, 
The  whole  concern,  struck  with  abrupt  collapse, 
In  one  "  tremendous  failure"  totters  down  I — 
Tia  food  on  which  philosophy  may  fatten. 

CTums  itmnd,  maibis,  and  looks  IntQ  a  Avp  #l&iaw 

MrUer  Pbiowxll,  talking  to  himsetf, 

PngivdL    I  'ye  made  a  sorry  day  of  it  thus  far; 
I  Ve  fathomed  fifty  pockets,  all  in  yain ; 
I  'ye  spent  in  omnibuses  half-iMsrown ; 
I  'ye  ransacked  forty  female  retiotileii — 
knd  nothing  found — some  buaiDeeB  most  be  don*^ 
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By  Jove — ^I  *d  rather  turn  Laacar  at  onoe : 

Allow  the  wahiut's  devastatiDg  juioe 

To  track  its  inky  course  along  my  cheek, 

And  stain  my  British  brow  with  Indian  brow& 

Or,  &iling  that,  I  'd  rather  drape  myself 

In  cheap  white  cotton,  or  gay  colored  chintfr— 

Hang  roimg  my  ear  the  massiye  curtain-nng-" 

With  strings  of  bold,  effectLve  glassy  beads 

Oirde  my  neck — and  play  the  Brahmin  Priest, 

To  win  the  syiupathy  of  passing  crowdsy 

And  melt  the  sQyer  in  the  stranger's  purse. 

But  ah  I  {Mimg  Miadows)  the  land  of  promise  looms  befbra  at 

The  bulging  skirts  of  that  provincial  ooat 

Tell  tales  of  well-filled  podcelrbooks  within. 

CCtoM  behind  Meftdom  and  ampllsi  Ua ; 

1%]8  is  indeed  a  prise ! 


Yoor  pardon,  sir; 
Is  thia  the  way  to  Newgate? 

Meadows.  ^^7>  indeed 

I  scarce  can  say ;  I  *m  but  a  stranger  here, 
I  should  not  like  to  misdirect  yon. 

PrigtoeO.  Thankyon, 

I H  find  the  way  to  Newgate  by  mysdf 

Meadows  (stSl  mtuing).    This  is  indeed  a  great  MetropoIiSb 

Enter  Bund  Yooalibt. 

BUnd  VoeaUst  idnfflfi0,  Hqr*  tii«  bonnjl  {Knoeka  up  effotnai  Mbadowi, 
who  ecsiCi.  Hoi  fh«  bonnf— (A pantngtr  kHoeks up  Offolnti  thB  Bmm ▼ocui«> 
UK  an  the  other  tdde).  Hey,  flie  bomiji— Cd  tmtehoi^e  tmg  etrtkee  the  BLm) 
VooALxvr  in  the  cAeeO— breast  knot.  Ae  he  eonUmue  dniging  **  Hepy  the  ftofuty  i 
ho,  the  fronviy,**  the  Buan  yooALiaT  eneownben  varUme  eeUieione,  mnd  Am 
bnath  being  taken  moag  bgf  apoke  or  a  pmeh  bateMti  eaeh  bar^  he  is  earriod 
meau  bu  the  atream  ef  paaeen4fen, 

Enter  Brown  and  Jon£&    Meeting^  (hey  stop  and  shake  hatsds 
meet  cordkHhf  for  several  minuUs, 

Brown.    How  are  you,  JoNds  ? 

Jones,  Why,  Brown,  I  do  declare 

'Tis  quite  an  age  since  you  and  I  have  mei. 
BrowTk    I  'm  quite  delighted. 

Jones,  I  'm  'extremely  glad. 

CAnavkvard 
Brown,     Well  I  and  how  are  yoa? 
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Jomm,  Thank  you,  yeiy  well; 

And  yon,  I  hope  are  well  ? 

Brown.  Quite  well,  I  thaok  you. 

CAnolher  awkward  piunb 

JbneB,    Oh  I — ^by  the  way — have  you  seen  Thomson  lately  ? 

Brawn.    Not  yeiy  lately.    {AfUr  a  poMse^  and  aa  ^  ttruA 
wUh  a  happy  idea).    But  I  met  with  Smith — 
A  week  ago. 

Jones,  Oh  I  did  you  though,  indeed  ? 

And  how  was  Smiti  ^ 

Brown,  Why,  he  seemed  pretty  weD. 

[Anottmr long paaie;  at tii«  eod  of  irhleh both  i^paar m if 
thoj  were  going  to  ipoak  to  OMh  olfaor. 

Jones.    I  beg  your  pardon. 

SmiUh.  You  were  going  to  speak  ? 

Jones.    Oh  I  nothing.    I  was  only  going  to  say — 

6ood  morning. 

Sndih.  Oh  I  and  so  was  L    Gk)od-day. 

CBoth  ■bako  bands,  and  an  going  off  in  opporite  dfroeUonf,  irhoa 
Bmifh  tnma  round.  JonM  taming  round  at  the  Mino  tfana 
thoj  both  rotnm  and  look  at  aaoh  othar. 

Jones.    I  thought  you  wished  to  speak,  by  looking  back. 
Brown.    Oh  no.    I  thought  the  same. 
Boih  logeOier.  Good-by  I     Gk)od-by ! 

[Exennt  Anally ;  and  tho  oonToraatlon  and  tha  enrtain  drop 


PBOCLIVIOB. 

(1  fl^JU  Variation  on  JjjoKonajJom'w  **  Exobiaob.**) 

The  shades  of  night  were  falling  fast^ 
As  toward  the  Haymarket  there  pass'd 
A  youth,  whose  look  told  in  a  trice 
That  his  taste  chose  the  queer  device— 
PboouyioitI 


hat^  a  wide-awake;  beneath 
He  tapp'd  a  cane  against  his  teeth ; 
His  eye  was  bloodshot^  and  there  rung| 
ICdst  scraps  of  slang,  in  unknown  toogiii^ 
pROounoB  I 
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In  calm  fimtrfloora  he  s&w  the  light 
Of  drdes  oosy  for  the  night ; 
Bat  hi  ahead  the  gas-lamps  g^ow ; 
He  tam*d  his  head,  and  mormur'd  "  Slow,** 
PbooltviobI 

*'  Oome  early  home,'*  his  Uncle  said, 
"  We  aU  are  early  off  to  bed ; 
The  fiunily  blame  yon  far  and  wide ;" 
Bat  load  that  noisy  yonth  replied — 
PboguyiobI 

**  Stay/'  said  his  Aant,  "  oome  home  to  119 , 
Barly  retire — get  early  up." 
A  wink  half  qtiiyered  in  his  eye; 
He  answered  to  the  old  dame's  sigh^ 
PboouyiorI 

**  Wnd  how  you  meddle  with  that  lamp  I 
And  mind  the  pavement,  for  it's  damp  T 
Snch  was  the  Peeler^s  last  good-night 
A  fiunt  Toiee  stutter'd  out  "  All  right" 

PROOLIVIOR I      ■ 

• 

At  break  of  day,  as  far  West-ward 
A  cab  roll'd  o'er  the  highways  hard, 
The  early  mover  stopp*d  to  stare 
At  the  wfld  shouting  of  the  fare— 
Prooliyior  I 

And  by  the  bailiff's  faithful  hound. 
At  break&st-timc,  a  youth  was  foond. 
Upon  three  chairs,  with  aspect  nice, 
Tnie  to  his  young  life's  qu  er  device, 
Proolivior  I 


Thence,  on  a  dull  and  muggy  day, 
They  bore  him  to  th**  Bench  away, 
And  there  for  seveial  months  he  lay, 
While  friends  speak  gravely  as  they 
PbocuyiorI 
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JONES  AT  THE  BARBER'S  SHOP. 

vnttoHm 
> — A  Barhm'8  Shop,    Barber^ s  men  engaged  in  c*Mng  haitf 
making  wigs,  and  other  harbereejue  operaUone. 

EnJUa-  JoNxs^  mefUng  Oilt  ihe  (order. 

J&nea,    I  wish  mj  hair  cut 
OGy.    Pray,  sir,  take  a  seat 

OnuTpatoadudrforJoimtiVlMilta    Dulng  the  fottowlBg  dfalogM  OobV  M» 
llmnt  cDtdng  Joirai*t  hair. 

Oihf,  We  Ve  had  much  wet^  air. 

J&nee,  Very  mnotk,  indeed. 

Oify.  And  jet  November's  early  days  were  fine. 

Jonee.  They  were. 

OOy.  I  hoped  fidr  weather  might  haye  lasted  ns 
Until  the  end. 

Jonee,  At  one  time— so  did  L 

Oify.  But  we  have  had  it  yery  wet 

Jimee,  We  have. 

OOtf,    I  know  not)  sir,  who  cut  your  hair  last  time ; 
Bnt  this  I  say,  sir,  it  was  badly  out : 
No  doubt  'twas  in  the  country. 

Jones.    No  I  in  townl 

OQif.    Indeed  I    I  should  have  fanded  otherwise. 

Jones,    'T  was  cut  in  town — and  in  this  very  room. 

0%.    Amazement ! — but  I  now  remember  welL 
We  had  an  awkward,  new  provincial  hand, 
A.  fellow  from  the  country.     Sir,  he  di^ 
Bf  ore  damage  to  my  business  in  a  week 
Than  all  my  skiU  can  in  a  year  repair. 
He  must  have  cut  your  hair. 

Jones  (looking  ai  him).    No — ^'t  was  yourseI£ 

OUg.    Myself  I    Impossible  I    You  must  mistake. 

Jones     I  don*t  mistake — ^'t  was  you  that  cut  my  hidr. 
[A  long  paoM,  faitemiptad  oolj  bj  the  dipping  of  Um 

OOjf  Your  hair  is  very  dry,  sir. 
Jones,    Oh  I  indeed. 

OStf,  Our  Vegetable  Extract  moistens  it 

imes,  I  like  it  dry. 


1 
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Oibf.    But,  or,  the  luur  when  dry 
rorns  quickly  gray. 

Jones,    That  color  I  prefer. 

OQy.    But  hair,  when  gray,  will  rapidly  &11  ofl^ 
And  baldness  will  ensue. 

Jones.    I  would  be  bald. 

0%.    Perhaps  you  mean  to  say  you  *d  like  a  mg, — 
We  Ve  wigs  so  natural  they  can't  be  told 
Ft  >m  real  hair. 

Jones,    Deception  I  detest 

CAnokher  paiue  ensaea,  dnrtog  vhloh  OxLTblom  down  Jon^t  naek,  and  nlkftm 
Um  frooL  the  linan  wimpp«r  Inirhtfdi  1m  has  been  anreloped  dwi§ag  the  pneHi 
of  balr-o::tting. 

Oily.    We  've  brushes^  soape^  and  scent^  of  every  kind. 
Jones,    I  see  you  have.    (Pays  6dL)    I  think  you  11  find  thai 

right. 
OUy.    If  there  is  nothing  I  can  show  you,  sir. 
Jones,    No :  nothing.    Yet — ^there  may  be  something  too, 
That  you  may  show  me. 
OQy,    Name  it,  sir. 
Jones,    The  door. 

OQy  (to  his  man).    That's  a  rum  customer  at  any  rate. 
Had  I  out  him  as  short  as  he  cut  me, 
How  little  hair  upon  his  head  would  be  I 
But  if  kind  friends  will  all  our  pains  requite, 
We  H  hope  for  better  luck  another  night 

Ottiop-bcn  ringa  and  curtain  fUI» 


THE  SATED   ONE. 

fnUPBOMPTn  AITBB  CHRISTIfAB  DimnEB.] 

It  may  not  be— go  maidens^  go, 
Nor  tempt  me  to  the  mistletoe; 
I  once  could  dance  beneath  its  bough, 
But  must  no^  will  not^  can  not^  now  I 

A  weight — a  load  within  I  bear ; 
It  is  not  madness  nor  despair; 
But  I  require  to  be  at  rest^ 
So  that  my  burden  may— digeiit  f 
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SAPPHICS   OP  THB  CABSTAND* 

PUNOB. 

lyiend  of  Seff-OovemmenL 

Sbdt  Oab-driver,  widther  art  thou  going  ? 
Bad  is  ihj  &te — ^redujed  to  law  and  order, 
Local  self-govemment  yielding  to  the  gripe  of 

Oentralization. 

Victim  of  FiTZBOT  1  litde  think  the  ILP.s, 

Lording  it  o*er  cab,  ^buB,  lodging-house,  and  grave-yardi 

Of  the  good  times  when  eyeiy  Anglo  Saxon's 

House  was  his  castle. 

Bay,  hapless  8u£ferer,  was  it  Mr.  Ghaowiok — 
Underground  foe  to  the  British  Constitution — 
Or  my  Lord  SHAnssBUBT,  put  up  Mb.  Fftzbot 

Thus  to  assail  you  ? 

Was  it  the  growth  of  Continental  notions, 
Or  was  it  the  Metropolitan  poHce-foroe 
Prompted  this  blow  at  Ltmushfaki^  that  firee  and 

Easiest  of  doctrines  ? 

Have  you  not  read  Mr.  Toulmin  Smith's  great  wmic  oo 
Oentndization ?    If  you  hare  n%  buy  it; 
Meanwhile  I  should  be  glad  at  once  to  hear  your 

View  on  the  snlject 

View  on  the  subjeck  ?  jiggered  if  I  Ve  got  one ; 
Only  I  wants  no  oentrylisin',  I  don't — 
Which  I  suppose  it's  a  crusher  standin'  sentry 

Hover  a  cabstand. 

a 

Whereby  if  we  gives  e'er  a  word  o'  cheek  to 
Parties  as  rides,  they  pulls  us  up  like  winkin'— 
And  them  there  blessed  beaks  is  down  upon  us 

Dead  as  an  'ammarl 
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Ab  fa*  Mr.  Toxtlmdi  Smith,  can  t  eay  I  kno WB  him  ■ 
But  88  you  talks  bo  werry  like  a  gem'xDan, 
PerbapB  you  *re  goin  in  *anaome  style  to  stand  a 

ShiUin'  aniile,  sir? 

IHend  of  Sdf-GhvemmmU. 

1  gire  a  shilling?    I  will  see  thee  hanged  first— 
Qixpeace  a  mile— or  driye  me  strai^t  to  Bow-atxeei— 
Idle,  Hl-mannered,  dissipated,  dirty, 

Insolent  FMoal  I 


JUSTICE  TO  SCOTLAND* 

[an  nilFUBIiIBHED  POBM  BT  BUBMB.] 


tOXJkMIK 


FUMUIL 


0  MioKLB  yeuks  the  keckle  doup, 

An'  a'  unsicker  gims  the  graith, 
For  wae  and  wae !  the  crowdies  loup 

0*er  jouk  an'  hallan,braw  an'  baith. 
Where  ance  the  coggie  hirpled  fiiir, 

And  blithesome  poortith  toomed  tiie  lod^ 
There 's  nae  a  bumie  giglet  rare 

But  blaws  in  Oka  jinking  ooo£ 

The  routhie  bield  that  gars  the  gear 

Is  gone  where  glint  the  pawky  eeiL 
And  aye  the  stound  is  birkin  lear 

Where  sconnered  yowies  wheepea 
The  creeshie  raz  wT  skelpin'  kaes 

Nae  mair  the  howdie  bicker  whaii^b, 
Nor  weanies  in  their  wee  bit  daes     • 

Qlour  light  as  Lammies  wi'  their  sangB. 

Yet  loeze  me  on  my  bonnie  bykel 
My  drappie  aiblins  blinks  the  noo^ 

*  la  Ikis  poem  ^hm  ScoMah  words  mad  phnMi  u«  all  Indiormnty 
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An'  leesome  hiye  has  lapt  the  djk» 

Forgatherin'  just  a  wee  bit  fon. 
And  SooTU  t  while  thy  rantin'  knt 

Is  mirk  and  moop  with  gowans  fine^ 
1 11  stowlins  pit  my  nnoo  bnmt^ 

An'  deek  my  duds  for  aold  lang  ijna. 


THE  POETICAL  COOKERY-BOOK, 

THB  STBAK. 

Th§amr 


Of  Steak— of  Steak— of  prime  Romp  Sleak— 
A  fliioe  of  half-inoh  thickness  take, 
Without  a  blemish,  soft  and  sound ; 
In  weight  a  little  more  than  a  pound. 
Who'd  oook  a  Stake— who 'd  oook  a  Steak- 
Must  a  fire  dear  proceed  to  make: 
Wiih  the  red  aboye  and  the  red  betow, 
In  one  delicious  genial  glow. 
If  a  coal  should  come,  a  blaae  to  make, 
Have  patience  I  You  must  n't  put  on  your  StoalL 

First  rub — ^yes,  rub— with  suet  &^ 

The  gridiron's  bars,  then  on  it  flat 

Impose  the  meat ;  and  the  fire  soon 

WOl  make  it  ang  a  delicious  tune. 

And  when  'tis  brown'd  by  the  genial  g^w, 

Just  turn  the  upper  side  below. 

Both  sides  with  brown  being  oover'd  o'er, 

For  a  moment  you  broil  your  Steak  no  mors^ 

But  on  a  hot  dish  let  it  rest. 

And  add  of  butter  a  slice  of  the  best ; 

In  a  minute  or  two  the  pepper-box  take^ 

And  with  it  gently  dredge  your  Steak. 

When  seasoned  quite,  upon  the  fire 
Some  fiirther  time  it  will  require ; 
And  over  and  oyer  be  sure  to  turn 
Tour  Steak  till  done— nor  let  it  bum ; 
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For  nothing  drires  me  half  so  wild 
Ab  a  nice  Bump  Steak  in  the  oooking  ApUl 
I  *ye  liyed  in  pleasure  mixed  with  grie( 
On  fish  and  fowl,  and  mutton  and  beef, 
With  plenty  of  cash,  and  power  to  raoge^ 
But  my  Steak  I  nerer  wished  to  change; 
For  a  Steak  was  always  a  treat  to  me, 
At  breakfast^  luncheon,  dinner,  or  tea. 


BOASTBD  SnOKIKG-PI€h< 


OoQKB  who  'd  roast  a  Sucking-pig^ 
Purchase  one  not  over  big ; 
Ooarse  ones  are  not  worth  a  fig ; 

So  a  young  one  buy. 
See  that  he  is  scalded  well 
(That  is  done  by  those  who  sell)^ 
Therefore  on  that  point  to  dweU, 

Were  absurdity. 

Sage  and  bread,  mix  just  enough 
Salt  and  pepper  qucmium  ivff^ 
And  the  Pig's  interior  stufi^ 

With  the  whole  combined. 
To  a  fire  that's  rather  high. 
Lay  it  till  completely  dry ; 
Then  to  every  part  apply 

Goth,  with  butter  lined. 

Dredge  with  flour  o'er  and  o'er, 
Tin  the  Pig  will  hold  no  more ; 
Then  do  nothing  else  before 

'Tis  for  serving  fit 
Then  scrape  off  the  flour  with 
Then  a  butter'd  doth  prepare ; 
Bub  it  well ;  then  cut — not 

Off  the  head  of  it 
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Then  take  oat  and  mix  the  braum 
With  the  gravj  it  contains ; 
While  it  on  the  spit  remains, 

Out  the  Pig  in  twa 
Ghqp  the  sage,  and  chop  the  breid 
Fine  as  yery  finest  shred ; 
O'er  it  melted  butter  spread — 

Stinginess  won't  do. 

When  it  in  the  dish  appears^ 
Garnish  with  the  jaws  and  ean; 
And  when  dinner-hour  nean^ 

Ready  let  it  be. 
Who  can  offer  such  a  dish 
liaj  dispense  with  fowl  and  fish; 
And  if  he  a  guest  should  wish, 

Let  him  send  for  me  1 


BBIGNBT   DB   POMMB. 


^Ma  fiitters  and  lollipops  though  we  may  roam, 
On  the  whole,  there  is  nothing  like  Beignet  de  Pomnwo. 
Of  flour  a  pound,  with  a  glass  of  milk  share, 
And  a  half  pound  of  butter  the  mixture  will  bear. 
Pomme !  Pomme  I  Beignet  de  Ponmie  I 
Of  Beignets  there 's  none  like  the  Beignet  de  Pomme  I 

A  Beignet  de  Pomme,  you  will  work  at  m  vain. 

If  you  stir  not  the  mixture  again  and  again ; 

Some  beer,  just  to  thin  it,  may  into  it  fall ; 

Stir  up  that^  with  three  whites  of  eggs,  added  to  all 
Pomme  I  Pomme  I  Beignet  de  Ponune  I 
Of  Beignets  there 's  none  like  the  Beignet  de  Ponmie  I 

Six  apples,  when  peeled,  you  must  carefully  slice, 
And  cut  out  the  cores — ^if  you  11  take  my  advice ; 
Then  dip  them  in  batter,  and  fry  till  they  foam. 
And  you  'H  have  in  six  minutes  your  Beignet  de  Fommei 
Pomme  I  Pomme  I  Beignet  de  Pomme  1 
Of  Beignets  there 's  none  like  the  Beignet  d«  Pommel 
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OHEBBT    PIB 


OHBtBTPnl  ChenyPiel  Piel  I  orj, 

Kentiwh  cherries  you  may  buy. 

If  BO  be  you  ask  me  where 

To  put  the  fruity  IH  answer  "Therel" 

In  the  dish  your  fruit  must  lie, 

When  you  make  your  Oheny  Pie. 

Cherry  Pie  I  Oheny  Pie  1  elc^ 

GherryPie!  Cherry  Piel  Piel  Iciy, 
Full  and  fiur  ones  mind  you  buy 
Whereabouts  the  orust  should  go^ 
Any  fool,  of  course  will  know ; 
In  the  midst  a  cup  may  lie. 
When  you  make  your  Cherry  Pie. 

Cheny  Pie  I  Cherry  Pie  I  et& 


DBYILBD   BISCUIT. 


**  A  nox  Devil'd  Biscuit,"  said  Jkvkims  enchanted, 

'^  I  'U  haye  after  dinner — ^the  thought  is  diyine  1" 
The  biscuit  was  bought^  and  he  now  only  wanted — 

To  fully  enjoy  it— «  glass  of  good  wine. 
He  flew  to  the  pepper,  and  qat  down  before  it, 

And  at  peppering  the  well-butter'd  biscuit  he  went; 
Then,  some  cheese  in  a  paste  mix*d  with  mustard  spread  o'ei  il 

And  down  to  be  grill'd  to  the  kitchen  *t  was  sent 

'  Oh  I  how,"  said  the  Cook,  "  can  I  this  think  of  grilling^ 

When  common  the  pepper  ?  the  whole  will  be  flat 
But  here 's  the  Cayenne ;  if  my  master  is  willing, 

I  *11  make,  if  he  pleases,  a  devil  with  that" 
80  the  Footman  ran  up  with  the  Cook's  obserration 

To  Jenkins,  who  gave  him  a  terrible  look : 
^  Oh,  go  to  the  devil  f"  forgetting  his  station, 

Was  the  answer  that  Jenkins  sent  down  to  the  Cook. 
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BBD  HBBBIKG8. 


IfjRF  me  at  breakfast  alone^ 

And  then  I  will  g^ye  yon  a  ditih 
Which  really  deseryes  to  be  known, 

Though  it  *8  not  the  genteeleet  of  flflh. 
Yon  must  promise  to  oome,  for  I  said 

A  splendid  Bed  Herring  I  *d  buy- 
Nay,  torn  not  away  your  proud  head ; 

You  11  like  it,  I  know,  when  yoa  try. 

If  moisture  the  Herring  betray, 

Drain,  tiU  from  moisture  'tis  free; 
Warm  it  through  in  the  usual  way. 

Then  serre  it  for  you  and  for  meu 
A  ineee  of  oold  butter  prepare, 

To  rub  it  when  ready  it  lies; 
Hgguaanoft  and  potatoes  don't  qpar^ 

And  the  flavor  will  cause  you  smpriaa 


IBISH  STBW. 


Ibibb  stew,  Irish  stew! 

Whatever  else  my  dinner  t«^ 
Qnoe  again,  once  again, 

I'd  hare  a  dish  of  thee. 


Mutton  chops,  and  onion 

Let  the  water  corer. 
With  potatoes,  fresh  and  nice; 
Boil^  but  not  quite  oyer, 
'Irish  stew,  Irish  stew  1 
Ne'er  from  thee^  my  taste  will  itny* 
I  could  eat 
Such  a  treat 
Nearly  eyery  day. 

Iia,la,ks1af 
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BABLBT   BBOTH. 


A  AAsm  of  Barley  Broth  makey  make  fbr  me ; 

Give  those  who  prefer  it^  the  plain : 
No  matter  the  broth,  so  of  barley  it  be^ 

If  we  ne'er  taste  a  basin  again. 
For,  oh !  when  three  pounds  of  good  mutton  yoa  bay. 

And  of  most  of  its  hi  dispoaseas  it^ 
In  a  stewpan  nnooTer*d,  at  firsts  let  it  lie ; 

Then  in  water  prooeed  to  dress  it 
Hurrah  I  hurrah  I  hurrah  I 
In  a  stewpan  uncoyer'd,  at  firs^  let  it  lie ; 

Then  in  water  prooeed  to  drees  it 

What  a  teacup  will  hold — ^you  should  first  have  been  toU^ 

Of  barley  you  gently  should  boQ ; 
The  peaxl-barley  choose— *tis  the  nicest  that 's  sold— 

All  others  the  mixture  might  spoil 
Of  carrots  and  turnips,  small  onions,  green  peas 

(If  the  price  of  the  last  don't  distress  one), 
Wx  plenty ;  and  boU  altogether  with  these 

Your  basin  of  Broth  when  you  dress  one. 
Hurrah!  hurrah  I  hurrah  I 
Two  hours  together  the  articles  boil ; 

There 's  your  basin  of  Broth,  if  you  'd  dress  one. 


OALF'S  HBABT. 


Maid  of  all  work,  as  a  part 
Of  my  dinner,  cook  a  heart ; 
Or,  since  such  a  dish  is  best, 
Give  me  that,  and  leave  the  rest 
Take  my  orders,  ere  I  go ; 
Heart  of  calf  we  '11  cook  thee  soc     • 

Buy — to  price  you  're  not  confined^ 
Such  a  heart  as  suits  your  mind : 
Buy  some  suet — and  enough 
Of  the  herbs  required  to  stuff; 
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Buy  some  le  non-peel — and,  oh  I 
Heart  of  ca^  we  *11  fill  tiiee  sa 

Buj  flome  onions— ^ust  a  taste- 
Boy  enough,  but  not  to  waste ; 
Buy  two  eggs  of  slender  shell 
Mix,  and  stir  the  mixture  well ; 
Orombs  of  bread  among  it  throw; 
Heartof  calf  well  roast  thee  sa 

Maid  of  all  work,  when  'tis  done, 
Serve  it  up  to  me  alone : 
Rich  brown  grayy  round  it  roll. 
Marred  by  no  intruding  coal ; 
Oorrant  jelly  add — and  lol 
Heart  of  cal^  I'H  eat  thee  sa 


THB  OHBISTMAS  PUDDING. 


Ir  yon  wish  to  make  a  pndding  in  which  eveiy  one  delighti^ 
Of  a  dozen  new-laid  eggs  you  must  take  the  yolks  and  whitim; 
Beat  them  weU  up  in  a  basin  till  they  thoroug^y  combine^ 
And  shred  and  chop  some  suet  particularly  fine ; 

Take  a  pound  of  weQ-etoned  raisinfl^  Kid  a  pound  of  ounanli 

dried, 
A  pound  of  pounded  sugar,  and  a  pound  of  peel  beside ; 
Stir  them  all  well  up  together  with  a  pound  of  wheaten  floar. 
And  let  them  stand  and  setde  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour ; 

Then  tie  the  pudding  in  a  doth,  and  put  it  in  the  pot^ — 

Some  people  like  the  water  cold,  and  some  prefer  it  hot ; 

But  though  I  don't  know  which  of  these  two  methods  I  ahonUi 

praise, 
I  know  it  oog^t  to  boil  an  hour  for  eveiy  pound  it  weig^ 

Oh  1  if  I  were  Queen  of  France,  or,  stQl  better,  Pope  of  Boomi^ 
I *d  haye  a  Christmas  pudding  every  day  I  dined  at  home; 
And  as  for  other  puddings  whatever  they  might  be, 
Why  those  who  lOce  the  nas^  things  should  eat  them  aD  for  m« 

20* 
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i66  PABODIBB    AND    BUBLBSQUBfti. 

APPLB   PIB. 

All  new  dishes  fiule — 

The  newest  oft  the  fleetest ; 
Of  all  the  pies  now  made, 

The  Apple's  still  the  sweetest ; 
Out  and  eome  again, 

The  syrup  upward  springing  I 
While  my  life  and  taste  remain, 

To  thee  my  heart  is  clinging. 
Other  dainties  fade^ 

The  newest  oft  the  fleetest ; 
Bat  of  an  the  pies  now  mad^ 

The  Apple's  still  the  sweetest 

Who  absurdly  buys 

Fruit  not  worth  the  baking  ? 
Who  wastes  crust  on  pies 

That  do  not  pay  for  making? 
Better  fiu*  to  be 

An  Apple  Tartlet  buying^ 
*  Than  to  make  one  at  home,  and  ns 

On  it  there 's  no  relying : 
That  all  must  be  weigh'd, 

When  thyself  thou  treateet-* 
Still  a  pie  home-made 

Is,  after  all,  the  sweetest . 

Who  a  pie  would  make, 

iiret  his  apple  slices; 
Then  he  ought  to  take 

Some  doves — ^the  best  of  spioes: 
Orate  some  lemon  rind, 

Butter  add  discreetly ; 
Then  some  sugar  mix — ^but  mind 

The  pie 's  not  made  too  sweetljr* 
Every  pie  that 's  made 

With  sugar,  is  oompletest ; 
But  moderation  should  pervade-  • 

Too  sweet  is  not  the  sweetest 
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Who  would  tone  impart. 

Must — ^if  my  woid  is  trusted— 
Add  to  his  pie  cr  tart 

A  glass  of  port— old  crusted 
If  a  man  of  taste, 

He,  complete  to  make  it, 
In  the  yery  finest  paste 

'Win  inclose  and  bake  it 
Pies  haye  each  their  grade ; 

But,  when  this  thou  eatest, 
Of  aU  that  e'er  were  made. 

You  'n  say  'tis  best  and 


LOBSTBB  SALAD 


*  m,  take,  lobsters  and  lettuces ; 
Ifind  that  they  send  you  the  fish  that  yoo  ordflr: 
ike,  take,  a  deoent-sized  salad  bowl, 
One  that 's  sufficiently  deep  in  the  border. 

Gut  into  many  a  slice 

AU  of  the  fish  that's  nice. 
Place  in  the  bowl  with  due  neatness  and  order: 

Then  hard-boil'd  eggs  you  may 

Add  in  a  neat  array 
kSL  round  the  bowl,  just  by  way  of  a  border. 

TUce  from  the  cellar  of  salt  a  proportion : 

Take  fix>m  the  castors  both  pepper  and  oil, 
With  yinegar,  too— but  a  moderate  portion — 
Too  much  of  acid  your  salad  will  spoiL 

Mix  them  together, 

You  need  not  mind  whether 
You  blend  them  exactly  in  apple-pie  order ; 

But  when  you  Ve  stirr'd  away, 

Mix  up  the  whole  you  may — 
All  but  the  eggs,  which  are  used  as  a  bordee 

Take,  take,  plenty  of  seasoning ;  t 

A  teaspoon  of  parsley  that 's  chopp'd  in  small  pieeet : 

Though,  though,  the  point  will  bear  reasoning, 
A  small  taste  of  onion  the  flavor  inoreasea 
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Ab  the  sauoe  cardie  may, 

Should  it:  the  prooess  Btay, 
Patiently  do  it  again  in  dne  order ; 

For,  if  you  dhaaoe  to  spoil 

Vinegar,  eggs,  and  oily 
BtiXi  to  proceed  would  on  lunacy  border. 


8TBWBD  STBAK 
*«B<Ml /•  Aort/tr  JWMkMtf 

Had  I  pound  of  tender  Steak, 

I 'd  use  it  for  a  stew; 
And  if  the  dish  you  would  partake, 

1 11  tell  you  what  to  do. 
Into  a  stew-pan,  dean  and  neat, 

Some  butter  diould  be  flung : 
And  with  it  stew  your  pound  of  mai^ 

A  tender  piece— hut  young: 

And  when  you  find  the  juice  expree^d 

By  culinary  art^ 
To  draw  the  gravy  ofl^  were  best^ 

And  let  it  stand  apart 
Then,  lady,  if  you  'd  have  a  treaty 

Be  sure  you  can't  be  wrong 
To  put  more  butter  to  your  meat^ 

Nor  let  it  stew  too  long. 

And  when  the  steak  is  nicely  dona^ 

To  take  it  off  were  best ; 
And  gently  let  it  try  alone, 

Without  the  sauce  or  zest ; 
Then  add  the  gravy — ^with  of  wine 

A  spoonful  in  it  flung ; 
And  a  shalot  cut  very  fine — 

Let  the  shalot  be  young. 


And  when  the  whole  has  been  com] 
More  stewing  'twill  require; 

Ten  minutes  will  suffice — but  mind 
Don't  have  too  quick  a  fire. 
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Then  senro  it  up — ^"t  will  form  a  treat  1 

Nor  fear  you  We  cook'd  it  wrong ; 
€hunMi8  in  an  the  old  'twill  meeC^ 

iknd  gourmandB  in  the  young. 


eBEBK   PBA   8O0P. 


•I 


Oh  1  a  splendid  Soup  is  the  true  Pea  Greett* 

I  for  it  often  call; 
And  up  it  comes  in  a  smart  tureen, 

When  I  dine  in  my  banquet  halL 
When  a  leg  of  mutton  at  home  is  boll'd, 

The  liquor  I  always  keep, 
And  in  that  liquor  (before  'tis  spoil'd) 

A  peck  of  peas  I  steep. 
When  boil'd  tiU  tender  they  haye  been, 
I  rub  through  a  sieve  the  peas  so  green. 

Though  the  trouble  the  indolent  may  shook, 

I  rub  with  all  my  power ; 
And  having  retum'd  Ihem  to  the  stodk, 

I  stew  them  for  more  than  an  hour: 
Then  of  younger  peas  I  take  some  mora^ 

The  mixture  to  improve, 
Thrown  in  a  little  time  before 

The  soup  from  the  fire  I  move. 
Then  seldom  a  better  soup  is  seen, 
Than  the  old  familiar  soup  Pea  Gkeen. 

Since  first  I  began  my  household  career, 

How  many  my  di^es  have  been  I 
But  the  one  that  digestion  never  need  fear, 

Is  the  simple  old  soup  Pea  Green. 
The  giblet  may  tire,  the  gravy  pall. 

And  the  turtle  lose  its  charm ; 
But  the  Qreen  Pea  triumphs  over  them  all, 

And  does  not  the  slightest  harm. 
Smoking  hot  in  a  smart  tureen, 
A  rare  soup  is  the  true  Pea  Gk^en  I 
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TRIFLB. 

Thibi'b  not  in  the  wide  world  so  tempting  a  sweet 
As  that  Trifle  where  custard  and  macaroons  meet; 
(Hi  1  the  latest  sweet  tooth  from  my  head  must  depart 
Bre  the  taste  of  that  Trifle  shall  not  win  my  heart 

Yet  it  is  not  the  sugar  that 's  thrown  in  between, 
Nor  the  ped  of  the  lemon  so  candied  and  green ; 
Tis  not  tiie  rich  cream  that 's  whipped  up  by  a  mill : 
Oh,  no  1  it  is  something  more  exquisite  stilL 

• 
Tis  that  nice  macaroons  in  the  dish  I  haye  laid, 
Of  which  a  delicious  foundation  is  made ; 
And  you  *11  find  how  the  last  will  in  flavOT  improve, 
When  soak'd  with  the  wine  that  you  pour  in  above. 

Sweet  j>2ai0citt  of  Trifle  I  how  great  is  my  sest 
For  thee,  when  spread  o'er  with  the  jam  I  love  best , 
When  the  cream  white  of  eggs — to  be  over  thee  throwOi 
With  a  whisk  kept  on  purpose — is  mingled  in  one  I 


MUTTON   OHOPS. 
OBmMdmOLwtth' 


QoMM  dine  with  me,  come  dine  with  me, 
And  our  dish  shall  be,  our  dish  shall  be, 
A  Mutton  Ohop  from  the  butcher's  shop— 
And  how  I  cook  it  you  shall  see. 
The  Ohop  I  choose  is  not  too  lean ; 
For  to  cut  off  the  &t  I  mean. 
Then  to  the  fire  I  put  it  down. 
And  let  it  fiy  until  'tis  brown. 

Oome  dine  with  me ;  yes,  dine  with  me^ 

1 11  fry  some  bread  cut  rather  fine, 
To  place  betwixt  each  chop  of  mine ; 
Some  spinach,  or  some  cauliflowers. 
May  ornament  this  dish  of  oqi& 
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I  will  not  let  thee  onoe  repine 
At  having  oome  with  me  to  dine : 
T  will  be  my  pride  to  hear  thee  say, 
"  I  have  enjoy'd  my  Ohop,  to-day," 

Oome,  dine  with  me ;  yes,  dine  with  dm; 

Dine,  dine,  dine,  with  me,  eta 


BARLBY   WATBB. 


Fob  a  jug  of  Barley  Water 

Take  a  saucepan  not  too  small ; 
Qive  it  to  your  vnfe  or  daughter, 

If  within  your  call 
If  her  duty  you  hare  taught  her, 

Very  willkig  each  will  be 
To  prepare  some  Barley  Water 

CAieerftilly  for  thee. 

For  a  jug  of  Barley  Water, 

Half  a  gallon,  lees  or  more^ 
From  the  filter  that  you  bou^t  her, 

Ask  your  wife  to  pour. 
When  a  saucepan  you  haye  brought  hff 

Polish'd  bright  as  bright  can  be^ 
In  it  empty  all  the  water, 

Mther  you  or  she. 

For  your  jug  of  Barley  Water 

CTis  a  drink  by  no  means  bad). 
Some  two  ounces  and  a  quarter 

Of  pearl  barley  add. 
When  'tis  boiling,  let  your  daughter 

Skim  from  blacks  to  keep  it  free ; 
4.dded  to  your  Barley  Water 

Lemon  rind  should  be. 

For  your  jug  of  Barley  Water 

(I  have  made  it  very  oil), 
It  must  boil,  so  tell  your  daugfatar, 

Till  the  barley's  soft. 


1 


I7S  PABODIBS    A.K1>    BUKLBftQDBI 

Jiiioe  of  a  small  lemon's  quarter 
Add ;  then  sweeten  all  like  tea ; 

Btnun  through  sieve  your  Barley  Watar— 
T  win  delicious  be. 


BOILBD   OHIOKBN. 


h&th  a  fowl  to  oook ; 
Bat^  being  anxious  not  to  spoil  it» 
Searches  anxiously  our  book, 

For  how  to  roast^  and  how  to  boil  & 
Sweet  it  is  to  dine  upon — 

Quite  alone,  when  small  its  siae  is;— 
And,  when  deverly  'tis  done, 
Its  delicacy  quite  surprises. 

Oh  I  my  tender  puUet  dear  I 
My  boiled — ^not  roasted — tender  Qbiokw 
I  can  wish 
No  other  dish, 
With  thee  supplied,  my  tender  Qhickenl 

Lesbia,  take  some  water  cold. 

And  having  on  the  fire  placed  it^ 
And  some  butter,  and  be  bold— 

When  'tis  hot  enough — ^taste  it 
Oh  I  the  Chicken  meant  for  me 

Boil  before  the  fire  grows  dimmer, 
Twenty  minutes  let  it  be 
In  the  saucepan  left  to  simmer. 

Oh,  my  Vender  Chicken  dear  t 
My  boil'd,  delicious,  tender  Chicken  I 
Rub  the  breast 
(To  give  a  zest) 
With  lemon-juice,  my  tender  Ohickaiii 

Lesbia  hath  with  sauce  combined 
Broccoli  white,  without  a  tarnish; 

•lis  hard  to  tP.ll  if  'tis  design'd 
For  vegetable  or  for  garnish. 
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MloVd  on  a  butter*d  dish, 

My  Chicken  temptingly  repoeea, 
Making  gourmands  for  it  wish, 
Should  the  savor  reach  their  noses. 

Oh,  my  tender  pullet  dear  I 
My  boiled— not  roasted— tender  (Mdksai 
Day  or  nighty 
Thy  meal  is  light, 
For  sapper,  e'en,  my  tender  Chicken. 


8TKWBD  DUOE   AND  PBAB. 


I  am  thee  all,  I  can  no  more, 

Though  poor  the  dinner  be ; 
SteVd  Duck  and  Peas  are  all  the  stora 

That  I  can  offer  thee. 
A  Duck,  whose  tender  breast  reveals 

Its  eariy  youth  full  well; 
And  better  still,  a  Pea  that  peeb 

From  fresh  transparent  ahelL 

Though  Duck  and  Peas  may  &il,  alasl 

One's  hunger  to  aUay ; 
At  le«8t  for  luncheon  they  may  pass, 

The  appetite  to  stay. 
If  seasoned  Duck  an  odor  bring 

From  which  one  would  abstain, 
The  Peas,  like  fragrant  breath  of  Springy 

Set  all  to  rights  again. 

I  give  the«  all  my  kitchen  lore. 

Though  poor  the  offering  be ; 
1 11  tell  thee  how  'tis  cook'd,  before 

You  come  to  dine  with  me : 
The  Duck  is  tniss'd  from  head  to  heel% 

Then  stew'd  with  butter  well; 
And  streaky  bacon,  which  reveals 

A  most  delicious  smeU. 
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When  Dack  and  Baoon  in  a  maai 

You  in  the  stew-pan  lay, 
A  spoon  around  the  vessel  pass, 

And  gently  stir  away :  * 
A  table-spoon  of  flour  brii^;, 

A  quart  of  water  bring, 
Then  in  it  twenty  onions  flings 

And  gently  stir  again. 

A  bunch  of  parsley,  and  a  leaf 

Of  eyer-yerdant  bay, 
Two  doves — ^I  make  my  language  brief-* 

Then  add  your  Peas  you  may  I 
And  let  it  simmer  till  it  sings 

In  a  delicious  strain. 
Then  take  your  Duck;  nor  let  the  striqgi 

For  trusdng  it  remain. 

The  parsley  fiul  not  to  remove, 

Also  the  leaf  of  bay ; 
Dish  up  your  Duck— the  sanoe  in^Nrors 

In  the  accustom'd  way, 
With  pepper,  salt^  and  other  thingSi 

I  need  not  here  explain: 
4nd,  if  the  dish  contentment  bringSi 

You  *11  dine  with  me  again. 


CUBBY. 

pounds  of  veal  my  darling  giil  prepare!, 
And  chops  it  nicely  into  little  squares ; 
Five  onions  next  prepares  the  little  minx 
(The  biggest  are  Uie  best  her  Samiwel  thinks). 
And  Epping  butter,  nearly  half  a  pound. 
And  stews  them  in  a  pan  un^Q  they  're  brown'd 

WhaX  's  next  my  dexterous  htUe  girl  will  do  ? 
She  pops  the  meat  into  the  savory  stew. 
With  curry  powder,  table-spoonfulb  three, 
4nd  milk  a  pint  (the  richest  ihat  may  be) ; 
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And,  when  the  dish  has  stewed  for  half-an-hour, 
A  lemon's  ready  juice  she  *11  o'er  it  pour : 
Then,  bless  her  I  then  she  gives  the  luscious  pot 
A  yery  gentle  boil— and  serves  quite  hot 

P.  S.  Beef^  mutton,  rabbity  if  you  wish; 
Lobsters,  or  prawns,  or  any  Idnd  of  fish 
Are  fit  to  make  a  odbbt.    'Tis,  when  done^ 
A  dish  for  emperors  to  feed  upon. 


THE   RAILWAY    GILPIN. 

JoBN  Gilpin  is  a  citizen ; 

For  lineage  of  renown, 
The  &med  John  Gilpin's  gr&ndson,  ha 

Abides  in  London  town. 

To  our  John  Gilpin  said  his  dear, 
"  Stewed  up  here  as  we  'ye  been 

Since  Whitsuntide,  'tis  time  that  we 
Should  have  a  change  of  scene. 

^  To-morrew  is  a  leisure  day, 

And  we  'U  by  rail  repair 
Unto  the  Nell  at  Dedmanton, 

And  take  a  breath  of  air. 

"  My  sister  takes  our  eldest  child ; 

The  youngest  of  our  three 
Will  go  in  arms,  and  so  the  ride 

Won't  so  expensive  be." 

John  soon  replied,  ^*  1  don't  admire 

That  railway,  I,  for  one; 
But  you  know  best,  my  dearest  dam 

And  so  it  must  be  done. 

"I,  as  a  linen-draper  bold. 
Will  bear  myself  and  though 

Tis  Friday  by  the  calendar, 
WiO  nA.  my  limbs,  and  ga" 
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Qooth  MnrniBS  Gilput,  ''Nicely  nid: 
And  then,  besideS)  look  here. 

We  11  go  by  the  Excursion  Train, 
Which  makps  it  stQl  leas  dear.** 

John  Gilpin  poked  his  deyer  wift^ 

And  alig^dy  smiled  to  find 
That  though  on  peril  she  was  bent^ 

She  had  a  careftil  mind. 

The  morning  came ;  a  cab  was'  sought: 

The  proper  time  alloVd 
To  readi  llie  station  door ;  but  lo  1 

Before  it  stood  a  crowd. 

For  half  an  hour  they  there  were  stay'd, 
And  when  they  did  get  in — 

'<  No  train  I  a  hoax  I"  cried  derks,  agog 
To  swear  through  thick  and  thin. 

"  Yaa!"  went  the  throats;  stamp  went  thi 

Were  neyer  folks  so  mad, 
The  disappointment  dire  b^ieath; 

AH  cried  '^  it  was  too  bad  1" 

John  Gilpin  home  would  fidn  have  hied, 

But  he  must  needs  remain. 
Commanded  by  his  willful  bride, 

And  take  the  usual  train. 

'T  was  long  before  our  passengers 

Another  train  could  find, 
When — stop  I  one  ticket  for  the  fives 

Who  lost  or  left  behind  I 


'  Gk)od  lack  1"  quoth  John,  "  yet  try  it 
"  'T  won't  do,"  the  Guard  replies ; 

And  bearing  wife  and  babes  on  board, 
The  train  without  him  flies: 

Now  see  him  in  a  second  tram, 

Behind  the  iron  steed, 
Borne  on,  slap  dash — for  Ufe  or  bonet 

With  small  concern  or  heed. 
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Away  went  Gilpin,  neck  or  naught, 

Ezdaiming,  '<  Dash  my  wig ! 
Oh,  here's  a  game  I  oh,  here 's  a  go  I 

A  numing  such  a  rig  I" 

A  signal,  hark  I — the  whistle  screamed— 

Smash  1  went  the  windows  all : 
**  An  accident  I"  cried  out  each  one, 

As  loud  as  he  could  bawL 

Away  went  GiLPor,  nerer  mind — 

His  brain  seemed  spinnmg  round ; 
Thought  he,  ^  This  sp&ed  a  kifling  pact 

Win  prove,  I H  bet  a  pound  I" 

And  stOly  as  stations  they  drew  near. 

The  whistle  shrilly  blew, 
And  in  a  trice,  past  signal-men, 

The  train  like  lightning  flew. 

Thus,  an  through  meny  EiQbury, 

Without  a  stop  shot  they ; 
But  paused,  to  'scape  a  second  smash^ 

At  Dedmanton  so  gay. 

At  Dedmanton  his  loving  wife, 

On  platform  waiting,  spied 
Per  tender  husband,  striving  modi 

To  let  himself  outside. 


''  Hano  I  John  Gilpin,  here  we 
Gome  out  I"  they  all  did  cry ; 

''To  death  with  waiting  we  are  tared  T 
*  Guard  1"  shouted  Gilpin,  "  Hi  I" 

Bat  no— the  train  was  not  a  bit 

Aixanged  to  tany  there. 
For  why  ? — because  't  was  an  Ezpraa^ 

And  did  dispatches  bear. 

So,  in  a  second,  ofTit  flew 

Again,  and  dashed  along, 
As  if  the  deuce  'twere  going  to^ 

With  motive  impulse  strong. 
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Away  went  GkLpnr,  on  the  Ifeath 

Of  puffing  steam,  until 
They  came  unto  their  journey's  end, 

Where  they  at  last  stood  stilL 

And  then — best  thing  that  he  ootdd  d<H* 
He  book'd  himself  for  Town; 

They  stopped  at  every  station  up^ 
Till  he  again  got  down. 

Says  GiLPDi,  **  Sing,  Long  Hve  the  QmEUii 

And  eke  long  life  to  me ; 
And  ere  I  'U  trust  that  Line  again, 

iCyself  I  blest  will  see  r 


ELEGT, 

WIttTTlll  or  A  BAHiWAT  STAtTOK. 

The  Station  dobk  proclaims  the  dose  of  day; 

The  hard-worked  clerks  drop  gladly  off  to  tea , 
The  last  train  starts  upon  its  dangerous  way, 

And  leayes  the  plaoe  to  darkness  and  to  me. 

Now  fiwles  the  panting  engine's  red  tail-light, 
And  an  the  platform  solemn  stillness  holds, 

Save  where  the  watdunen,  padng  for  the  nighty 
By  smothered  coughs  announce  their  sereral  oolda 

Behind  that  door  of  three-inch  planking  made. 
Those  jfrosted  panes  placed  too  high  up  to  peep^ 

AH  in  their  iron  safes  securely  laid, 
The  cooked  account-books  of  the  Railway  sleepi 

The  Debts  to  credit  side  so  neatly  borne, 
What  should  be  losses,  profits  proved  instead ; 

The  Dividends  those  pages  that  adorn 
No  more  shall  torn  the  fond  Shareholder's  head 

Oft  did  the  doubtful  to  their  balance  yield. 
Their  evidence  arithmetic  could  choke : 

How  jocund  were  they  tluit  to  them  appealed  I 
How  many  votes  of  thanks  did  thoy  provoke  I 
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Ii0t  not  Derisioii  mock  Ejno  Hudson's  toil, 

Who  made  things  pleasant  greenhorns  to  allore; 

Nor  pradery  giye  hard  names  unto  the  spoil 
'T  was  glad  to  share — ^while  it  could  share  aecurSL 

AH  know  the  way  that  he  his  fortune  made, 
How  he  bought  votes  and  consciences  did  hire ; 

How  hands  that  GK>ld  anu  Silver-sticks  have  swayed 
To  grasp  his  dirty  palm  would  oft  aspire^ 

Tin  these  accounts  at  last  their  doctored  page, 

Thanks  to  mischance  and  panic,  did  unroll, 
When  virtue  suddenly  became  the  rage, 

And  wiped  George  Hudson  out  of  fiuahion's  aoniQ. 

Full  many  a  noble  Lord  who  once  serene 
The  feasts  at  Albert  Ghite  was  glad  to  share. 

For  tricks  he  blushed  not  at,  or  blushed  unseen, 
Now  cuts  the  Iron  Eling  with  vacant  stare. 

For  those  who,  mindftd  of  their  money  fled, 

Rejoice  m  retribution,  sure  though  late— 
Should  they,  by  ruin  to  reflection  led. 

Ask  jPuncA  to  point  the  moral  of  his  &te, 

H^ly  that  wooden-headed  sage  may  say, 
*^  Oft  have  I  seen  him,  in  his  fortune's  dawn. 

When  at  his  levees  elbowing  their  way. 
Peer's  ermine  might  be  seen  and  Bishop's  lawn. 

**  There  the  great  man  vouchsafed  in  turn  to  each 
Advice,  what  scrip  or  shares 't  was  best  to  buy, 

There  his  own  arts  his  &vorites  he  would  teach. 
And  put  them  up  to  good  things  on  the  sly. 

''  Till  to  the  House  by  his  admirers  borne. 

Warmed  with  Cluunpagne  in  flustered  speech  he  stro? ^ 
And  on  through  commerce,  colonies,  and  com. 

Like  engine,  without  break  or  driver,  drove. 

"Tin  when  he  ceased  to  dip  in  fortune's  till, 
Out  came  one  cooked  account— of  our  M.  P. : 

Another  came — ^yet  men  scarce  ventured,  still, 
T««  think  their  idxA  such  a  rogue  could  be. 
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«I7atil  those  figures  set  in  sad  array 

Proved  how  his  Tictims  he  had  fleeced  and  shorn- 
Approach  and  read  Qf  thoa  canst  read)  my  lay, 

Writ  on  him  more  in  sadness  than  in  scorn." 


THB    BPITAPB. 

Here  lies*  the  ^t  nibbed  off  his  sordid  earth, 
A  man  whom  Fortone  made  to  Fashion  known; 

Though  void  alike  of  breeding,  parts,  or  birth, 
Gk>d  Mammon  early  marked  him  for  his  own. 

Large  was  his  fortune,  but  he  bought  it  dear; 

When  he  won  foully  he  did  freely  spend. 
He  plundered  no  one  knows  how  mucdi  a-year, 

But  Ohanceiy  overtook  him  in  the  end. 

No  further  s^ek  his  frailties  to  disclose : 
For  many  of  his  sins  should  share  the  load : 

While  he  kept  rising,  who  asked  how  he  rose  ? 
While  we  could  reap,  what  cared  we  how  he  sowed? 


THB  BOA   AND  THE  BLANKET.* 

AM  APOLOOUl  or  TEB  ZOOLOOIOAL  OARDBTO. — [aITIE  WARUV.] 

PUKGI. 

(t  is  talked  of  Now  I    Was  talked  of  Yesterday  I 
May  be  muttered  to-morrow!     What? — 
Thb  Boa  that  Boltkd  thi  Blamkxt, 
Speckled  Enthusiast  I 

It  was  lull  moon's  full  moonlight  I    The  Shilling 

I  had  paid  down  at  the  Ghite 

Beem'd  hung  in  Heaven.    To  Niwtok'b  Bye 

(As  Master  of  tlie  Mint). 

A  Spldndid,  yea,  Celestial  Shilling  I 

i  was  alone,  with  Nothing  to  Speak  of 

But  CieacioD  1 

*  A  bw  daji  befor«  this  boil6flqao  of  Warran  appeared,  a  bee  BBueltkHirh 
be  L»ad'%n  Zoologloal  Oardene  ewaUowed  the  Menkel  thai  had  mnmd  aa  to  b«d. 
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768 1  Gigantio  Noah's  Ark  of  twmly  times  her  tonnage, 

Lay  cronch'd,  and  purring,  and  velvety,  and  fanged 

About  me  I 

Cane-Golored  tigers — rag-spotted  Leopards— 

Bnakes  (ah,  Oufid  I)  knit  and  interknit — ^to  tzue  k>ve  kz<oti 

Bemblable  I 

Striped  Zebra — Onager  CaldtraQt — Oommon  Abbl 

And  I — and  all  were  there  I 

The  bushy  Squirrel  with  his  half-oraoked  Nut^ 

Slept    The  Boar  of  AUemagne  snored.    . 

The  Lion's  Gage  was  hot  with  heat  of  blood: 

And  Peace  in  Ourtain  Bing  linked  two  Bing  Doves! 

la  Gardens  Zoological  and  Begent^ 

I,  meditating,  stood  I 

And  still  the  moon  looked  wondioas  Eke  a  ShiJfiiig, 

Impartial  Moon,  that  showed  me  alL 

My  heart  flattered  as  tho*  winged  from  Mercury  1 

I  moved — approached  the' Snake-House  I 

Oh,  the  balm  of  Paradise  that  came  and  went  I 

The  silver  gleams  of  Eden  shooting  down  the  trembling  strings 

Of  my  melodious  heart  I 

Down— down  to  its  coral  roots  I 

I  dashed  aside  the  human  tear ;  and — yes— fnrepared  myself 

With  will,  drunk  from  the  eyes  of  Hope,  to  gase  upon  the  Snake  I 

TheBoall 

ThePythonlll 

The  Anaconda  fill 


A  Boa  was  there  I    A  Boa,  'neath  Crystal  Boof  I 
And  rabbits,  taking  the  very  moonlight  in  their  pawi^ 
Washed  their  meek  &ces.    Washed,  then  hopped  I 
''And  so  (I  couldn't  help  it)  so,"  I  groaned— ^'tiie 

Snake— 
Tliat  milk-white  thing — and  innocent — trustful  I 
.Ind  then,  Death — ^Deatb — 
And  lol  there,  typical,  it  is — it  is— 
ThiBlankitI  f 

Death  shred  of  living  thing  that  cropped  the  flower ; 
ind,  thougfatiess,  bleated  forth  its  little  ba^al** 

21 
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Away  1 1  will  not  tarry !    Let  the  Boa  sleepy 

And  Babbits,  that  haye  giyen  bills  to  destiiiy, 

Meet  his  demand  at  three  and  six  months'  date  t 

(We  know  such  Boas  and  rabbitu^ 

Enow  we  not  7) 

Let  me  pass  on! 

And  here  'tis  oool ;  nay,  eyen  oold 

Without  the  Snake-House  1 

The  Moon  sIzK  glistens^  and  again  I  think 

Of  Multitudes  who  Ve  paid  and  stared,  and  yawned  and 

dered  here  I 
The  city  mudkwonn,  ifho 
From  peacock  orient^  scarce  could  teD  a  oook 
Of  hay  I 

Though  be  ye  sure,  a  guinea  fix>m  a  guinea^ng 
He  knows,  and  (as  for  money) 
Eyer  has  his  squeak  for  'tl 
Here,  too,  paused  the  wise,  sagaoioas  man, 
Master  of  probabilities  1 
He  sees  the  tusk  of  elephant — the  two 
And,  with  a  thought^  outs  'em  into  cubes — 
And  with  another  thought— another — and 
Tells  (to  himself)  how  oft^  in  twenty  years 
Those  spotted  squares  shall  come  up  sizesl 
And  this  in  liying  elephant  I 

And  Hkb  Majistt  has  trod  these  WaDo^ 
Accompanied 

By 

Pbihoi  Albert, 

The  PioHai  or  Waleb^ 
The  Pkuioebb  Botal, 

And 
The  Best  of  the  Boyal  (Mdreiil- 

She  saw  the  IHgerl 

Did  she  think  of  Tippoo  Saib's  Tiger's  Head? 

She  saw  the  Lion  I 

Thought  she  of  one  of  her  own  Anni? 

?Uie  did  fio<  se^  the  Unicom ;  bat 
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{Wha  her  gradouB  habits  of  oondesoemnon) 
Did  she  think  of  him  a  bit  the  less  ? 

Thoughts  crowd  upon  me — cry  more  en  I 

And  now  I  am  liere ;  and  whether  I  will  or  no^ 

IfeelI'mjoUyl 

The  Chameleons  are  adeep,  and,  like  the  Oibinec         , 

f  Of  com-se  I  mean  the  Whigs), 

Know  not^  when  they  rise  to-morrow, 

What  color  they  will  wake  I — 

The  baby  elephant  seems  prematarelf  dd: 

Its  infant  hide  all  corragate  with  thoughts 

Of  cakes  and  oranges  giyen  it  by  boys ; 

Alasl  in  Ohancery  now,  and  pmlytio I 

This  is  very  sad.    No  more  of  iti 

• 

Hal  hal  here  sits  the  Ape — the  many-KX>lored  wi^l 
Thou  hast  marked  him,  with  nose  of  scarlet  sealing-waXy 
And  80  be-oolored  with  prismatic  hues, 
As  though  he  had  come  from  sky  to  earth^> 
Sliding  and  wiping  a  fresh-painted  rainbow  I 

Hush  I  I  haye  made  a  perfect  drde  t 

And  at  the  Snake-House  once  again  I  standi 

Back  is  life  I 

Ehl    OhI    Helpl    Murderl    Dreadfbi  AcoidMitl 

To  be  conceived — Oh,  perhaps  I 

Described — Oh,  never  I 

Keepers  are  up,  and  crowd  about  the  boz-~ 

The  Boa's  box — ^with  unconcem6d  rabbits  1 

NotsotheBoal    Lookl    Behold! 

And  where 's  the  Blanket  ? 

In  the  Boa's  inside  place  I    The  Monster  mark  I 

How  he  writhes  and  vrrestles  with  the  wool,  as  tboog^ 

He  had  within  him  rolls  and  roUs 

Of  choking,  suffocating  influenza, 

That  lift  his  eyes  from  out  their  sockets  I-*-Of  fleecy  plilagni 

That  will  neither  in  or  out^  but  mid-way 

Seem  to  strangle  I 

Silence  and  wonder  settle  on  the  crowd ; 

nroxii  whyok  instinctively  and  breathless^, 
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Afloend  two  pregnant  questions  I 
''T^  the  Boa  bolt  the  blanket? 
Will  the  blanket  choke  the  BoaT 
Bach  the  problem  I 

And  then  men  marie  and  dednoe 

Differently 

• 
^3%e  banket  w  EhgJamd:  the  Boa  Ike  Pitpe, 
Wta  the  Pope  dbfforge  hu  BuUr 

"2%0  SXankei's  Free  2¥ade:  ike  Oom^Chrged  JUb 
le  ihe  Boa  wUh  plenty 


^2%e  BUmkei*8  Befomk  togagHU  meh^ 
And  nought  to  eatUf^  r 

Bat  I,  a  lofty  and  an  abstract  man, 

A  creature  of  a  higher  element 

IChan  eyer  nourished  the  wood 

Ordained  for  ballot-boxes — I 

Say  nothing ;  until  a  Keeper  oomes  to  me,  and, 

Hooking  his  fore-finger  in  his  forehead's  look, 

Bays — ''What 's  your  opinion,  Sir? 

If  Boas  will  bolt  Blankets^  Boas  must: 

If  Snakes  will  rush  npon  their  end,  why  not?" 

'<  My  friend,''  said  I, ''  The  Banket  and  the 

You  will  conoeiTo  me— ace  a  type,  yee^  just  a  typa^ 

Of  this  our  day. 

The  dumb  and  monstrous,  tasteless  appetite 

Of  stupid  Boa,  to  gobble  up  for  food 

What  needs  must  scour  or  suffocate, 

Not  nourish  I 

Mj  friend ,  let  the  wool  of  that  one  blanket 

Warm  but  the  back  of  one  liye  sheep, 

And  the  Boa  would  bolt  the  animal  entire^ 

And  flourish  on  his  meal,  transmuting  flesh  and 

And  turning  them  to  healthful  nutriment  1 

Believe  this  vital  truth; 

The  stomach  may  take  down  and  digest 

And  sweetly,  too,  a  leg  of  mutton ; 

That  would  turn  at  and  reject 

One  little  ball  of  worsted  I" 
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Qn  ttying  this  I  tamed  away, 

FeeHng  adown  the  smaQ-o'-the  back 

That  gentle  wannth  that  waits  upon  us^  when  wi  emow 

We  have  said  a  good  thing; 

Knowing  it  better  than  the  yain  world 

Bver  can  or  ever  wilL 

Beader,  I  have  sung  my  song  I 

The  Boa  and  ihe  B       ■,  like  new-foond  stsr, 

Is  mine  no  l(Higer ;  bat  the  woild's  I — 

Tell  me,  how  hare  I  song  it?    With  what  note? 

With  note  akin      that  inunortal  bard 

The  snow-white  Swan  of  Avon  ? 

Or  haply,  to  that 

BfKpg  ovAl 
—That  has 

WaBBn'sr 


THE  DILLT  AND  THR  iyS,* 

[aV    JkPOLOOOB    Of    TBI    OZVOBD    mSTALLanOK.] 

BT  8 — ^L  W — BB — ^V,   QA,   LL.I>^   r.B.8 

PART   FIRST. 

Oh,  Spirit  I  Spirit  of  literature, 

Alien  to  Law  I 

Oh,  Muse!  nngradoas  to  thy  stemer  sister,  THma, 

Whither  away? — ^Awayl 

Far  firom  my  brief* 

Brief  with  a  fee  upon  it^ 

Tremendous  I 

And  probably — befi>re  my  business  is  ooaohidsd— 

A  RmiSHiB — nay,  sevml  I  I 

Whither  whirlest  thou  thy  tfanll  ? 

Thy  willing  thrall  7 

^NowandThmf* 

But  not  just  at  this  moment^ 

If  you  please,  Spirit  I 

ikmjw  of  Wan«a*B  Po«n  of  "  TIm  UBj  and  tbo  Bee,**  ^MUked  el  fkm 
t         '  the  greet  EihlMtlon  of  186L 
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Ko,  let  me  read  and  ponder  ob 
Teb  PXiEAnmoB. 
Declaration  I 

Pleal  I 
BeplioationI  I  I 
B^mderl  I  I  1 
SoiT^oinderl  I  I  I  I 
Bebatterl  I  I  I  I  I 
Sonebatterl  1  I  I  f  I  i 
£TCI  ETOl  I  ETOI  1  1 
It  may  not  be.    The  Mime 
As  ladies  often  aie— 
Thoo^  loyel^y  is  obstinate, 
And  win  have  her  own  waj  I 

*  *  *  * 

And  am  I  not 
As  weU  as  a  Q.S.y 
AnRRa 
And  LLD.  7 
Ask  Blackwood 

The  reason  why ,  and  he  will  tell  job  , 
So  will  the  Mayors-— 
The  Matob  ov  Hull  1 
I  obey,  Spirit 

Hang  my  brie^'tis  gone  I — 
To-morrow  let  my  junior  oram  me  In  Oooil 
Whither  away?    Where  am  17 
What  is  it  I  behold  7 
In  space,  or  out  of  space  7    I  know  BOt 
Infiust 

I  Ve  not  the  least  idea  if  I  'm  orasy. 
Or  sprang"— sprung  ? 
I've  only  had  a  pint  of  Port  at  dnaar 
And  can't  be  sprung — 
Oh,  no  I — Shame  on  the  thoog^t  I 
I  see  a  coach  I — 
Is  it  a  coach  7 
Not  ezactiy. 
Yet  it  has  wheels- 
Wheels  within  wheels    and  on  the  bois 
A  driver,  and  a  lAd  behind, 
And  Horses — ^Hoptes  ? — 
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• 

Bethink  liiee— Worm  I— 
Are  they  Horses  ?  or  that  nee 
Lower  than  Horses^  but  with  kxigar  aan 
And  less  intelligenoe— 
In  &ct — "  equi  ami^'* 
Or  in  vemacolar 
/A0KASSES7 
*TiB  not  a  ooach  exactly — 
Now  I  see  on  the  paneto— 
Pricked  out  and  flourished— 
A  word  I    A  magic  word— 
"THB  DILLYr— «Tte  Dnvr  DILLTr 
OhDillyl  DiUy !— «ll  Hiy 
Are  outsiders— 
The  road  is  rou^  and  ratty — 
And  thy  driver,  Mke  KnoBi'g 
Driyeih 
Fnriousfyl 

And  the  oad  upon  the  monksy-boMd 
The  monkey-board  behind, . 
Scoraeth  the  drag— but  goes 
DownhiU  like  mad. 
He  hath  a  Oancawan  browl 
A  son  of  SHm,  Is  he^ 
Not  of  Ham— 
Nor  Jafhitb^ 
In  fad  a  Jew — 
But  see,  the  pace 

Grows  fiyrter-— and  more  fhrt    in  fiM^ 
I  may  say 

A  case  of  Furious  driving  t 
Take  care,  you  11  be  upsets 
Look  out  I 
HoDoal 
m  m  m  m 

Honiblel    Horriblel  I    Honiblel  f  < 

TheDilly— 

With  an  its  preaooB  fteifl^ 

Of  men  and 

Is  gone  I 

Gone  to  immortii 

BICASH* 
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PickupHiepieoesI    Letme'wqwmy  eyail 
Oh  Muse— lend  me  my  Bcrdll 
To  do  it  with,  for  I  bave  loet 
My  wipe  I 


PABT   8B00ND 


*    *    *     Agitin  fipon  the  road 

The  road  to  wfaere? 

To  nowhere  in  partioalar  I 

Ah,  no— I  thank  thee,  Miufr— 

That  hint— 'tiB  a  finger-poe^ 

And  "he  that  runs  may  read"— 

He  that  runs? 

But  I  am  not  nmning — 

I  am  riding^ 

How  came  I  here  ?— what  am  I  lidmg  Oft? 

ijnio  are  my  fbDow-paaaengera? 

Ah,hal 

I  reoognioe  them  now  I 

TheOoach — 

the  Box— 

The  Driver— 

AndtheOad— 

I'm  on  the  Dilly,  and  the  Dilly 

Ib  on  the  road  again 

And  now  I  flee 

Thatfinge^fKMtl 

Itaaith 

"  To  Oxford 

Fifty-two  miles." 

And,  hark  I  a  chorus! 

From  aU  the  joyons  load. 

Driver  and  cad,  and  aUl 

-*  We  go,"  they  aing^— 

To  Oxford  to  be  Dooromk" 

To  be  Doctored  ? 

Then,  wherefore 

Are  ye  so  cheerful  ? 

I  was  not  cheetful  in  my  eariy  di|l 

Days  of  my  buoyant  boyhood — 
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When,  after  ioglutitioii 

Of  too  mach 

Ghiistanas  pudding, 

Or  TwelfUi  cake  aaooharhn^ 

I  went)  as  we  go  now. 

To  be  Doctored  I 

SaltsI 

Senna  and  Bhabarb  I  I 

Jalap  and  Ipecacuanha  t  I  t 

And  Antimonial  Wine  I  1  I  I 

"Warm/ 

Idiot  I  I 

DONKEYI  I  r 

Said  the  firee-flpoken  Muse 

**  With  them  thou  goest  to  be  doolorad,  feoo^ 

Not  in  medicine— but  in  Law — 

All  Uiese — and  thou — 

Are  going  to  be  made 

HOXOBABT 

LLD^I 

Behold  I 

And  know  thy  company 
Be  thou  fiuniliar  with  them, 
But  by  no  means  vulgar — 
For  fiuniliarity  breeds  contempt ; 
And  no  man  is  a  hero 
To  his  vctUt-d6-^^hambref 
So  ponder  and  peipend.** 
DERBTI 
The  wise,  the  meek,  the  cbivahfoiw 
SCrror  of  kni^tly  graces 
And  daily  dodges ; 
Who  always  says  the  ri^t  things 
At  the  right  time, 

And  never  forgets  himself  as  oJhcw  ■■ 

Nor  changes  his  side  V 

Nor  his  opinion — 
A  Stahlet  to  the  core^  as  read^ 
Tofi^t 

As  erst  on  Floddih  Fuld 
IDs  maQ-dad  ancestor.— 
See  the  poem 

21* 
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(K2farmUm, 
By  Sib  Waltebl  SoorI 
DIZZT/ 
Dark — supple— sabtle— 
With  mind  lithe  as  the  fimbs 
Of  Tbhmaw/s  sona^  his  swart  pi  Qgwitnw 
"With  tongue  sharp  as  the  qpear 
That  o'er  Sahara 
Flings  the  bine  shadow 
Of  the  crown  of  oetrioh  feilfaeti 
As  described  so  gn^ihioa&j 
By  liAYABDy  in  his  reoeot  book 
(hi  Nineveh  I 
With  tongue  as jhaip 
Ab  aspic's  tootib  of  'Nium, 
Or  sugary 
Upon  the  oooaaion 
As  is  the  date 
Of  Tahlat. 

Dbzt,  the  bounding  Anb 
Of  the  political  aren*— 
As  swift  to  whirl 
B]£^t  about  &oe— 
As  strong  to  leap 
Fran  premise  to  oonohMon-  - 
As  great  in  balancing 
A  budget — 
Or  flmging  headlong 
His  somersets 

Over  sharp  swords  of  adverse  hfo/ttit 
As  were  his  brethren  of  JR-^AtmI^ 
Who 

Some  years  ago  exhibited — 
With  rapturous  applause — 
At  Astley's  Amphilheater — 
And  subsequently 
At  Yauxhall  Gkutlens  I 

*  •  *  # 

Clustering^  front  and  back 
On  box  and  knife-board. 
See,  petty  man ; 
Beholdl  and  thank  thy  stall 


FABODIX8    AKD    BUBLXBQirBS  401 

Hiat  led  thee— Worm — 

Thee,  that  art  merely  a  writer 

And  a  banister, 

Although  a  man  of  elegant  aoqairementi^ 

A  gentleman  and  a  scholar — 

Kay,  P.RS.  to  boot— 

Into  snch  high  sodety, 

Among  sach  SweXiLB, 

And  REAL  NOBS! 

Beholdl  ten  live  LORDS  I  and  lot  no  end 

Of  Ex-Oabinet  Ministers  1 

Oh  I  happy,  happy,  happy, 

Oh,  happy  Sam  I 

Bay,  is  n't  this  worth,  at  the  least 

'^Ihn  ThouBond  a  Tearr 

«  «  *  •  « 

And  these  are  all,  to  day  at  least— 
Thy  fellows  1 
Going  to  be  made 
LLDjb,  even  as  thyself— 
And  thoQ  shalt  walk  in  nlk  attire. 
And  hob  and  nob  with  all  the  mi^ly  of  the  eartfi  ^ 
And  Imich  in  Hall — 
InHaHI 

Where  lunched  before  thee^ 
Bat  on  inferior  grab, 
That  first  great  Sam- 
Sam  Johnson  I 

And  Laud,  and  Rookb  Baoov, 
And  Gbanmxb,  Latdbb, 
And  RmuBT, 

And  Ctril  Jackson— and  a  host  beridai^ 
Whom  at  my  leisare 
I  will  look  up 
In  Wood's 

^^Alhma  Oaoonienam^ 
Only  tothinki 
How  Blaoxwood 

Is  honored  1  . 

AubonI  AttouvI 
BdlwibI  I  I 
And  last,  not  lean 
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The  great  Sam  QahdbumI  I  1  I 
Oh  Ebokt  I 

OhMAOAl 

And  oh 
OornobleBelTail 


••A   BOOK   IN   A  BUSTLE." 

ffBDI  TAIM  OV  TBI  WABWIOK  AflBmn.     BT  THM  OBOn  OV 

OBABBK. 

Tb  partial  power  that  to  the  female  race 
Ib  ohaiged  to  apportion  gifts  of  form  and  graoe^ 
With  liberal  hand  molds  beauty's  curres  in  one^ 
And  to  another  giyes  as  good  as  none: 
fiat  woman  still  for  natmre  proves  a  match, 
And  graoe  by  her  denied,  from  art  will  snatch. 
Hence,  great  Euza,  grew  thy  fiirthingales ; 
Hence,  later  Ajtna,  swelled  thy  hoops'  wide  pales; 
To  this  we  must  refer  the  use  of  stays ; 
Nor  less  the  bustle  of  more  modem  day& 

Artful  deyioe  I  whose  imitatiye  pad 

Into  good  figures  roundeth  off  tibe  bad — 

Whether  of  simple  sawdust  thou  art  seen. 

Or  tak'st  the  guise  of  costlier  crinoline — 

How  oft  to  thee  the  female  form  doth  owe 

A  grace  rotund,  a  line  of  ampler  flow, 

Than  flesh  and  blood  thought  fit  to  clothe  it  with  bebw  I 

There  dwelt  in  Liverpool  a  ivorthy  dame, 
Who  had  a  friend— James  Tatlob  was  his  name. 
He  dealt  in  glass,  and  drove  a  thriving  trade 
And  still  saved  up  the  profits  that  he  made. 
Till  when  a  daughter  blessed  his  marriage  bed. 
The  father  in  the  savings-bank  was  led 
In  his  child's  name  a  small  sum  to  invest^ 
Prom  which  he  drew  the  legal  interest 
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Teais  went  and  came ;  James  Tatlob  oame  and  went , 
Paid  in,  and  drew,  bis  mode^  tbree  per  cent, 
TiU,  by  ihe  time  his  child  reach'd  girlhood's  bounds^ 
The  sum  had  ris'n  to  two-and-twenty  pounds. 

Our  cautious  legislature— well  'tis  known — 
Bound  savings-banks  a  guardian  fence  has  thrown: 
*TiB  easy  to  pay  into  them,  no  doubt^ 
Though  any  thing  but  easy  to  draw  outb 
And  so  Jaios  Tatlob  found ;  for  on  a  day 
He  wanted  twenty  pounds  a  bill  to  pay, 
And,  short  of  cash,  unto  the  bank  applied ; 
Failing  some  form  of  law,  he  was  denied  I 

Jabsb  Tatlob  humm'd  and  haVd— look'd  blank  and  c  oe ;  •«« 
In  short)  James  Tatlob  knew  not  what  to  do : 
EDs  creditor  was  stem — ^the  bill  was  over  due. 

As  to  a  fiiend  he  did  lus  plight  deplore-^ 

The  worthy  dame  of  whom  I  spoke  before — 

(It  might  cause  pain  to  give  the  name  she  owns^ 

So  let  me  use  the  pseudonym  of  Joins) ; 

"  Tatlob,"  said  Mbs.  Jones,  "  as  I  'm  a  friend, 

I  do  not  care  if  I  the  money  lend. 

But  even  friends  security  should  hold : 

GiTe  me  security — ^I  *11  lend  the  gold" 

*<  This  sayings-bank  depctait-book  I"  he  oriesi 

"  See — m  my  daughter's  name  the  sum  that  lies  I*' 

She  saw — and,  satisfied,  the  money  lent ; 

Wherewith  James  Tatlob  went  away  content 

But  now  what  cares  seize  Mbs.  Jones's  breast! 
What  terrors  throng  her  once  unbroken  rest  I 
Gash  she  could  keep,  in  many  a  secret  nook — 
But  where  to  stow  away  Jambs  Tatlob's  book  f 
Money  is  heavy :  where  'tis  put 't  will  stay ; 
Filler — as  William  Oobbett  used  to  say — 
Will  make  wings  to  itself  and  fly  away  I 

Long  she  devised :  new  plans  the  old  ones  chase, 
Until  at  last  she  hit  upon  a  place. 
Was 't  Yenits  that  the  strange  concealment  plannedt 
Or  rather  Plutub's  iireverent  hind  ? 
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Qood  MBa  JoHiES  was  of  a  scraggy  make ; 

But  when  die  woman  yanily  foisake? 

What  nature  stero-j  to  her  form  denied, 

A.  Bustle's  ample  aid  had  well  supplied, 

Within  whose  vasty  depths  the  book  might  safely  liidal 

'T  was  thought — ^'t  was  done !  by  help  of  ready  pin, 
The  sawdust  was  let  out^  the  book  put  in. 
Henceforth — at  home— abroad — where'er  she  moved, 
Behind  her  luik'd  the  volume  that  she  loved. 
She  laughed  to  scorn  the  cutp^nirse  and  his  sleight: 
No  fear  of  burglars  scared  her  through  the  ni^; 

But  ah,  what  shiine  is  safe  from  greed  of  gold, 

What  fort  against  cupidity  can  hold? 

Oan  stoutest  buckram's  triple  fold  keep  in, 

The  odor  hua% — the  strong  scent  a£Unf 

For  which  Ohubb's  locks  are  weak,  and  Milhib's  nfts  are  tiUi 

Some  time  elapsed — the  time  required  by  law, 
Which  past^  James  Tatlob  mig^t  the  money  draw, 
His  kind  but  cautious  creditor  to  pay, 
80  to  the  8aving»-bax}k  they  took  their  way. 
There  Mbs.  Johies  with  modesty  withdrew^- 
To  do  what  no  rude  eye  mig^t  see  her  do— 
And  soon  returning — with  a  blushing  look, 
Unmarked  by  Tatlob,  she  produced  the  book. 
Which  he,  presenting,  did  the  sum  demand 
Of  Mb.  Tomkdib,  the  cashier  so  bland. 

What  can  there  be  upon  the  red-lined  page 
That  ToMKniB'fl  quick  eye  should  so  engage  ? 
What  means  his  invitation  to  J.  T., 
To  "Walk  in  for  a  moment^*—''  he  would  see**— 
"  Only  a  moment*' — ^  't  was  all  right^  no  doubt,** 
'  It  could  not  be" — "  and  yet" — ^here  he  slipped  00^ 
Leaving  James  Tatlob  grievously  perplexed, 
And  Mrs.  Jones  by  his  behavior  vexed. 
*^  What  means  the  man  by  treating  people  so  ?** 
Said  Taylob,  '*  I  am  a  loss  to  know." 

Too  soon,  alas,  the  secret  cause  they  knew  I 
ToMKnre  retum'd,  and,  with  him,  one  in  bfai#^ 
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PoucncAN  X,  a  stem  man  and  a  strong, 
Who  told  James  Tatlor  he  must  **  come  along^^ 
And  TouKtsBj  seeing  Mb&  Jones  aghast^ 
Revealed  the  book  was  forged — from  first  to  last  I 

Who  can  describe  the  wrath  of  Mr&  Jons  ? 

The  chill  of  fear  that  crept  through  Tatlor's  bonee? 

The  van — ^the  hand-ouffiH-and  the  prison  cell 

Where  pined  Jamdes  Tatlob — ^wherefore  pause  to  teQ  ? 

Soon  came  the  Assises — and  the  legal  train ; 

In  form  the  derk  Jabss  Tatlor  did  arraign ; 

And  though  his  council  mustered  tears  at  will, 

And  made  black  white  with  true  Old  Bailey  skill, 

Tatlor,  though  Mfia  Jones  for  mercy  sued, 

Was  doomed  to  flTe  years'  penal  servitude; 

And  in  a  yellow  suit  turned  up  with  gray, 

To  Portland  prison  was  conveyed  away  I 

Time  passed :  forgot  Jamdes  Tatlor  and  his  shame- 
When  lo— one  day  unto  the  bank  there  came 
A  new  James  Tatlor — a  new  Mrs.  Jones — 
And  a  new  book,  which  Tomkinb  genuine  owns  I 
^  Two  Tatlors  and  two  Joneses  and  two  books^-^- 
Thought  wary  Tomkinb,  "  this  suspicious  looks— 
^  The  former  Tatlor,  former  Jones  I  knew — 
These  are  imposters— yet  the  book  is  true  I" 
When  like  a  flash  upon  his  mind  it  bursts 
Who  brought  the  second  book  had  forged  the  first  I 

Again  was  summon'd  X,  the  stem,  the  strong — 
Again  that  pair  were  bid  to  "  Ck>me  along  1" 
The  truth  before  the  Justices  appeared. 
And  wronged  James  Tatlor'b  character  was  cleared. 

• 

In  evil  hour — by  what  chance  ne'er  was  known. 
Whether  the  bustle's  seam  had  come  unsewn. 
Or  Mrs.  Jones  by  chance  had  laid  aside 
The  artificial  charms  that  decked  her  side- 
But  so  it  was,  how  or  whene'er  assailed — 
The  treacherous  hiding^pLaoe  was  tried — and  failed  I 

The  book  was  ta'en — a  forged  one  fill'd  its  place ; — 

And  Mrs.  Jones  was  robb'd — not  to  her  face — 

And  poor  James  Tatlor  doom'd  to  trial  and  disgraoe  I 
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W\io  shall  describe  her  anguiah — her  remone? 
Jamms  Tatlob  waa  at  onoe  released,  of  oonne ; 
And  Mrs.  Joms,  repentant^  inly  swore 
Henoeforth  to  carry,  what  she'd  keep^  beforo. 

My  tale  is  told— and,  what  is  more,  'tis  true  : 
I  read  it  in  the  papers-HX>  may  you. 
And  this  its  moral :  Mrs.  Jonibis  all — 
Though  reticules  may  drop,  and  purses  fliU, 
Though  thieves  may  unprotected  females  hoflde 
Neyer  invest  your  money  in  a  bustlei 
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A  TEAR  WHIOB  AHCHnJirA  OBanTBD  TUOKUMtt  DOWB  MY 

irofli  AT  Dimm  tdo.  ^ 

Nat,  fond  one  I  I  will  ne'er  reveal 

Whence  flowed  that  sudden  tear : 
The  truth 't  were  kindness  to  conceal 

From  thy  too  anxious  ear. 

How  often  when  some  hidden  spring 

Of  recollected  grief 
Is  rudely  touched,  a  tear  will  bring 

Theji>ur8ting  breast  relief  I 

Yet  'twas  no  anguish  of  the  soul, 

No  memoiy  of  woes. 
Bade  that  one  lonely  teariet  roll 

Adown  my  chiseled  nose : 

But^ahl  interrogation's  note 

BtiU  twinkles  in  thine  eye ; 
Know  then  that  I  have  burnt  my  dirofll 

With  this  confounded  pie  I 
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Nay,  fond  one,  shun  that  misletoe, 

Nor  lure  me  'neath  its  fatal  bougt* 
Some  other  night 't  were  joy  to  gOy 

But  ah  I  I  must  not,  dare  not  now  t 
'Tifl  sad,  I  own,  to  see  thy  face 

Thus  tempt  me  with  its  giggling  glee^ 
And  feel  I  can  not  now  embrace 

The  opportunity — and  thee. 

^Tis  sad  to  think  that  Jealouqr's 

Sharp  sdasors  may  our  true  love  serer ; 
And  that  my  coldness  now  may  freeie 

Thy  warm  affection,  love,  forever. 
But  ih  I  to  disai^int  our  bliss, 

A  &tal  hind'rance  now  is  stuck : 
*Ti8  not  that  I  am  loath  to  kiss, 

Buty  dearest,  list — I  dined  off  duAf 


in 

•■  MT   mroiHO  ARGILINA  STOP  SDBDINLT  V  A  BAFID  AFTKB-8UP> 
PIB  POLKA  AT  MB8.  TOMPKDIB'S  BALL. 

Edwin.    "  Maiden,  why  that  look  of  sadness  7 

Whence  that  dark  o'erclouded  brow  ? 
What  hath  stilled  thy  bounding  gladness, 

Changed  thy  pace  from  fast  to  slow  7 
Is  it  that  by  impulse  sudden 

Childhood's  hours  thou  paus'st  to  mourn? 
Or  hath  thy  cruel  Edwin  trodden 

Bight  upon  thy  fiivoiite  com  ? 

**  Is  it  that  for  evenings  wasted 

Some  remorse  thou  'gin'st  to  feel? 
Or  hath  that  sham  champagne  we  tasted 

Turned  thy  polka  to  a  reel  ? 
Stin  that  gloom  upon  each  feature? 

StiU  that  sad  reproachful  frown  ?" 
Angdina,    **  Can't  you  see,  you  clumsy  croatiii% 

All  my  back  hair  *s  coming  down  I" 
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COLLOQUY   ON   A   CAB-8TAKD 

ADAPTED  I0B  THl  BOUDOnL 


Oh  I  WiLUAM,"  Jaiogb  was  heard  to  aaj— 
Jaios  droTe  a  hackney  cabriolet : 
WniJAii,  the  horses  of  his  fiieoidy  - 
With  hay  and  water  used  to  tend. 

"  Now,  tell  me,  Wiluam,  can  it  be, 
That  Matni  has  issued  a  decree, 
ScTere  and  stem,  against  us^  planned 
Of  comfort  to  deprive  our  Stand  ?^ 

*^  I  fear  the  tale  is  all  too  true," 
Said  William,  "  on  my  word  I  da" 
**  Are  we  restricted  to  the  Bow 
And  from  the  footpath r    ^'Byeaaoi'' 

"  Must  our  companions  be  resigned, 
We  to  the  Rank  alone  confined  f* 
"  Yes ;  or  they  apprehend  the  lads 
Denominated  Bucks  and  Oads.** 

"  Dear  me  I'*  cried  Jamib^  **  how  very  bardl 
And  are  we,  too^  from  beer  debarred  V 
Said  William,  ^  While  remaining  here 
We  also  are  forbidden  beer." 

'*  Nor  may  we  breathe  the  fragrant  weed  f 
<«  That 's  interdicted  toa"    "  Indeed  T 
"  Nor  in  the  purifying  wave 
Must  we  our  steeds  or  chariots  lave." 

^'For  private  drivers,  at  request^ 
It  is  Sir  Richard  Mathb's  behest 
That  we  shall  move,  I  understand  7" 
^  Such,  I  believe,  w  the  command  " 

^'  Of  all  remains  of  food  and  drink 
Left  bv  our  animals  I  think, 
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We  are  required  to  clear  the  ground  7" 
"  Tea :  to  remoTe  them  we  are  bound." 

*^  These  mandates  should  we  disobey — ^ 
^  They  take  our  licenses  away." 
''  That  were  unkind.    How  harsh  our  lot  t* 
"It  is  indeed."    "Now  is  it  not  T 

"  Thus  strictly  why  are  we  pursued  V* 
"  It  is  alleged  that  we  are  rude ; 
The  people  oppo^te  complain, 
Our  lips  that  coarse  expressions  stain." 

"  Law,  how  absurd  I"  "  And  then,  they  sajf 
We  smoke  and  tipple  all  the  day, 
Are  oft  in  an  excited  state, 
Disturbance,  noise,  and  dirt  create." 

"  What  shocking  stories  people  tell  I 
I  neyer !    Did  you  ever  ? — Well — 
Bless  them  I"  the  Cabman  mildly  sighed. 
"  May  they  be  blest  I"  his  Friend  replied. 


THE   SONG   OF   HIAWATHA. 

AX  KNOLISH  OUTIOISM 

You,  who  hold  in  grace  and  honor, 
Hold,  as  one  who  did  you  kindness 
When  he  {AiblishM  former  poem^ 
Sang  Eyangeline  the  noble, 
Sang  the  golden  Gk>lden  Legend, 
Sang  the  songs  the  Voices  utter 
Crying  in  the  night  and  darkness^ 
Sang  how  unto  the  Bed  Planet 
ICars  he  gave  the  Night's  First  Watches, 
Henry  Wadsworth,  whose  adnomen 
(Ooming  awkward,  for  the  accents, 
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Into  this  his  latest  rhythm) 
Write  we  aa  Protracted  Fellow, 
Or  in  Latin,  Longut  Oomm 
Bnjihe  Song  of  IGawalfaa. 

Should  you  ask  me,  la  the  poem 
Worthy  of  its  predeoeasora^ 
Worthy  of  the  sweet  oonoeption, 
Of  the  manly  nervous  diction, 
Of  the  phrase,  concise  or  pliant^ 
Of  the  songs  that  sped  the  pulsefl^ 
Of  the  songs  that  gemm*d  tiie  eyelai^ 
Of  the  other  works  of  Heniy  ? 
I  ahoold  answer,  I  should  tell  you. 
Ton  may  wish  that  you  may  get  it» 
Don't  you  wish  that  you  may  get  it? 

Should  yon  ask  me,  Is  it  worthlen^ 
Is  it  hosfa  and  is  it  bunkum, 
Merely  fiusQe  flowing  nonsense^ 
Eaay  to  a  practiced  xhytibmifli^ 
Fit  to  charm  a  private  oirole, 
But  not  worth  the  print  and  p^ier 
David  Bogue  hath  here  expended  1 
I  should  answer,  I  should  teQ  you, 
You  're  a  fi>ol  and  most  presnmptnooi^ 
Hath  not  Heniy  Wadsworth  writ  it? 
Hath  not  Punch  oonmianded  "  Bc^  iif 

Should  you  aak  me.  What's  its  natura f 
Ask  me,  What's  the  kind  of  poem ? 
Ask  me  in  respectiul  language,. 
Touching  your  respectful  beaver, 
Kicking  back  your  manly  hind-leg, 
lake  to  one  who  sees  his  betters ; 
I  should  answer,  I  should  tell  yoo, 
Tis  a  poem  in  this  meter. 
And  embalming  the  traditions, 
Fables^  rites,  and  superstitions^ 
Legends,  charms,  and  ceremoniab 
Of  the  various  tribes  of  Indians, 


PABODIBS    AND    BUBLXSQUSS.  AOI 

From  the  land  of  the  Qjibways^ 

From  the  land  of  the  Dacotahs, 

From  the  mountains^  moorsy  and  fenlandi^ 

Where  the  heron,  the  Shuh-ehuh-gah, 

Finds  its  sugar  in  the  rushes: 

From  the  fiist-decaying  nations^ 

Which  oar  gentle  TJnoIe  Samuel 

Is  improving,  yery  smartly, 

From  the  &ce  of  all  creation, 

Off  -the  tBk'*^  of  all  creation. 

Should  you  ask  me,  By  what  story. 
By  what  action,  ploty  or  fiction, 
AJl  these  matters  are  connected  ? 
I  should  answer,  I  should  tell  you, 
Go  to  Bogue  and  buy  the  poem, 
Published  neatly,  at  one  shilling, 
Publish'd  sweetly,  at  five  sbillingB. 
Should  you  ask  me,  Is  there  music 
In  the  structure  of  the  Terses, 
In  the  names  and  in  the  phrases? 
Pleading  that^  like  weaver  Bottom, 
You  prefer  your  ears  well  tickled ; 
I  should  answer,  I  should  tell  you, 
Henry's  verse  is  very  charming; 
And  for  names — ^there  's  Hiawatha, 
Who 's  the  hero  of  the  poem ; 
Mudjeekeewis,  that's  the  West  WiiMJ^ 
Hiawatha's  graceless  &ther; 
There 's  Nokomis,  there 's  Wenonab-* 
Ladies  both,  of  various  merit; 
Puggawangum,  that 's  a  war-dub ; 
Pau-puk-keewis,  he 's  a  dandy, 
"  Barr'd  with  streaks  of  red  and  yeUow; 
And  the  women  and  the  maidens 
Love  the  handsome  Pau-puk-keewis^" 
Tracing  in  him  Punches  likeness. 
Then  there 's  lovely  Minnehaha— 
Pretty  name  with  pretty  meaning- 
It  impUes  the  Laughing-water ; 
And  the  darling  Minnehaha 
.  Married  noble  Hiawatha :  ^. 


1 


i09  PABODIBS    AND    BUBLBSQUJia* 

And  her  stoiy  's  far  too  toaching 
To  be  sport  for  you,  you  donkey, 
With  your  ears  like  weaver  Bottom'% 
Sara  like  booby  Bully  Bottom. 

Onoe  upon  a  time  in  London, 
In  the  days  of  the  Lyceum, 
Ages  ere  keen  Arnold  let  it 
To  the  dreadful  Northern  Wizard, 
Ages  ere  the  buoyant  Mathews 
Tripp'd  upon  its  boards  in  brisknoa  ' 
I  remember,  I  remember 
How  a  scribe,  with  pen  chivalrous^ 
Tried  to  save  these  Indian  stories 
From  th«  &te  of  chill  oblivion. 
Out  came  sundry  comic  Indians 
Of  the  tribe  of  Kut-an-hack-um. 
ITitfa  their  Qhid;  the  dean  Efinatthew^ 
With  the  growling  Downy  Beaver, 
With  the  valiant  Monkey's  Uncle, 
Game  the  gracious  Mari-£[ee-lee^ 
Firing  off  a  pocket-pistol, 
Singing,  too^  that  Mudjee-keewis 
(Shortened  in  the  song  to  "Wild  Wind,") 
Was  a  spirit  veiy  kindly. 
Game  her  Sire,  the  joyous  Kee-lee^ 
By  the  waning  tribe  adopted, 
Named  the  Buffalo,  and  wedded 
To  the  fiurest  of  the  maidens^ 
But  repented  of  his  bargain, 
And  his  brother  Kut-an-hadc-ums 
Yery  nearly  ohopp'd  his  toes  off — 
Serve  him  right,  the  fickle  Kee-lee. 
If  you  ask  me.  What  this  memoiy 
Hath  to  do  with  Hiawatha, 
And  the  poem  which  I  speak  of? 
I  should  answer,  I  should  tell  you, 
Tou  're  a  fool,  and  most  presumptuous; 
Tis  not  for  such  humble  cattle 
To  inquire  what  hnks  and  unions 
Join  the  thoughts^  and  mystic  meaning^ 
Of  their  betters,  mighty  poetB^ 
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Mighty  writers-  -Punch  the  migfatieBt; 

I  ahoald  answer,  I  should  tell  yon. 

Shut  joor  mouth,  and  go  to  David, 

David,  I&,  Punches  neighbor, 

Buy  the  Song  of  Hiawatha, 

Bead,  and  learn,  and  then  be  thankftd 

Unto  i^fficA  and  Henry  Wadsworth, 

Punth  and  noble  fiemy  Wadsworth, 

Truer  poet,  better  fellow, 

Than  to  be  annoyed  at  jesting, 

Vrom  his  Mend,  great  Ptme^  who  loves  hmi. 


COMPORT   IN   AFFLICTION. 

WILUAM  ATIOUA 

*^  WniSKroBi  starts  my  bosom's  kn^  7 

Why  this  anguish  in  thine  eye  ? 
<^  it  seems  as  thy  heart's  chord 

Had  broken  with  that  sigh  I 

**  Best  thee,  my  dear  lord,  I  pray. 

Best  ihee  on  my  bosom  now  t 
And  let  me  wipe  the  dews  away, 

Are  gathering  on  thy  brow. 

''There,  agami  that  fevered  start  I 
Whaty  love  I  husband  I  is  thy  pain? 

There  is  a  sorrow  in  thy  heart, 
A  weight  upon  thy  brain  I 

"  Nay,  nay,  that  sickly  smile  can  ne'ei 

Deoeiye  affection's  searching  eye ; 
Tis  a  wife's  duty,  love^  to  share 

Her  husband's  agony. 

''Smce  the  dawn  began  to  peep, 

Have  I  lain  with  stifled  breath ; 
Heard  ihee  moaning  in  thy  sleep, 

As  thou  wert  at  grips  with  deatiL 
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'^  Oh,  what  joy  it  was  to  see 
My  gentle  lord  onoe  more  awake  I 

Tdl  me,  what  is  amiss  with  thee  ? 
^)eak,  or  my  heart  wiH  break!" 

''Iffaiy,  ihou  angel  of  my  life, 

Thou  ever  good  and  kind; 
Tis  not)  believe  me,  my  dear  wift^ 

The  anguish  of  the  mindl 

'^  It  is  not  in  my  bosom,  dear, 
No,  nor  my  brain,  in  sooth ; 

Bat  ICaiy,  oh,  I  feel  it  here. 
Here  in  my  wisdom  tooth  I 

'  Then  give, — oh,  first^  best  antidols^*- 
Sweet  partner  of  my  bed  I 

Qive  me  thy  flannel  pettiooat 
To  wrap  around  my  head  I" 


THE   HUSBAND'S   PETITION. 

WnUAM   ATTOVm 

Gold  hither,  my  heart's  dariing, 

Oome,  sit  upon  my  knee, 
And  listen,  while  I  whisper, 

A  boon  I  ask  of  thee. 
Tou  need  not  pull  my  whiskers 

So  amorously,  my  dove ; 
'Tis  something  quite  apart  from 

The  gentle  cares  of  lova 

I  feel  a  bitter  Graving — 

A  dark  and  deep  desire, 
That  glows  beneath  my  bosom 

Like  coals  of  kindled  fire. 
The  passion  of  the  nightingale^ 

When  singing  to  the  roee^ 
Is  feebler  than  the  agony 

That  murders  my  repoMi 
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Naj,  dearest  I  do  not  doubt  me^ 

Though  madly  thus  I  speak-— 
I  feel  thy  anns  about  me, 

Thy  tresses  ou  my  cheek : 
I  know  the  sweet  devotion 

That  links  thy  heart  with 
I  know  my  soul's  emotion 

Is  doubly  felt  by  thine : 


And  deem  not  that  a  shadow 

Hath  Men  across  my  love: 
No^  sweet)  my  lore  is  shadowlem^ 

As  yonder  heaven  above. 
These  Uttle  taper  fingers— 

Ah !  Jane,  how  white  they  be  I— » 
Gan  weU  supply  the  cruel  want 

That  almost  maddens  me. 


Thou  wilt  not  sure  deny  me 

My  first  and  fond  request ; 
I  pray  thee,  by  the  memoiy 

Of  all  we  cherish  best — 
By  all  the  dear  remembrance 

Of  those  delidcious  days. 
When,  hand  in  hand,  we  wanderad 

Along  the  summer  braes : 

By  all  we  felt^  unspoken, 

When  'neadi  the  early  moon, 
We  sat  bedde  the  rivulet^ 

In  the  leafy  month  of  June; 
And  by  the  broken  whisper, 

That  fell  upon  my  ear, 
More  sweet  than  angel-musia^ 

When  first  I  woo*d  t&ee,  dearl 

By  that  great  vow  which  bound  Him 

Forever  to  my  side. 
And  by  the  ring  that  made  thee 

My  darling  and  my  bndel 
22 
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Thoa  wilt  not  M  nor  fiJter, 
But  bend  thee  to  the  taak— - 

A  BQILID  8HIBP*8  BBAD  OH  SUXIUT 

Is  all  the  boon  I  ask. 


THE   BITER   BIT. 

WILLIAM  ▲TTODK 

Tee  mm  u  in  the  sky,  mother,  the  flowers  are  springing  &ir, 
And  the  melody  of  woodland  birds  is  stirring  in  the  air; 
The  river,  smiling  to  the  sky,  g^des  onward  to  the  sea^ 
And  happiness  is  eyerywhere,  oh,  mother,  but  with  me  1 

They  are  going  to  the  chmicfa,  mother — ^I  hear  the  marriage  bell 
It  booms  along  the  upland— oh  I  it  haunts  me  like  a  kneQ; 
He  leads  her  on  his  arm,  mother,  he  cheers  her  fidtering  step, 
And  dosely  to  his  side  die  clings — she  does,  the  demirep ! 

They  are  crossing  by  the  stile,  mother,  where  we  so  oft  have  sUmm^ 
The  stile  beside  the  shady  thorn,  at  the  comer  of  the  wood; 
And  the  boughs,  that  wont  to  murmur  back  the  words  that  won 

my  ear. 
Wave  their  sQver  branches  o'er  him,  as  he  leads  his  bridal  ferei. 

He  win  pass  beside  the  stream,  mother,  where  first  my  hand  he 


By  the  meadow  where,  with  quivering  lip,  his   passion  be 

confessed; 
And  down  the  hedgerows  where  we  've  strajred  again  and  yet 

again; 
But  he  will  not  think  of  me,  mother,  his  broken-hearted  Jane ! 

He  said  that  I  was  proud,  mother,  that  I  looked  for  rank  and  gold, 
He  said  I  did  not  love  him — ^he  said  my  words  vere  cold; 
He  said  I  kept  him  off  and  on,  in  hopes  of  higher  game — 
And  it  may  be  that  I  did,  mother ;  but  who  has  n't  done  tlie  same 

I  did  not  know  my  heart,  mother — ^I  know  it  now  too  late ; 
I  thought  that  I  without  a  pang  oould  wed  some  nobler  mate ; 
But  no  nobler  suitor  sought  me — and  he  h&s  taken  wing, 
^ind  my  heart  is  gone,  and  I  am  left  a  lone  and  blighted  thing 
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• 

Toa  may  lay  me  in  my  bed,  mother — ^my  head  is  throbbing  son; 
And,  mothei;  prithee,  let  the  sheets  be  duly  Aired  before ; 
And,  if  you  d  please,  my  mother  dear,  your  poor  desponding 

child, 
Draw  me  a  pot  of  beer,  mother,  and,  mother,  draw  it  mild  I 


A   MIDNIGHT   MEDITATION. 

BT  snt  1  P  L  k 

muuLAM  ▲Ttom 

VujL  me  onoe  more  the  foaming  pewter  npl 

Another  board  of  oysters,  ladye  mine  I 
To-ni^t  Lucullus  with  himself  shall  sup. 

These  mute  inglorious  l^tons  are  divine ; 

And  as  I  here  in  slippered  ease  redine. 
Quaffing  of  Perkins'  Entire  my  fill, 
I  sigh  not  for  the  lymph  of  Aganippe's  liD.  . 

A  nobler  inspiration  fires  my  brain. 

Caught  fix)m  Old  England's  fine  tim^-hallowed  dries , 
I  snatch  the  pot  again  and  yet  again. 

And  as  the  foaming  fluids  shrink  and  shrink, 
'  Fill  me  once  more,  I  say,  up  to  the  brink  I 
This  makes  strong  hearts— strong  heads  attest  its  charm — 
This  nerves  the  might  that  sleeps  in  Britain's  brawny  arm  I 

But  these  remarks  are  neither  here  nor  there. 

Where  was  I  ?    Oh,  I  see — old  Southey  's  dead ! 
They  '11  want  some  bard  to  fill  the  vacant  chair. 

And  drain  the  annual  butt — and  oh,  what  head 

More  fit  with  laurel  to  be  garlanded 
Than  this,  which,  curled  in  many  a  fi-agrant  coil. 
Breathes  of  Gastalia's  streams,  and  best  Macassar  of!  Y 

I  know  a  grace  is  seated  on  my  brow. 
Like  young  Apollo's  with  his  golden  beams ; 

There  should  Apollo's  bays  be  budding  now : 
And  in  my  flashing  eyes  the  radiance  beams 
That  marks  the  poet  in  Hs  waking  dreams. 
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When  as  his  fimdes  duster  thidc  and  tfaicker. 
He  feels  the  trance  divine  of  poeaj  and  liquor. 

They  throng  around  me  now,  those  things  of  air, 
That  from  my  &ncy  took  tfieir  being's  stamp: 

There  Pelham  siti  and  tivirls  his  glossy  hair, 
There  Clifford  leads  his  pals  upon  .the  tramp ; 
Their  pale  Zanoni,  bending  o*er  his  lamp, 

Boams  through  the  starry  wilderness  of  thoug^l^ 

Where  all  is  eveiy  thing,  and  eyery  thing  is  naoj^ 

Tea,  I  am  he,  who  sung  how  Aram  won 

The  gentle  ear  of  pensive  Madeline  I 
How  love  and  murder  hand  in  hand  may  mn. 

Cemented  by  philosophy  serene, 

And  kisses  bless  the  apot  where  gore  has  been  1 
Who  breathed  the  melting  sentiment  of  crime, 

And  for  the  asBasain  waked  a  sympathy  suUimel 

Tes,  I  am  he,  who  on  the  novel  shed 
ObBOure  philosophy's  enchanting  light  I 

ITutil  the  public^  wildered  as  they  read, 
Believed  they  saw  that  which  was  not  in  sig^it—         • 
Of  course  *tvniB  not  for  me  to  set  them  li^t; 

For  in  my  nether  heart  convinced  I  am. 

Philosophy  *8  as  good  as  any  other  bam. 

Novels  three-volumed  I  shall  write  no  more-«> 
Somehow  or  other  now  they  vnll  not  sell ; 

And  to  invent  new  passions  is  a  bore — 
I  find  the  Magamnes  pay  quite  as  weD. 
Translating 's  simple,  too,  as  I  can  tell, 

Who  Ve  hawked  at  Schiller  on  his  lyric  throne. 

And  given  the  astonished  bard  a  meaning  all  my  own. 

Moore,  Campbell,  Wordsworth,  their  best  days  are  graflsdj 
Battered  and  broken  are  their  eariy  lyres. 

Rogers,  a  pleasant  memory  of  the  past, 
Warmed  his  young  hands  at  Smithfield's  martyr  firo^ 
And,  worth  a  plum,  nor  bays,  nor  butt  desires. 

But  these  are  things  would  suit  me  to  the  letter. 

For  though  this  Stout  is  good,  old  Sherry's  greatly  better. 
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A  ftoo  for  your  BinaU  poetio  rayen^ 

Yoor  Hunts,  your  Tennysozis,  your  USnes,  and  these! 
Shall  they  compete  with  him  who  wrote  "  Maltraven^" 

Prologue  to  "  Alice  or  the  Mysteries  ?" 

No  I    Even  now,  my  glance  prophetic  sees 
My  o\ni  high  brow  girt  with  the  bays  about 
What  ho,  within  there,  ho  1  another  pint  of  Stout  1 


THE   DIRGE   OF   THE   DRINKEK. 

BY  W ■ A ,  B8Q. 

WILLIAM  ATTOUV. 

Bbothebs,  spare  awhile  your  liquor,  lay  your  final  tumbler  down; 
He  has  dropp'd — ^that  star  of  honor— on  the  field  of  his  renown  I 
Raise  the  widl,  but  raise  it  sofily,  lowly  bending  on  your  kneee^ 
If  yon  find  it  more  convenient,  you  may  hiccup  if  you  please. 
Sons  of  Pantagruel,  gently  let  your  hip-hurraing  sink. 
Be  your  manly  accents  douded,  half  with  sorrow,  half  with 

drink  I 
Lightly  to  the  sofa  pillow  lift  his  head  from  off  the  floor ; 
See.  how  calm  he  sleeps,  nnconsdous  as  the  deadest  nail  in  door  I 
Widely  o'er  the  earth  I've  wander*d;  where  the  drink  motf 

freely  floVd, 
I  nave  ever  reel'd  the  foremost^  foremost  to  the  beaker  strode. 
Oeep  in  shady  Older  Cellars  I  have  dream'd  o'er  heavy  wet, 
By  the  fountains  of  Damascus  I  have  qfiaff 'd  the  rich  Sherbet| 
ftegal  Montepuldano  drained  beneath  its  native  rook. 
On  Johannis'  sunny  mountain  fireqnent  hiccup'd  o'er  my  hock ; 
I  have  bathed  in  butts  of  Xeres  deeper  than  did  e'er  Monsoon, 
Bangaree'd  with  bearded  Tartars  in  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon; 
In  beer-swilling  Copenhagen  I  have  drunk  your  Danesman  blind, 
I  have  kept  my  feet  in  Jena,  when  each  bursch  to  earth  de- 
clined; 
Glass  for  glass,  in  fierce  Jamaica,  I  have  shared  the  planter's  rum, 
Drank  with  Highland  dhuinie-wassel&  till  each  gibbering  Qr^ei 

grew  dumb ; 
But  a  stouter,  bolder  drinker^one  that  loved  his  liquor  more— 
liTever  yet  did  I  encounter  than  our  fiiend  upon  the  floor  1 
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Yet  the  best  (^  us  are  znoi  tal,  we  to  weakness  all  are  heir, 
He  has  fidlex^  who  rarelj  staggered — let  the  rest  of  us  beware  I 
We  shall  leave  him,  as  we  found  him — lying  where  his  manhaod 

fell, 
^ong  the  trophies  of  the  rerel,  for  he  took  his  tipple  well 
I  Better  't  were  we  loosed  his  neckdoth,  laid  his  throat  and  bosoa 

I  bare, 

Polled  his  Hobi «  off,  and  tum*d  his  toes  to  taste  die  breezy  air. 
I  Throw  the  so&  cover  o'er  him,  dim  the  flaring  of  the  gas, 

Calmly,  calmly  let  him  slmnber,  and,  as  by  the  bar  we  paas, 
We  shall  bid  that  thoughtful  waiter  place  beside  him,  near  and 

handy. 
Large  supplies  of  soda  water,  tumblers  bottomed  well  with 

brandy, 
80  when  waking,  he  shall  drain  them,  with  that  deathless  thint 

of  his, 

to  the  hand  that  smote  him,  like  a  good  'on  as  be  isl 


FRANGE8CA   DA   RIMINI. 

TO  BON  QAXn/rOBL 

WILLIAM  ATTOUK 

^^An  ImpaadoDed  papO  of  Leigh  Hani,  having  mot  Bon  QsoHlif  rt 
a  Fmej  BoU,  deeUroo  Che  deetniotlTe  ooneeqeoneei  fliait 

Didst  thou  not  praise  me,  Ghiultier,  at  the  ball, 
Bipe  lips,  trim  boddioe,  and  a  waist  so  small, 
With  dipsome  lightness,  dwindling  ever  less, 
Beneath  the  robe  of  peary  greeniness  I 
Dost  thou  remember,  when  with  stately  pnnce. 
Our  heads  went  crosswise  in  the  country  dance; 
How  soft,  warm  fingers,  tipp'd  like  buds  of  balm, 
Trembled  within  the  squeezing  of  thy  palm ; 
And  how  a  cheek  grew  flush'd  and  peachy-wise 
At  the  frank  lifting  of  thy  cordial  eyes? 
Ah,  me  I  that  night  there  was  one  gentle  thing, 
Who  like  a  dove,  with  its  scarce-feather'd  wing. 
Fluttered  at  the  approach  of  thy  quaint  swaggering  f 
There 's  wont  to  be,  at  conscious  times  like  these, 
Ad  affectation  of  a  bnght-eyed 
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▲  CR^y-cheekineas^  if  so  I  dare 
Describe  the  swaling  of  a  jaontjr  air; 
And  tlviSy  when  Bwirling  from  the  waltz's  whee^ 
You  cra7ed  my  hand  to  grace  the  next  qnadiilla. 
That  smiling  Toice,  although  it  made  me  starts 
Boil*d  in  the  meek  o'erlifting  of  my  heart ; 
And,  picking  at  my  flowers,  I  aaid  with  free 
And  usual  tone,  ^  Oh  yee^  sir,  certainly  I" 


one  that  swoons^  'twist  sweet  amaae  and  Ism; 
I  heard  the  music  burning  in  my  ear, 
And  felt  I  cared  not^  so  thou  wert  with  me. 
If  Gurth  or  Wamba  were  our  Ti9-;\-in& 
80^  when  a  tall  Enig^t  Templar  ringing  came, 
And  took  his  place  against  us  with  his  dame, 
I  neither  turned  away,  nor  bashfrd  shrunk 
F^m  the  stem  survey  of  the  soldier-monk, 
Though  rather  more  than  frill  three-quarters  drunk ; 
But  threading  through  the  figure,  first  in  rule, 
I  paused  to  see  thee  plunge  into  La  Poule. 

Ah,  what  a  sight  was  that  ?    Not  prurient  ICan^ 

Pointing  his  toe  through  ten  odestial  bars — 

Not  young  Apollo,  beamily  array'd 

In  tr^)8ome  guise  for  Juno*s  masquerade — 

Not  smartest  Hermes^  with  his  pinion  girth. 

Jerking  with  fi-eaks  and  snatches  down  to  earthy 

Look'd  half  so  bold,  so  beautifiil  and  strong^ 

As  thou  when  praiJdng  thro'  the  glittering  throng  I 

How  the  calm*d  ladies  looked  with  eyes  of  Ioto 

On  thy  trim  vdvet  doublet  laced  above ; 

The  hem  of  gold,  that^  like  a  wavy  river, 

Flowed  down  into  thy  back  with  glancing  shiver  f 

So  bare  was  thy  fine  throaty  and  curls  of  black 

So  lighiaomely  dropp'd  on  thy  lordly  back, 

80  crisply  swaled  the  feather  in  thy  bonnet, 

So  glanced  thy  thigh,  and  spanning  palm  upon  it| 

That  my  weak  soul  took  instant  flight  to  thee. 

Lost  in  the  fondest  gush  of  that  sweet  witchery  i 

But  when  the  daoce  was  o'er,  and  arm  in  arm 
(The  fiill  heart  beating  'gainst  the  elbow  warm), 
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We  pass'd  to  the  great  refresiunent  hafl. 

Where  the  heap*d  cheese-cakes  and  the  comfits  smaD 

Lay,  like  a  hive  of  sunbeams,  to  bnm 

Around  the  margin  of  the  n^^us  um; 

When  my  poor  qniyering  hand  you  fingered  twioe^ 

And,  with  mquiring  aocenta,  whispered  ''loe^ 

Water,  or  cream  ?"    I  could  no  more  dissemble^ 

But  dropp'd  upon  the  couch  all  in  a  trembl& 

A  swimming  fidntnees  misted  o*er  my  brain, 

The  corks  seem'd  starting  from  the  brisk  champagne, 

The  custards  M  untouched  upon  the  floor, 

Thine  eyes  met  mine.    That  nig^t  we  danced  no  moral 


LODIB  NAPOLEONS  ADDRESS  TO  HIS  ABUT 

WILIIAX  ATTOinL 

GuABDB  I  who  at  Smolensko  fled — 
No— I  beg  your  pardon — bled  1 
For  my  Unde  blood  you  Ve  shed. 
Do  the  same  for  me. 

Now 's  the  day  and  now  *s  the  hour, 
Heads  to  spb't  and  streets  to  soour ; 
SizikB  for  rank,  promotion,  power, 
Sawg,  and  eaiu  de  «k 

Who*s  afraid  a  child  to  kill? 
Who  respects  a  shopman's  till  7 
Who  would  pay  a  tailor's  bill  ? 

Let  him  turn  and  flee. 

Who  would  burst  a  goldsmith's  door, 
Shoot  a  dun,  or  sack  a  store? 
Let  him  arm,  and  go  before— 

That  ifl^  follow  me  1 

See  the  mob,  to  madness  riled. 
Up  the  barricades  hare  piled ; 
In  among  them,  man  and  child, 
Unrelentingly'l 
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Shoot  the  men  I  there's  scaroely  one 
In  a  doeen  *b  got  a  gan : 
Stop  them,  if  they  try  to  nm, 
With  artOlery  1 

Shoot  the  bojBl  each  one  may  grofir 
Into— of  the  state— «  foe 
QiaaxuDg  by  the  state,  you  know, 
My  sapremaoy  I) 

Shoot  the  girls  and  women  old ! 
Those  may  bear  us  traitors  bold^ 
These  may  be  inclined  to  scold 
Our  severity. 

Sweep  the  streets  of  all  who  may 
Baahly  venture  in  the  way, 
Warning  for  a  future  day 
Satisfiictoiy. 

Then,  when  sdll'd  is  ev'ry  voice, 
We,  the  nation's  darling  choice, 
OalUng  on  them  to  rejoice, 

TeU  them,  Fsanoi  n  Fub 


THB  BATTLE  OF  THE  BOULEVARD 

WTLUAM   ATTOmL 

Ov  Paris,  when  the  sun  was  low, 
The  gay  *'  Comique"  made  goodly  show, 
HabUuia  crowding  every  row 
To  hear  Limnandier's  opera. 

But  Paris  showed  another  sight, 
When,  mustering  in  the  dead  of  night, 
Her  masters,  stood,  at  morning  light, 

The  crack  ehaaaeura  of  Africa.  ' 

By  servants  in  my  pay  betrayed, 
Oavaignao,  then,  my  prisoner  made. 
Wrote  that  a  circumstance  delayed 
His  marriage  rite  and  revelry. 

22* 
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Then  shook  small  Thiers^  ¥rith  tenor  liyeii , 
Then  stormed  Bedeau,  while  gaol-ward  driTOSi 
And,  swearing  (not  alone  by  Heaven), 
Was  seized  bold  Lamorici^re. 

• 

But  louder  rose  the  voice  of  woe 
When  soldiers  sacked  each  dt's  d6pdt, 
And  tearing  down  a  helpless  foe^ 
Flashed  Magnan's  rad  artilleiy. 

ICore,  mora  anestil  Ohanganuer  InmTe 
Is  dragged  to  prison  like  a  knave : 
No  time  aUowed  the  swell  to  shave, 
Or  use  the  least  perfhmexy. 

*TSs  morn,  and  now  Hortenae's  son 
(Perchance  her  spouse's  too)  has  won 
The  imperial  crown.    The  French  ara  done^ 
Ohawed  up  most  inoontesfi^blj. 

Few,  few  shall  write^  and  none  shall  meet; 
Suppressed  shall  be  each  journal-sheet; 
And  every  serf  beneath  my  feet 
Shan  hail  the  soldier's  Smperor. 


PUFFS   POETICAL. 

wnjim  Aifoim 

L 

PAfilB  AND  EXUDf. 

As  the  youthfhl  Paris  presses 

Helen  to  his  ivory  breast, 
Sporting  with  her  golden  tresses^ 

dose  and  ever  closer  pressed. 

He  said :  "  So  let  me  quaff  the  neotei^ 

Which  thy  Ups  of  ruby  yield : 
Qlory  I  can  leave  to  Hector, 

Gkkthered  in  the  tented  field. 
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**  Let  me  ever  gase  upon  thee. 

Look  into  thine  eyes  bo  deep; 
With  a  daring  hand  I  won  thee^ 

With  a  faithful  heart  I  'U  keep. 

'^  Oh,  my  Helen,  thou  bright  wondei^ 

Who  was  OTer  like  to  thee  ? 
JoTe  would  lay  aside  his  thunder, 

So  he  might  be  blest  like  me. 

**  How  mine  eyes  so  fondly  linger 

On  thy  soft  and  pearly  skin ; 
Scan  each  round  and  rosy  finger. 

Drinking  drau^ts  of  beauty  in  I 

«  Tell  me,  whence  thy  beauty,  fairest! 

Whence  thy  cheek's  enchanting  bloom? 
Whence  the  roey  hue  thou  wearest^ 

Breathing  round  thee  rich  peifume  T' 

Thus  he  spoke,  with  heart  that  panted, 

Olasped  her  fondly  to  his  side, 
Gazed  on  her  with  look  enchanted, 

While  his  Helen  thus  replied : 

'^  Be  no  discord,  loTe,  between  xm, 

If  I  not  the  secret  teUI 
Twas  a  gift  I  had  of  Yenus, — 

Yenus  who  hath  loved  me  weD. 

^  And  she  told  me  as  she  gave  it, 

'  Let  not  e^er  the  charm  be  knowi^ 
O'er  thy  person  freely  lave  it, 

Only  when  thou  art  alone.* 

« 'Tis  inclosed  in  yonder  casket- 
Here  behold  its  golden  key; 

But  its  name — ^love,  do  not  ask  it^ 
Tell 't  I  may  not,  e'en  to  thee  l** 

Long  with  vow  and  kiss  he  plied  her^ 

Still  the  secret  did  she  keep. 
Tin  at  length  he  sank  beside  her. 

Seemed  as  he  had  dropped  to 
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Soon  was  Helen  laid  in  skimber, 
When  her  Paiia,  rising  slow, 

Did  his  &ir  neok  disencomber 
From  her  rounded  anna  of  snow; 

Then  her  heedless  fingers  oping, 
Takes  the  key  and  steals  away, 

To  the  ebon  table  groping, 
Where  the  wondrooB  cayaket  la? : 

Bageriy  the  Ud  uncloses^ 
Sees  within  it,  laid  aslope, 

Pkab's  Liquid  Bu>om  or  Booi^ 
Oakee  of  his  TiumPABBXT  SoapI 


n. 

TABQUni  AND  TBM  AUOmL 

GoroKBLT  is  good  Sng  Tarquin  shiinraig^ 

Qently  g^des  the  razor  o*er  his  chin, 
Near  him  stands  a  grim  Haruspez  raving^ 
And  with  nasal  whine  he  pitches  in, 
Ghmx2h  Extension  hints, 
Till  the  monarch  squints. 
Snicks  his  chin,  and  swears — a  deadly  sinl 

''Jove  confound  thee,  thou  bare-legged  imptwlvr 

From  my  dressing  table  get  thee  gone  I 
Dost  thou  think  my  flesh  is  double  GHo'ster? 
There  again  I    That  cut  was  to  the  bonef 
G^t  ye  from  my  sight ; 
1 11  believe  you're  right 
When  my  rasor  cuts  the  sharping  hone  1" 

Thus  spoke  Tarquin  with  a  deal  of  diyneas ; 

But  the  Augur,  eager  for  his  feee^ 
Answered  — ''  Try  it,  your  Imperial  TTighnwi^ 
Press  a  little  harder,  if  you  please. 
There  1  the  deed  is  done  I*' 
Through  the  solid  stone 
Went  the  steel  as  glibly  as  through 


\ 
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So  the  Angar  touched  the  tm  of  Tarqam, 

Who  suspected  some  celestial  aid : 
Bat  he  wronged  the  blameless  Gk>d8 ;  for  h^rkenl 
Ere  the  monarch's  bet  was  rasblj  laid. 
With  his  searching  eje 
Did  the  priest  espy 
Bombb'b  name  engraved  npoQ  the  blade. 


BEFLBOnONS  OF  A  FROHD  PEDE8TBIAN. 

OlilVBB   WJtMJ>ILL  HOUaiL 

1 8AW  the  oori  of  his  waving  lash, 

And  the  glance  of  his  knowing  eye, 

And  I  knew  that  he  thought  he  was  catting  a  dash, 
As  his  steed  went  thundering  by. 

And  he  may  ride  in  the  rattling  gig, 

Or  flourish  the  Stanhope  gay, 
And  dream  that  he  looks  exceeding  big 

To  the  people  that  walk  in  the  way; 

Bat  he  shall  think,  when  the  night  is  stilly 
On  the  stabler-boy's  gathering  numben^ 

And  the  ghost  of  many  a  Teteran  bill 
Shan  hoyer  aroand  his  slumbers; 

The  g^iasdy  dun  shall  worry  his  sleep, 

And  constables  duster  aroand  him, 
And  he  shall  creep  from  the  wood-hole  deep 

Where  their  specter  eyes  have  found  himf 

Ay  1  gather  your  reins,  and  crack  your  thong; 

And  bid  your  steed  go  faster ; 
He  does  not  Imow  as  he  scrambles  along; 

That  he  has  a  fool  for  his  master ; 

And  hurry  away  on  your  lonely  ride, 
Nor  deign  firom  the  mire  to  saye  me ; 

I  win  paddle  it  stoutly  at  your  mde 

With  the  tandem  that  nature  gave  me  I 
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EVBNINO. 

BT  A  VJJhOM. 

OLiVBB  WnrDBiL  HOI 

Day  hftth  pat  on  has  jacket^  and  aroond 
HiB  burning  boeom  buttoned  it  with  stam 
Here  will  I  lay  me  on  the  TelTot  grass. 
That  IS  like  padding  to  earth's  meager  liba^ 
And  hold  commmiion  with  the  things  about  ma 
Ah  me  I  how  loYety  is  the  golden  braid, 
That  binds  the  ddrt'of  night^s  descending  robe  I 
The  thin  leaTes,  quiTering  on  their  silken  threadsi 
Do  make  a  mnsic  like  to  rustling  satin, 
As  the  light  breeses  smooth  their  downj  napu 

Ha!  what  is  this  that  rises  to  mj  touch, 
80  like  a  cushion?    Oan  it  be  a  cabbage? 
It  is,  it  is  that  deeply  ii^ured  flower, 
Which  boys  do  flout  us  with ; — but  yet  I  love  thes^ 
Thou  giant  rose,  wrapped  in  a  green  surtout 
Doubtless  in  Eden  thou  didst  blush  as  bri^^t 
As  these,  thy  puny  brethren;  and  thy  breath 
Sweetened  the  fragrance  of  her  spicy  air ; 
But  now  thou  seemest  like  a  bankrupt  beau, 
Stripped  of  his  gaudy  hues  and  essences. 
And  growing  portly  in  his  sober  garments. 

Is  that  a  swan  that  rides  upon  the  water? 

0  no,  it  is  that  other  gentle  bird, 
Which  is  the  patron  of  our  noble  calling. 

1  well  remember,  in  my  early  years, 

When  these  young  hands  first  closed  upon  a  goose ' 

I  have  a  scar  upon  my  tb'mble  finger, 

Which  chronicles  the  hou  of  youiig  ambitioz. 

My  father  was  a  tailor,  and  his  father, 

And  my  sire's  grandsire,  all  of  them  were  tailoia; 

They  had  an  ancient  goose, — it  was  an  heir4ooiii 

From  some  remoter  tailor  of  our  race. 

It  h^pened  I  did  see  it  on  a  time 

When  none  was  near,  and  I  did  deal  with  it| 

And  it  did  bmn  me,— oh,  most  fearfully  1 
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It  is  a  joy  to  straigfateu  oat  ooe*8  limbs^ 
And  leap  elastic  from  the  level  ooimter, 
Leaving  the  petty  grievaooes  of  earth, 
The  breaking  thread,  the  din  of  clashing  ahean^ 
And  all  the  needles  that  do  wound  the  spiiit^ 
For  such  a  pensive  hour  of  soothing  sQenoe. 
Kind  Nature,  shufOing  in  her  loose  undresa^ 
Lays  bare  her  shady  bosom ;  I  can  feel 
With  all  around  me ; — I  can  hail  the  flowers 
That  epiig  earth's  mantle, — and  yon  quiet  Inrd, 
That  tides  the  stream,  is  to  me  as  a  brother. 
The  vulgar  know  not  all  the  hidden  pockets^ 
'Where  Nature  stows  away  her  loveliness. 
Bat  this  unnatural  posture  of  my  legs 
Oramps  my  extended  calves,  and  I  must  go 
Where  I  can  coil  them  in  their  wonted  feshioo. 


PHAETHON; 

OR,  TBI  AMJLTEUR  OOAOHKAJI. 


JOSH  a  8AXB 

Dav  Phaxthon — so  the  histories  run — 

Was  a  jolly  young  chap,  and  a  son  of  the  Sun; 

Or  rather  of  Phosbus — but  as  to  his  mother, 

Genealogists  make  a  deuce  of  a  pother, 

Some  going  for  one,  and  some  for  another  I 

For  myself  I  must  say,  as  a  careftd  explorer. 

This  roaring  young  blade  was  the  son  of  Auboka  ! 

Now  old  Father  Phcbbus,  ere  railways  begun 

To  elevate  funds  and  depreciate  fun. 

Drove  a  veiy  fast  coach  by  the  name  o'  '^Thi  Sm;' 

Running,  they  say, 

Trips  evexy  day 
(On  Sundays  and  all,  in  a  heathenidn  way). 
And  lighted  up  with  a  famous  array 
Of  lanterns  that  shone  with  a  brilliant  dif^lay, 
And  dashing  along  like  a  gentleman's  '^  shay." 
With  never  a  &re,  and  nothing  to  pay  1 
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Now  Phaithov  begged  of  his  doting  M  MmK, 

To  grant  him  a  fiivor,  and  this  the  rather, 

Since  some  one  had  hinted,  the  youth  to  annoji 

That  he  wasn't  by  any  means  Ph(bbu8*8  boy  I 

Intending,  the  rascally  son  of  a  gun, 

To  darken  the  brow  of  the  son  of  tiie  Suv  I 

'^  By  the  terrible  Styx  T  said  the  angry  sire^ 

While  his  eyes  flashed  Tolumes  of  fury  and  fln^ 

"  To  proTe  your  reviler  an  infamous  liar, 

I  swear  I  will  grant  you  whate'er  yon  desire  1^ 

"  Then  by  my  head," 

The  youngster  said, 
*< I H  mount  the  ooach  when  the  horses  are  Ml«> 
For  there's  nothing  I'd  choose,  as  I'm  aliTe^ 
like  A  seat  on  the  box,  and  a  dashing  drive  1" 

"  Nay,  Phabthon,  don'tr— 

I  beg  you  won't — 
Just  stop  a  moment  and  think  upon 't  1 
You  're  quite  too  young,"  continued  the  B^gb, 
''To  tend  a  coach  at  your  tender  age  I 

Besides^  you  see, 

'T  will  z«aUy  be 
T  wr  first  i^ypearanoe  on  any  stage  I 

Desist^  my  chQd, 

The  cattle  are  wild. 
And  when  their  mettle  is  thoroughly  '  riM|* 
Depend  upon 't^  the  coach  'U  be  '  spfled'— 
They  're  not  the  fellows  to  draw  it  mild  I 

Desist,  I  say. 

You  'U  rue  the  day — 
So  mind,  and  don't  be  foolish,  Pha  I" 

But  the  youth  was  proud. 

And  swore  aloud, 
'T  was  just  the  thing  to  astonish  the  orowd-^ 
He  'd  have  the  horses  and  would  n't  be  cowed  t 
In  vain  the  boy  was  cautioned  at  large, 
He  called  for  the  chargers,  unheeding  Uie  diaig% 
And  Towed  that  any  young  fellow  of  force, 
Could  manage  a  dozen  coursers,  of  course  I 
Now  Phosbus  felt  exceedingly  sorry 
He  had  given  his  word  in  such  a  hurry, 
But  having  sworn  by  the  Styx,  no  doubt 
He  was  in  for  it  now,  and  could  n*t  back  cot 
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80  oalfiDg  PHAiTHOir  up  in  a  tnoe, 
He' gave  the  youth  a  bit  of  adyice: — 

**  *Paree  itimuKsj  vierthriaP 
(A  "  stage  direction,''  of  which  the  core  is, 
Don't  use  the  whip-^ey're  tiddish  things- 
Bat,  whatever  yon  do,  hold  on  to  the  strings  I) 
Remember  the  rule  of  the  Jehu-tribe  iS) 

(As  the  Judge  remarked  to  a  rowdy  Sootchman, 
Who  was  going  to  quod  between  two  watdhmeii  I) 
80  mind  your  eye,  and  q)are  your  goad, 
Be  shy  of  the  stones^  and  keep  in  the  road  I" 

Now  Fbaithon,  perched  in  the  coachman's  plaos^ 

Droye  off  the  steeds  at  a  furious  pace, 

Fast  as  coursers  running  a  race, 

Or  bounding  along  in  a  steeple-chase  I 

Of  wh^>  and  shout  there  was  no  laok, 

"  Crack — whack — 

Whack— crack" 
Resounded  along  the  horses'  back  I — 
Frightened  beneath  the  stinging  lash, 
Gutting  their  flanks  in  many  a  gash, 
On— on  they  sped  as  swift  as  a  flash, 
Throng  thick  and  thin  away  they  dash, 
(Budi  rapid  driving  is  always  rash  I) 
When  all  at  once,  with  a  dreadful  crash, 
The  whole  ^  estabUshment"  went  to  smadi  1 

And  Phasthok,  he, 

Aaall  agree. 
Off  the  coach  was  suddenly  huried, 
Into  a  puddle,  and  out  of  ^e  world  I 

MOBAL. 

Don't  raahly  take  to  dangerous  courooe  ■ 
Nor  set  tt  down  hi  your  table  of  forces^ 
That  any  one  man  equals  any  four  horseil 

Don't  swear  by  tiie  Styx  I— 

It's  one  of  Old  Nick's 

Diabolical  tricks 
To  get  people  into  a  regular  ^  fix," 
And  hold  *em  there  as  fast  as  brioka  I 


^ 
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THE  SCHOOL-HOUSE. 

[Arm  OOLMMITB.] 

JAIOB  BUanU    lAWBA 

Pbor  on  (he  marsh,  a  dweOing  now,  I  see 

Hie  humble  achoolrhoase  of  my  A,  B,  0, 

Where  weU-drilled  arohins,  eadi  behind  his  ih^^ 

Waited  in  ranks  the  wished  oommand  to  fire, 

Then  all  together,  when  die  signal  came^ 

Discharged  their  €hb  aim  against  the  dame^ 

Who,  'mid  the  yoUeyed  learning,  firm  and  caha^ 

Patted  the  fuiloughed  ferule  on  her  palm, 

And,  to  our  wonder,  oould  detect  at  once 

Who  flashed  the  pan,  and  who  was  downright  cunios 


There  young  Devotion  learned  to  dimb  with 
The  gnarly  limbs  of  Soriptare  fiunily-trees^ 
And  he  was  most  commended  and  admired 
Who  soonest  to  the  topmost  twig  perspired; 
Each  name  was  called  as  many  various  ways 
As  pleased  the  reader^s  ear  on  different  days, 
So  that  the  weather,  or  the  ferule's  stings^ 
Colds  in  the  head,  or  fifty  other  things, 
Transformed  the  helpless  Hebrew  thrioe  a  week 
To  jnttural  Pequot  or  resounding  Gkeek, 
The  vibrant  accent  skipping  here  and  there 
Just  as  it  pleased  invention  or  despair ; 
No  controversial  Hebraist  was  the  Dame ; 
With  or  without  the  points  pleased  her  the  sami 
If  any  tyro  found  a  name  too  tough. 
And  looked  at  her,  pride  furnished  skill  enough ; 
She  nerved  her  laiynx  for  the  desperate  things 
AnH  cleared  the  five-barred  syllables  at  a  spring. 

Ah,  dear  old  times !  there  once  it  was  my  hap, 
Perched  on  a  stool,  to  wear  the  *ong-eared  cap; 
From  books  degraded,  there  I  sat  at  ease^ 
A  dnme,  the  envy  of  compulaoiy  beesL 


J 
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EPI6BAMMATU 


EPIGRAMS   OF   BEN  JONSON. 

TO   FINB   ChBAKD. 

What  is 't  Frai  Grand,  makes  thee  mj  frienddup  fl|^ 

Or  take  an  Epigram  so  fbarfully, 

As  'twere  a  challenge,  or  a  borrower*s  letter ? 

The  world  most  know  jour  greatness  is  my  debMV 

imprtmu^  Grand,  yon  owe  me  for  a  jest 

I  lent  you,  on  mere  aoquaintanoe,  at  a  feasts 

Htm^  a  tale  or  two  some  fortnight  after, 

That  yet  maintains  you,  and  your  house  in  lau^^ikr. 

Urnn,  the  Babylonian  song  you  sing ; 

Memj  a  fair  Greek  poesy  for  a  ring. 

With  which  a  learned  madam  you  bely. 

Han,  a  charm  surrounding  feaiMly 

Yonr  partie-per-pale  picture,  one  half  drawn 

In  solemn  cyprus,  th'  other  cobweb  lawn. 

Henif  a  gulling  impress  for  you,  at  tilt 

Hem,  your  mistreas-  anagram,  in  your  hat 

Bern,  your  own,  sew*d  in  your  mistress*  smock. 

Bemy  an  epitaph  on  my  lord's  cock, 

In  most  vile  verses,  and  cost  me  more  pain. 

Than  had  I  made  'em  good,  to  fit  your  vein. 

Forty  things  more,  dear  Gkand,  which  you  know  f 

For  which,  or  pay  me  quickly,  or  1 11  pay  you. 


TO   BBAIKHABDT. 

Bbrdy,  thy  brain  is  valiant,  'tis  confest, 
Thou  more ;  that  with  if  every  day  dar'st  jest 
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Thyself  into  fresh  brawls;  when  calTd  upon, 
Scarce  thy  week's  swearing  brings  thee  off  of  one; 
So  in  short  time,  thou  art  in  arrearage  grown 
Some  hundred  quarrels^  yet  dost  thou  fig^t  none ; 
Nor  noed'st  thou ;  for  those  few,  by  oath  released, 
Make  good  what  thou  dar'st  in  all  the  rest 
Keep  thyself  there,  and  think  thy  valor  right ; 
He  that  dares  damn  himself  dares  more  than  fight 


TO   DOOTOB   BMPIRIO. 

When  men  a  dangerous  disease  did  'scape^ 
Of  old,  they  gave  a  cock  to  iEsculape ; 
Let  me  give  two^  that  doubly  am  got  free; 
Fh>m  my  disease's  danger,  and  from  theeu 


TO   SIB   ANNUAL   ?ILTBB. 

filter,  the  most  may  admire  thee,  though  not  I ; 

And  thou,  right  guiltless,  may'st  plead  to  it^  why? 

For  thy  late  sharp  device.    I  say  'tis  fit 

All  brains,  at  times  of  triumph,  should  run  wit ; 

For  then  our  water-conduits  do  run  wine ; 

But  that 's  put  in,  thou  'It  say.    Why,  so  is  thina 


ON   BANKS   THE    USUBBB. 

Banks  feels  no  lameness  of  his  knotty  gont^ 
Wa  moneys  travel  for  him  in  and  out^ 
And  though  the  soundest  legs  go  every  iaj. 
He  toils  to  be  at  hell,  as  soon  as  they. 


ON   OHBYRIL   THB    LAWTBB. 

No  cause,  nor  client  fat,  will  Cheveril  leeee. 
Bat  as  they  come,  on  both  sides  he  takes  fees^ 
knd  pleaseth  both ;  for  while  he  melts  his  f^resae 
Cor  this ;  that  wins,  for  whom  he  holds  his  peao^ 
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KPIQRAMATIO  VERSES   BT   SAMUEL   B  JTLKB. 


OPINION. 


Ofihiov  gOTernfl  all  Tnanlrind, 
like  the  blind's  leadmg  of  tlie  blmd; 
For  he  that  has  no  eyes  in 's  head, 
Must  be  by  a  dog  giad  to  be  led ; 
And  no  beasts  have  so  little  in  'em 
As  that  inhuman  brate,  Opinion. 
Tis  an  infectious  pestilence. 
The  tokens  upon  wit  and  sense, 
That  with  a  venomous  contagion 
Invades  the  sick  imagination: 
And,  when  it  seizes  any  part, 
It  strikes  the  poison  to  the  heart 
This  men  of  one  another  catch, 
By  contact,  as  the  hnmors  match* 
And  nothing  *s  so  perverse  in  nature 
Ab  a  profound  opiniator. 


OBItlOS. 

Oritics  are  Uke  a  kind  of  flies,  that  breed 
In  wild  fig-trees^  and  when  they  're  grown  op^  (bed 
Upon  the  raw  fruit  of  the  nobler  kind. 
And,  by  their  nibbling  on  the  out¥rard  rind, 
Open  the  pores,  and  make  way  for  the  sun 
To  ripen  it  sooner  than  he  would  have  done. 


HTPOOBIST. 

Uypoorisy  will  serve  as  well 
To  propagate  a  church,  as  seal ; 
Ab  persecution  and  promotion 
Do  equally  advance  devotion: 
So  round  white  stones  will  serve^  they  M|f | 
Ab  weU  as  eggs  to  make  hens  lay. 
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POLISH. 

AB  wit  and  fimcy,  like  a  diamoad, 
Tlie  more  exact  and  curious  'tis  groandy 
Is  forced  for  eyeiy  carat  to  abate, 
Ab  mubh  in  value  as  it  wants  in  welglil 


THB   aODLT. 

A  godly  man,  that  has  served  out  his  time 
In  holiness^  may  set  up  any  onme ; 
As  scholani,  when  they  Ve  taken  tiieir  degiMt 
May  set  up  any  &culty  they  please. 


PIBTT. 

Why  should  not  piety  be  made. 
As  weU  as  equity,  a  trade, 
And  men  get  money  by  deyotUn, 
Ab  well  as  making  of  a  motion? 
B'  allowed  to  pray  upon  oonditioni 
Ab  weQ  as  suitors  in  petLtions  ? 
And  in  a  congregation  pray. 
No  less  than  Chancery,  for  pay? 


KABBIAGB. 

AH  sorts  of  Tot*ries,  that  profess 
To  bind  themselves  apprentioes 
To  Heaven,  abjure,  with  solemn  vows^ 
Not  Cut  and  Long^tail,  but  a  Spouse 
Ab  the  worst  of  all  impediments 
To  hinder  their  devout  intents. 


POBTS. 

It  IS  not  poetry  that  makes  men  poor ; 
For  few  do  write  that  were  not  so  before ; 
And  those  that  have  writ  best,  had  they  beeo  lioh, 
Had  ne*er  been  dapp'd  with  a  poetic  itoh; 
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Had  loved  their  ease  too  well  to  take  the  patBB 
To  undei^  that  drudgery  of  brains; 
But^  being  for  all  other  trades  unfit. 
Only  f  avoid  being  idle,  set  up  wit 


PUFFING. 

They  that  do  write  in  authors'  praises, 
And  fireely  give  their  friends  their  Toioes 
Are  not  confined  to  what  is  true ; 
That's  not  to  give,  but  pay  a  due: 
For  praise,  that 's  due,  does  give  no  man 
To  worth,  than  what  it  had  before; 
But  to  commend  without  desert^ 
Bequires  a  mastery  of  art, 
That  sets  a  gloss  on  what's  amiss. 
And  writes  what  should  be^  not  what  in 


POLITICIANS. 

All  the  politics  of  the  great 
Are  like  the  cunning  of  a  cheat. 
That  lets  his  false  dice  fireely  run, 
And  trusts  them  to  themselves  alone. 
But  never  lets  a  true  one  stir. 
Without  some  fingering  trick  or  slur ; 
And,  when  the  gamester  doubts  his  play, 
Conveys  his  false  dice  safe  away, 
And  leaves  the  true  ones  in  the  lurch 
T*  endure  the  torture  of  the  search. 


FBAB. 

Tliere  needs  no  other  charm,  nor  ooiojant 
To  raise  infernal  spirits  up,  but  fear ; 
That  makes  men  pull  their  horns  in,  fike  a  anafl 
That's  both  a  pris'ner  to  itself,  and  jail ; 
Draws  more  fimtastic  shapes,  than  in  the  graina 
Of  knotted  wood,  in  some  men's  cracy  braim ; 
When  all  the  cocks  they  think  they  see^  and  biills^ 
Are  only  in  the  inaides  of  their  akullSb 
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THB    LAW. 

The  kw  can  take  a  purse  in  open  oout 
While  it  condemns  a  lees  delinqnent  for  *1 


THE    SAKE. 

Who  can  deservey  fi>r  breaking  <^the  law% 
A  greater  penance  than  an  honest  cause^ 


THE    SAKE. 

AH  those  that  do  but  rob  and  steal  enough 
Are  punishment  and  oourt-of-justioe  prool^ 
And  need  not  fear,  nor  be  concerned  a  straw 
In  all  the  idle  bugbears  of  the  law ; 
fiut  confidently  rob  the  gallows  too, 
Ab  weQ  as  other  sufferers,  <^  their  dua 


OONFBSSIOK. 

In  the  Ohmoh  of  Borne  to  go  to  shrift 
Is  bat  to  put  the  soul  on  a  dean  shifts 


SKATTBBEBS 

All  smatterars  are  more  brisk  and  pert 
Than  those  that  understand  an  art ; 
As  little  sparkles  shine  more  bright 
Than  growing  coals,  that  give  them  li§^ 


BAD    WBITBB8. 

As  he  that  makes  his  mark  is  understood 
To  write  his  name,  and  *tis  in  law  as  good, 
So  he,  that  can  not  write  one  word  of  i 
Believes  he  has  as  legal  a  pretense 
To  scribble  what  he  does  not  understand, 
Ab  idiots  have  a  title  to  their  land 
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THB    OPINIOHATITB. 

Opimonaton  oatorally  differ 
From  other  men;  as  wooden  legs  are  sdSat 
Than  those  of  pliant  jomtB,  to  yield  and  bow, 
Whidh  way  soeyer  they  're  deaign'd  to  go. 


LAKGUAGB  OF  THB  LBABKBD. 

Were  Tolly  now  alive,  he  'd  be  to  seek 
In  all  oar  Latin  terms  of  art  and  Gkeek ; 
Wocdd  never  understand  one  word  of  sense 
The  most  irrefragable  schoolman  means: 
As  if  the  Schools  design'd  their  tenns  of  ar% 
Not  to  advance  a  sdencey  but  to  divert; 
As  Boeui  Fioeu$  ooigures  to  amuse 
The  rabble  from  observing  what  he  doeiL 


GOOD    WBITIKG. 

As  'tis  a  greater  mystery  in  the  art 
Of  painting,  to  foreshorten  any  part^ 
Than  draw  it  out;  so  'tis  in  books  the  chief 
Of  all  perfections  to  be  plain  and  brie£ 


OOUBTIBBS. 

As  in  all  great  and  crowded 
Monsters  and  puppet-play  are  warei^ 
Which  in  the  less  will  not  go  o£^ 
Because  they  have  not  money  enough; 
So  men  in  princes'  courts  will  pass 
That  will  not  in  another  place. 


INTBNTIOKS. 

An  the  inventions  that  the  world  oontaiiu^ 
Were  not  by  reason  first  found  out^  nor  brains; 
But  pass  for  theirs  who  had  the  ludc  to  Ii|^t 
Upon  them  by  mistake  or  oversi^t 
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LOGIOIANS. 


used  to  di^  a  propositioii, 
Ab  justices  do  criminala^  in  prison, 
And,  in  as  leam*d  authentic  nonsense,  writ 
The  names  of  aU  their  moods  and  figures  fit; 
For  a  logician's  one  that  has  been  broke 
To  ride  and  pace  his  reason  b j  the  book ; 
And  bj  their  rules^  and  precepts^  and  nTimplfi^ 
To  put  his  wits  into  a  kind  of  trammdiL 


LABOBIOUS    WBITBBS. 

Those  get  the  least  that  take  the  greatest  paini^ 
•fint  most  of  all  i'  th'  drudgeiy  c^tfae  brains^ 
A  natural  sign  of  weakness,  as  an  ant 
Is  more  laborious  than  an  elephant; 
And  childieQ  are  more  buaj  at  their  play. 
Than  those  that  wiseliest  pass  their  time  away. 


OK   A   OLUB   07   SOTS. 

The  jolly  members  of  a  toping  dnb^ 
lake  pipestayes^  are  but  hoop'd  into  a  tub; 
And  in  a  ok)se  confederacy  link. 
For  nothing  else  but  only  to  hold 


HOLLAND. 

A  country  that  draws  fiAy  feet  of  water, 
In  which  men  live  as  in  the  hold  of  Nature ; 
And  when  the  sea  does  in  upon  them  break^ 
And  drown  a  province,  does  but  spring  a  leak ; 
That  always  ply  the  pump,  and  never  think 
They  can  be  safe,  but  at  the  rate  they  stink; 
That  live  as  if  they  had  been  run  a-ground, 
And,  when  they  die,  are  cast  away  and  drown'd; 
That  dwell  in  sliips,  like  swarms  ^  rata,  and  prey 
Upon  the  goods  all  nations*  fleets  convey ; 
And,  when  their  merchants  are  blovm  up  and  cracked| 
Whole  towns  are  cast  away  and  verecked ; 


BPIGKiLMMiLTIO.  MA 

ILat  feed,  Iflce  cannihalw,  on  other  fishes^ 
And  serve  their  oousm-germans  up  in  diahes : 
A  land  that  rides  at  anchor,  and  is  moored, 
In  which  they  do  not  five,  bat  go  arboard. 


WOKBK. 

l\.e  sools  of  women  are  so  small, 
That  some  beliove  they  Ve  none  al  all; 
Or  if  they  haye,  like  cripples,  still 
They  We  but  one  &cnlty,  the  will ; 
The  other  two  are  quite  laid  by 
To  make  up  one  great  tyranny ; 
And  though  their  passions  have  most  pow't^ 
They  are,  like  Turks,  but  slayes  the  mqra 
To  th*  absolute  will,  that  with  a  breath 
Has  sovereign  pow'r  of  life  and  death, 
And,  as  its  little  interests  move, 
Can  turn  *em  all  to  hate  or  love ; 
For  nothing,  in  a  moment,  torn 
To  frantic  love,  disdain,  and  scorn; 
And  make  that  love  degenerate 
T*  as  great  extremi^  of  hate ; 
And  hate  again,  and  scorn,  and  piques^ 
To  flames^  and  raptures,  and  love-tridoL 


BPIGBAMS  OF  EDMUND   WALLBB 

OK  A  PAINTBD  LADY  WITH  ILL  TBBIH. 

Wna  men  so  duU  they  could  not  see 
That  Ltoe  painted ;  should  they  flee, 
like  simple  birds,  into  a  net, 
So  grossly  woven,  and  ill  set, 
Her  own  teeth  would  imdo  the  knot^ 
And  let  all  go  that  she  had  got 
Those  teeth  fair  Ltob  must  not  show. 
If  she  would  bite :  her  lovers,  though 
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Jlkii  birds  thny  stoop  at  seeming  gnpe^ 
Are  dis-abus'd,  when  first  she  gapes: 
The  rotten  bones  disooTer'd  there. 
Show  'tis  a  painted  sepuloher. 


OF  THB  KABBIAGB  OF  THX  DWABF8. 

Design,  or  chanoe,  makes  others  wire ; 
Bat  nature  did  this  match  contriye : 
Eye  mig^t  as  weU  have  Adam  fled, 
As  she  denied  her  little  bed 
To  him,  for  whom  heay'n  seem*d  to  fiarae, 
And  measure  out,  this  only  dame. 

Thiioe  happj  is  that  humble  pair, 
Beneajth  the  leyel  of  all  care  I 
Over  whose  heads  those  arrows  fly 
Of  sad  distrust^  and  jealouaj : 
Secured  in  as  high  extreme, 
As  if  the  world  held  none  but  them. 

To  him  the  fiiirest  nymphs  do  show 
Like  moving  mountains,  topp*d  with 
And  ey*ry  man  a  Poltphemb 
Does  to  his  Galatea  seem ; 
None  may  presume  her  faith  to  proTe ; 
He  proffers  death  that  proffers  love. 

Ah  Ghlorib  !  that  kind  nature  thus 
From  all  the  world  had  severed  us : 
Oreating  fbr  ourselves  us  two. 
As  love  has  me  for  only  you  I 


iriGRAMS   OF   MATTHEW   PBIOB. 

A  SaMILE. 

Dbar  Thomas,  didst  thou  never  pop 
Thy  head  into  a  lin-man's  shop  7 
Theie,  Thomas,  didst  thou  never 
ens  but  by  way  of  mmile) 


i 
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A  Bqainel  spend  hiB  litde  rage^ 
In  jomiHng  round  a  roDing  cage  ? 
The  cage^  as  either  side  tiim*d  np, 
Striking  a  ring  of  beOs  a-top? — 

MoVd  in  the  orb,  pleased  with  the  oliinMt 
The  foolish  creature  thinks  he  climbs : 
But  here  or  there,  turn  wood  or  wire^ 
He  neyer  gets  two  inches  higher. 

So  fiu«s  it  with  those  meny  blades^ 
That  frisk  it  under  Pindus'  shades. 
In  noble  songs,  and  loAy  odes, 
They  tread  on  stars,  and  talk  with  gods; 
Stim  dancing  in  an  aiiy  round, 
Still  pleased  with  their  own  yerses'  soimd; 
Brought  back,  how  fast  soe'er  thej  go^ 
Always  aspiring,  always  low. 

THB  FLIB8. 

Say,  sire  of  insects,  mighty  Sol, 

(A  Fly  upon  the  chariot  pole 

dries  out),  what  Blue-bottle  alive 

Did  ever  witii  such  fhry  driye  ? 

Tell  Belzebub,  great  father,  tell 

(Says  t'  other,  perch*d  upon  the  wheel)^ 

IXd  ever  any  mortal  Fly 

Baise  such  a  doud  of  dust  as  I  ? 

My  judgment  tum'd  the  whole  debate: 
Hy  yalor  sav'd  the  sinking  state. 
So  talk  two  idle  bussing  things ; 
Toss  up  their  heads,  and  stretch  their  wiogft 
But  let  the  truth  to  light  be  brought ; 
This  neither  spoke,  nor  t'  other  fought : 
No  merit  in  their  own  behayior : 
Both  rais'd,  but  by  their  party's  &yor. 

PHILLIS'S    AGB. 

How  old  may  Phillis  be,  you  ask, 
Whose  beauty  thus  all  hearts  engages? 

To  answer  is  no  easy  task : 
For  sLe  has  really  two  ages. 


^ 


186  BPIGBAKKATIC. 


m  brocade,  and  pmch*d  in  8tagf% 
Her  patchea,  paint,  and  jewels  on; 
All  day  let  envy  view  her  fiKse, 
And  Phillis  is  but  twenty-one. 

Paint,  patches,  jewels  laid  aside, 
At  night  astronomers  agree^ 

The  evening  has  the  day  belied ; 
And  Phillis  is  some  forty-three. 


TO  THB   DUKB   DB   N0ALLB8. 

y ain  the  concern  wfaidi  you  express. 
That  unoaU'd  Alard  will  posseas 

Your  house  and  coach,  both  day  and  ni^t. 
And  that  Macbeth  was  haunted  less 

By  Banquo's  restless  sprite. 

With  fifteen  thousand  pounds  »-year, 
Do  you  complain,  you  can  not  bear 

An  ill,  you  may  so  soon  retrieve  7 
Good  Alwd,  &ith,  is  modester 

"By  much,  than  you  beUeye. 

Lend  him  but  fifty  louis-d'or ; 
And  you  ahall  never  see  him  mam 

Take  the  advice ;  probatnm  est 
Why  do  the  gods  indulge  our  store, 

But  to  secure  our  rest? 


ON    BISHOP    ATTBBBUBT. 

Meek  Francis  lies  here,  fiiend :  without  stop  or  stay, 
As  you  value  your  peace,  make  the  best  of  your  way. 
Though  at  present  arrested  by  death's  caitiff  paw. 
If  he  stirs,  he  may  stilt  have  recourse  to  the  law. 
And  in  the  King's  Bench  should  a  verdict  be  found, 
That  by  liveiy  and  seisin  his  grave  is  his  ground, 
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He  win  dUim  to  himself  what  is  strictly  his  dne^ 
Azul  an  a^^tion  of  trespass  will  straightway  ensoe^ 
That  yoa  without  right  on  his  premises  tread, 
On  a  simple  sormise  that  the  owner  is  dead. 


FOBMA   BONUM   FBAQILB. 

What  a  frail  thing  is  beauty  I  says  baron  Le  0am, 
PeroeiTing  his  mistress  had  one  eye  of  glass: 

And  scarcely  had  he  spoke  i^ 
When  she  more  oonfus'd  as  more  angry  she  greW| 
"By  a  negligent  rage  prov'd  the  maxim  too  true: 

She  dropt  the  eye,  and  broke  it 


BABNIKG   A   DINNBB. 

Fun  oft  doth  Mat  with  Topaas  dine, 
Eateth  baked  meats,  drinketh  Greek  wine ; 
But  Topaz  his  own  werke  rehearseth ; 
And  Mat  mote  praise  what  Topaz  versetfa. 
Now  sure  as  priest  did  e'er  shrive  sinner, 
Full  hardly  eameth  Mat  his  dinner. 


BIBO    AND   OHABON. 

When  Bibo  thoogfat  fit  from  the  worid  to  retreat^ 
And  fhll  of  champagne  as  an  egg^s  full  of  meat^ 
He  waked  in  the  boat;  and  to  Charon  he  said. 
He  would  be  roVd  back,  for  he  was  not  yet  dead. 
Trim  the  boat,  and  sit  quiet,  stem  Oharon  replied : 
Yon  may  have  forgot,  you  were  drunk  when  you  died 


THB   PBDANT. 

lysaader  talks  extremely  well ; 
Od.  any  subject  let  him  dwell, 

Qus  tropes  and  figures  will  content  ye : 
He  should  possess  to  all  degrees 
The  art  of  talk ;  he  practices 

PuH  fourtoon  hours  in  four-and-twentsr 
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EPIGRAMS   OF   JOSEPH   ADPISOF. 

THE  OOITKTBSS  07  KANOHESTEB. 

IMtttn  on  hit  admlHlon  to  the  Klt-CatGlii1»,lii  omipllftnoe  wUh  Ot  fotoi 
meniber  ■hoold  name  his  toMt,  and  write  a  ▼•ne  In  bar ; 

Whilb  haughty  GkIliA*8  dames,  that  spread 
O'er  their  pale  cheeks  an  artftil  red, 
Beheld  this  beauteous  stranger  there, 
In  nature's  diaims  diyinely  fiur ; 
Oonfiudon  in  their  looks  they  showed, 
And  with  unborrowed  blushes  glowed. 


TO  AN   ILL-FATOBED   LADY. 

[nOTATID  IBOH  KABTIAL.] 

While  in  the  dark  on  thy  soft  hand  I  hung, 
And  heard  the  tempting  syren  in  thy  tongue, 
What  flames,  what  darts,  what  anguish  I  endined  I 
fiat  when  the  candle  entered  I  was  cured. 


TO  A   OAPBIOIOUS   FBIBKD. 

[miTAnD  IBOM  KABTIAL.] 

In  all  thy  humors,  w^ether  graye  or  mellow, 
Thou  'rt  such  a  touchy,  testy,  pleasant  fellow ; 
Hast  so  much  wit,  and  mirth,  and  spleen  about  thee, 
There  is  no  Hying  with  thee,  nor  without  theei 


TO   A   BOGUS. 

[dotatbd  rsoM  lUBniL.] 

Thy  beard  and  head  are  of  a  different  dye : 
Short  of  one  foot,  distorted  in  an  eye : 
With  all  these  tokens  of  a  knaye  complete, 
Should'st  thou  be  honest,  thou  'rt  a  deylish  ohaat 
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BPIGBAM8  OF  ALEXANDER  POPS. 

OK   MRS.    TOFTS. 

(▲  OILBBBATED  OFKRA  8IN0IB.) 

So  bright  10  tfaj  beauty,  so  ohanning  thy  song, 

Aji  had  drawn  both  the  beasts  and  their  Orpheus  along ; 

But  such  is  thy  avarioe,  and  such  is  thy  pride. 

That  the  beasts  must  haye  starved,  and  the  poet  have  died 

TO   A   BLOOKHBAD. 

You  beat  your  pate,  and  fimcy  wit  will  come : 
Knock  as  you  please,  there 's  nobody  at  home. 

THB   FOOL  AND   THB   POST. 

Sir,  I  admit  your  general  rule, 
That  eveiy  poet  is  a  fool, 
But  you  yourself  may  serve  to  show  it^ 
That  every  fool  is  not  a  poet 


EPIGRAMS   OF  DEAN   SWIFT, 

ON    BURNING  A    DULL  POBM. 

An  aas's  hoof  alone  can  hold 
That  poisonous  juice,  which  kills  by  cold. 
Methought  when  I  this  poem  read, 
No  vessel  but  an  ass's  head 
Such  fiigid  fustian  could  contain ; 
I  mean  the  head  without  the  brain. 
The  cold  conceits,  the  chilling  thougfatik 
Went  down  like  stupefying  draughts ) 
I  found  my  head  begin  to  swim,    . 
A  numbness  crept  throug^i  every  fimlk 
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In  haste,  with  imprecatioDS  dire, 

I  threw  the  voltime  m  the  fire ; 

When  (who  could  ihink?)  though  cold  as  ie^ 

It  burnt  to  aahee  in  a  trice. 

How  could  I  more  enhance  its  fione? 
Though  bom  in  anow,  it  died  in  flame. 


TO  A  LADY, 
On  hMiiliig  bar  pnke  har  haAMidL 

You  always  are  making  a  god  of  your  spooae; 
But  this  neither  Reason  nor  Conscience  aUows 
Perhaps  you  will  say,  'tis  in  gratitude  due. 
And  you  adore  him  because  he  adores  you. 
Your  argument's  weak,  and  so  you  will  find, 
For  you,  by  this  rule,  must  adore  aU  mankind. 


THE   OUDGBLBD   HUSBAND. 

As  Thomas  was  cudgel'd  one  day  by  his  wife, 

He  took  to  his  heels  and  fled  for  his  life : 

Tom's  three  dearest  friends  came  by  in  the  squabble, 

And  saved  him  at  once  ^m  the  shrew  and  the  rabble; 

Then  ventured  to  give  him  some  sober  advice — 

But  Tom  is  a  person  of  honor  so  nice. 

Too  wise  to  take  counsel,  too  proud  to  take  warning, 

That  he  sent  to  all  three  a  challenge  next  morning. 

Three  dnels  he  fought^  thrice  ventured  his  life; 

Went  home,  and  was  cudgeled  again  by  his  wife. 


ON  SBEINa  YBBSBS  WBITTBN  UPON  WINDOWS  AT  mfl 

The  sage,  who  said  he  should  be  proud 

Of  windows  in  his  breast, 
Because  he  ne'er  a  thought  allow'd 

That  might  not  be  confest ; 
His  window  scrawled  by  every  rake^ 

His  breast  again  would  cover. 
And  fairly  bid  the  devil  take 

The  diamond  and  the  lover 
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oar  SKKING  THE  BX7BTS  OF  NBWTON,  LOOKB,  AND  OTHERS, 
Ptoeed  bj  j^neen  Caroilm  in  BWimimil  HttmitMf. 

Louis  the  living  learned  fed, 
And  nised  the  sdentiflo  head ; 
Oar  frugal  qaeen,  to  save  her  meal^ 
BzahB  the  heads  that  cannot  eat 

ON  THB  OHUBOH'S  DANGBR. 

Good  Halifiiz  and  pious  Wharton  cry, 

The  Ghurbh  has  Tapora;  there 's  no  danger  ni^ 

In  those  we  loTe  not^  we  no  danger  see, 

And  were  they  hanged,  there  would  no  danger  be. 

But  we  must  silent  be,  amid  our  fears, 

And  not  believe  our  senses,  but  the  Peers. 

So  ravisherSb  that  know  no  sense  of  shame, 

First  stop  her  mouth,  and  then  debauch  the  dame. 


OEr  ONB  DBLAOOUBrS  OOMPUMBNTING  OABTHT  ON  HU 

FOBTBY. 

Oirthj,  70a  say,  writes  well — ^his  genius  true, 
You  pawn  jour  word  for  Imn — he  'U  vouch  for  70a 
80  two  poor  knaves^  who  find  their  credit  fiul, 
To  cheat  the  world,  become  each  other^s  bail 


ON  A  USUBBB. 

Beneath  this  verdant  hillock  lies^ 
Demar,  the  wealthy  and  the  wise. 
His  heirs,  that  he  might  safely  rest, 
Have  put  his  carcass  in  a  chest, 
The  very  chest  in  which,  they  say, 
His  other  sel^  his  money  lay. 
And,  if  his  heirs  continue  kind 
To  that  dear  self  he  left  behind, 
I  dare 'believe^  that  four  in  five 
Will  think  his  better  half  alivei 


§€%  XPIOBAMMATIO. 

TO   MRS.    BIDDT   FLOTD; 

0B|  1HI  BrVFT  TO  FOBK  ▲  BI4UTT. 

When  Oopid  did  fau  gnndsire  Jove  eatrest 
To  form  some  Beaaly  by  a  new  reoeipt| 
Jore  sent^  and  found,  ikr  in  a  oountzy  scene, 
Truth,  innooenoe,  good  nature^  look  serene: 
From  which  ingredients  first  the  dexterous  bof 
Piok'd  the  demure,  the  awkward,  and  the  coj. 
The  Gkaoes  from  the  oourt  did  next  provide 
Breeding,  and  wit|  and  air,  and  decent  pride  c 
These  Venus  deans  from  erery  epurioos  graiB 
Of  nice  ooquet^  afieoted,  pert^  and  Tain. 
Jove  miz'd  up  all,  and  the  best  day  employed; 
Then  call'd  the  happy  oomposttum  FLonk 


THB   BBTBRSl; 

OLUDDi 


Venus  one  day,  as  story  goes^ 
But  for  what  reason  no  man  know% 
In  sullen  mood  and  grave  depor^ 
Trudged  it  away  to  Jove*s  h^  ooort ; 
And  there  his  Qodship  did  entreat, 
To  look  out  for  his  best  receipt : 
And  make  a  monster  strange  and  odd, 
Abhorred  by  man  and  every  god. 
Jove,  ever  kind  to  all  the  fidr, 
Nor  e'er  refused  a  lady's  prayer. 
Straight  oped  'scrutoire,  and  forth  he  took 
A  neatly  bound  and  well-gilt  book ; 
Sure  sign  that  nothing  entered  there. 
But  what  was  very  choice  and  rare. 
Scarce  had  he  tum'd  a  page  or  two- 
It  might  be  more,  for  aught  I  know ; 
But,  be  the  matter  more  or  less, 
Ifong  friends  't  will  break  no  squares,  I 
Then,  smiling,  to  the  dame  quoth.he, 
Here 's  one  will  fit  you  to  a  T. 


BPIOBAMMATIO.  548 

Bat^  as  the  writing  doth  pre0cri)>6^ 
Tis  fit  the  ingredients  we  provide. 
Away  he  went,  and  search'd  t\e  stewi^ 
And  every  street  about  the  Me  JTs ; 
Diseases,  impudence,  and  lies, 
Are  found  and  brought  him  in  a  trioa. 
From  Hackney  then  he  did  proyide^ 
A  clumsy  air  and  awkward  pride ; 
From  lady's  toilet  next  he  brought 
Noise,  scandal,  and  malicious  thought 
These  Jove  put  in  an  old  dose-stool, 
And  with  them  mix'd  the  vaiu,  the  fooL 

But  now  came  on  his  greatest  care, 
Of  what  he  should  his  paste  prepare ; 
For  common  day  or  finer  mold 
Was  much  too  good,  such  stuff  to  hold 
At  last  he  wisdy  thought  on  mud ; 
So  raised  it  np,  and  calTd  it— OkM, 
With  this,  the  lady  well  content, 
Low  oortsey'd,  and  away  she  went 


THB   PLAOB   OV   THB   DAMKBB. 

AH  tcXks  who  pretend  to  religion  and  grace, 

AHow  there 's  a  Hkll,  but  dispute  of  the  place : 

But  if  BjEtL  may  by  logical  rules  be  defined 

The  place  of  the  damn*d — ^1 11  tell  you  my  mind. 

Wherever  the  damn*d  do  chiefly  abound, 

Most  certainly  there  is  Hkll  to  be  found : 

Damn'd  poets,  damn'd  critics,  damn'd  blockheads,  danm'd  knavsi^ 

Damn'd  senators  bribed,  damn*d  prostitute  slaves; 

Damn'd  lawyers  and  judges,  damn'd  lords  and  damn'd  squires ; 

Damn'd  spies  and  informers,  damn'd  fiiends  and  damn'd  liars ; 

Damn'd  villains,  corrupted  in  every  station ; 

Darovi'd  time-serving  priests  all  over  the  nation ; 

And  into  the  bargain  1 11  readily  give  you 

Damn'd  ignorant  prelates,  and  councillors  privy. 

Then  let  us  no  longer  by  parsons  be  flamm'd, 

For  we  know  by  these  marks  the  place  of  the  damn  d : 

And  Bjell  to  be  sure  is  at  Paris  or  Rome. 

dow  happy  for  us  that  it  rs  not  at  home  I 
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THB   DAT  OF   JUDGMBVT. 

With  a  world  of  thought  oppreaB*d, 
I  sunk  from  reverie  to  rest 
A  horrid  vision  seized  my  head, 
I  saw  the  graves  give  up  their  dead ! 
Jove,  arm'd  with  teirors,  bursts  the  ddei^ 
And  thunder  roars  and  lightning  flies: 
Amased,  confused,  its  fiite  unknown, 
The  world  stands  trembling  at  his  throne ! 
While  each  pale  anner  hung  his  head, 
Jove,  nodding,  shook  the  heavens,  and  said: 
"  Offending  race  of  human  kind, 
By  nature,  reason,  learning,  blind ; 
You  who,  through  frailty,  steppM  aside; 
And  you,  who  never  fell  from  pride : 
You  who  in  different  sects  were  shamm'^ 
And  come  to  see  each  other  damn'd ; 
(So  some  folk  told  you,  but  they  knew. 
No  more  of  Jove's  designs  than  you) ; 
— ^The  world's  mad  business  now  is  o'er, 
And  I  resent  these  pranks  no  mor& 
— I  to  such  blockheads  set  mj  wit  1 
I  damn  such  fools  1 — Gk>,  go^  you  're  fail'' 


PAULUS  THB  LAWYER. 

UIDIAt 

^  A  slave  to  crowds,  scorch'd  with  the  summer's  heati^ 

In  courts  the  wretched  lawyer  toils  and  sweats; 

While  smiling  Nature,  in  her  best  attire, 

Regales  each  sense,  and  vernal  joys  inspire. 

Can  he,  who  knows  that  real  good  should  pleasei 

Barter  for  gold  his  liberty  and  ease  7" 

This  Paulus  preach'd : — When,  entering  at  the  dotx^ 

Upon  his  board  the  client  pours  the  ore : 

He  grasps  the  shining  gifts,  pores  o'er  the  canse^ 

Vorgets  the  sun,  and  dozes  o'er  the  lawa. 
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BPIGRAM8  BT  THOMAS  SHEEIDAET. 

ON    A    OABIOATUBB. 

If  you  saj  this  was  made  for  fiiend  Dan,  you  belie  it^ 
in  Bwear  he's  bo  like  it  that  he  was  made  by  it 


OS  DSAN  SWnrS  PBOFOSBD  hospital  for  LUNATIOa 

Ghreat  wits  to  madness  nearly  are  allied. 
This  makes  the  Dean  for  kindred  Ihtu  proTide. 


TO    A    DUBLIN    PUBLISHER. 

Who  dlq^jtd  ft  but  of  Dwn  Swift  In  hk  windoir,  vhlle  paUidilng  Lord  Ono 

rj*!  odhodfo  rBOUtflB  upon  the  Deon. 

Paolkner  I  for  onoe  thou  hast  some  judgment  shown, 
By  representing  Swift  transformed  to  stone;  ' 
For  oQuId  he  thy  ingratitude  have  known, 
Astonishment  itself  the  work  had  done  1 


WHICH    IS    WHICH. 

BTSOM. 

"  God  bless  the  King  1    God  bless  the  fidth's  defender  I 
God  bless— no  harm  in  blessing — ^the  Pretender. 
But  who  that  pretender  is,  and  who  that  king, 
God  bless  us  all,  is  quite  another  thing." 


OB  BOMB  LINES  OF  LOPEZ  DE  TBGA 

DB.  JORinOK. 

If  the  man  who  turnips  criefl^ 
Cry  not  when  his  father  dies^ 
'Tis  a  proof  that  he  had  rather 
Ha^e  a  turnip  than  his  &ther. 
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cm  A  FULii-LENQTH  PORTRAIT  OF  BEAU  MARSH 


IlaMd  b«IVMB  tt«  taita  «C  Ntvton  ud 

LOBD 

'^  ImcoBTAL  Nowton  never  spoke 
More  troth  than  here  joa  *]1  find; 

Nor  Pope  himself  e'er  penn*d  a  joke 
More  croel  on  miinlrind. 

**  The  picture  placed  the  busts  between, 
GKTes  satire  all  its  strength; 

Wisdom  and  Wit  are  little 
Bat  Polly  at  M  length." 


ON  SCOTLAND. 


M  tsLad  Gain  been  Soot|  God  would  have  ohanged  his  doom; 
Kor  fbroed  him  wander,  but  oonflned  him  home." 


RPIGBAMS  OF  PBTSR  PINDAR. 

EDMUND  BURKE'S  ATTACK  ON  WARRBN  HASTIKQe 

PooB  Edmund  sees  poor  Britain's  setting  sun : 
Poor  Edmund  grocvM — and  Britain  is  wndons  / 

Reader  I   thou  hast,  I  do  preeume 
^         (Gk>d  knows  though)  been  in  a  snug  room, 
B7  coals  or  wood  made  comfortably  warm, 

And  often  fancied  that  a  storm  wUkowL 

Hath  made  a  diabolic  rout — 
flank  ships,  tore  trees  up— done  a  worid  of  harm. 

TeS)  thou  hast  lifted  up  thy  tearful  eyes, 
Fancying  thou  heardst  of  mariners  the  cries ; 
And  sighed,  *'  How  wretcHed  now  must  thousands  bel 
C^I  how  I  pi^  the  poor  souls  at  seal** 
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WiMso,  lo  I  this  dreadful  tempest^  and  his  roar, 
A  wephjfr — in  the  kej-hole  of  the  door  I 


Now  may  not  Edmund's  howlings  be  a  sigh 
Pressiiig  through  Edmund's  lungs  for  loaves  and  flihw^ 

On  which  he  long  hath  looked  with  longing  eye 
To  fill  poor  Edmimd's  not  o'erburden'd  dishes? 

GKto  Mnn  a  sup— forgot  will  be  o(»nplaint ; 
Britain  be  safe,  and  Hastings  prove  a  mmnl 


ON    AN    ABTIST 

Ifho boMlsd  fhaftbliplfllarM had  hung  omt  thow of  Blr  Joahwt  B«7iioldf  I 

BshlMOon. 

A.  shabby  fellow  chanc'd  one  day  to  meet 
The  British  Rosdus  in  the  street^ 

Garrick,  on  whom  our  nation  justly  brags^ 
The  feEow  hugg'd  him  with  a  kind  embrace — 
**  Qood  sir,  I  do  not  recollect  your  fiice.*' 

Quoth  Gkrrick — "  NoT  replied  the  man  of  rags. 

**  The  boards  of  Drury  you  and  I  have  trod 
FuU  many  a  time  together,  I  am  sure — " 
**  Whenr  with  an  oath,  cried  Garrick— "for  by  Gh— 
I  never  saw  that  &ce  of  yours  before  I — 
What  characters,  I  pray, 
Did  you  and  I  together  play  ?" 

^  Lord  1"  quoth  the  fellow,  "  think  not  that  I  mock- 
When  you  pla/d  Hamlet,  sir — ^I  play*d  the  cock.** 


ON    THE    OONOLUSION    OF    HIS    ODEB 

^FmMdr  a  disappointed  artist  cries. 
With  open  mouth,  and  straining  eyes ; 
Gbping  for  praise  like  a  young  crow  for  meat* 
"  Lord  1  why  have  you  not  mentioned  me  /" 
Mention  ihM  I 
Thy  tmpu<2efio0  hath  put  me  in  a  twwU — 
What  rage  ^r  &me  attends  both  great  and  small 
Fetter  be  d — n'a,  uian  mention*d  ndaiaUI 


1 
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THB  LBX  TAUONIB  UPON  BENJAMIN  WBBT 

West  tells  the  woild  that  Peter  can  not  rhyme — 
.Peter  dedareS)  point  blank,  that  West  can't  paial* 

West  swears  I  Ve  not  an  atom  of  sablime — 
I  swear  he  hath  no  notion  of  a  saint: 

And  that  his  oross-wing^d  oherabim  are  Ibwk^ 
Baptised  hj  natoralists^  owls: 
Half  of  the  meek  apostles^  gangs  of  robbers; 
His  angels,  sets  of  braaen-headed  lubbem 

The  Holy  Scripture  says,  "  All  flesh  is  grass  :** 
With  Mr.  West,  all  flesh  is  brick  and  brass; 

Except  his  horse-flesh,  that  I  fitiiiy  own 

Is  often  of  the  choicest  Portland  stone. 

I  Ve  said  it  too,  that  this  artist's  &ces 

Ne'er  paid  a  Tisit  to  the  graces : 

That  on  expression  he  can  never  brag : 
Yet  for  this  article  hath  he  been  stadyin^ 
But  in  it  never  could  snipass  a  padding — 

No,  gentle  reader,  nor  a  pudding-bag. 

I  dare  not  say,  that  Mr.  West 

Can  not  sound  criticism  impart: 
I'm  told  the  man  with  technicals  is  blest^ 

That  he  can  talk  a  deal  upon  the  art; 
Yes,  he  can  talk,  I  do  not  doubt  it — 
"  About  it,  goddess^  and  about  it" 

Thus,  then,  is  Mr.  West  deserving  praise— 

And  let  my  justice  the  fair  laud  afford ; 
For,  lo !  this  &r-fiun'd  artist  cuts  both  ways^ 

Exactiy  like  the  angel  Gkibriel's  sword ; 
The  beauties  of  the  art  his  oonverm  showa^ 

His  canvas  almost  ev'iy  thing  that's  badft 
Thus  at  th'  Academy,  we  must  suppose, 

A  man  more  useful  never  could  be  had: 
Who  in  himself^  a  host,  so  much  can  do ; 
Whc  is  both  precept  and  example  tool 
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AABKTB  ATTACK  UPON  SIR  JOSHUA  BBTKOLK 

When  Barry  dares  the  President  to  fly  on, 
'Tis  like  a  mouse,  that,  work'd  into  a  rage. 
Daring  some  dreadful  war  to  wage^ 

Nibbles  the  tail  of  the  Nenuoan  lion. 

Or  like  a  loose,  of  mettle  full, 
Nurs'd  in  some  gianf  s  skoS — 
Because  Goliath  scratch'd  him  as  he  M, 
Employs  with  Tehemence  his  angry  dawi^ 
And  gaping,  grinning,  formidable  jawa^ 
To  oorry  ^the  giofntB  htadi 


ON  THB    DBATH    OF    MB.   HONB,   B.A 

There 's  one  R  A.  more  dead  1  stiff  is  poor  Hone^ 

His  works  be  with  him  under  the  same  stone: 

I  think  the  saored  art  will  not  bemoan  'em; 

But,  Muse  I — i>0  moirhdB  wH  mti  honvfm — 

As  te  his  host^  a  trtiv'Zsr,  with  a  sneer, 

Said  of  his  dead  SnyaOr^hwr. 

Qo^  then,  poor  Hone  I  and  join  a  nimierous  tram 

Sunk  in  OMMm**  wide  pacific  ocean; 

And  may  its  whoMihe  stomach  feel  no  motion 
To  cast  thee,  like  a  Jonah,  up  again. 


ON  OBOBGB  THB  THIED'S  PATBONAGB  OF  BBNJAMIN 

WEST. 

Thus  have  I  seen  a  child,  with  smiling  fiioe, 
A  little  daisy  in  the  garden  place, 

And  strut  in  triumph  round  its  fEiv'rite  floVr; 
Gbse  on  the  leaves  with  infant  admiration, 
Thinking  the  flowV  the  finest  in  the  nation, 

Then  pay  a  visit  to  it  ev*ry  houf : 
laigging  the  wat'iing^pot  about^ 

Which  John  the  gard'ner  was  obliged  to  fill; 
The  child,  so  pleas'd,  would  pour  the  water  oul^ 

To  show  its  marvelous  gard'nmg  skill; 
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Then  staring  round,  all  wild  for  pruaes  panting^ 
Ten  all  the  world  it  was  its  own  sweet  planting; 
And  boast  away,  too  bappy  el^ 
How  that  it  found  Uie  daisy  all  itself  I 


ANOTHBR  ON  THK   BAMll. 

In  mmilt  if  I  may  shine  agen — 
Thus  haye  I  seen  a  fond  old  hen 

With  one  poor  miserable  chick, 
Bustling  about  a  farmer's  yard; 
Now  on  the  dunghill  laboring  hard, 

Scraping  away  through  thin  and  thick, 
Fluttering  her  feathers — ^making  such  a  noise  I 
Oackling  aloud  such  quantities  of  joys, 

Ab  if  this  chick,  to  which  her  egg  gave  bIrtl^ 
Was  bom  to  deal  prodigious  knocks, 
To  shine  the  Broughton  of  game  cocks, 

And  kill  the  fowls  of  aU  the  earth  I 


BFITAPH   ON   PBTBB   STAGGS. 

Poor  Peter  Staggs,  now  rests  beneath  this  rail, 

Who  loved  his  joke,  his  pipe,  and  mug  of  ale ; 

For  twenty  years  he  did  the  duties  well, 

Of  ostler,  boots,  and  waiter  at  the  "  Bell" 

But  Death  stepped  in,  and  order'd  Peter  Staggs 

To  feed  his  worms,  and  leave  the  farmers'  nag& 

The  church  dock  struck  one — alas  1  't  was  Peter's  VaA^ 

Who  sij^'d,  ^  I  *m  coming— that 's  the  ostler's  bell  T 


THAT'S   BPITAPH. 

Here  rest  the  relics  of  a  friend  below, 

Blest  with  more  sense  than  half  the  folks  I  know : 

Fond  of  his  ease,  and  to  no  parties  prone, 

He  damn'd  no  sect,  but  calmly  goaw'd  his  bone ; 

Perfbrm'd  his  fonctiona  well  in  ev'ry  way — 

Blush,  Cftrtirfiafw,  if  you  can,  and  copy  TWiy. 
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ON  A  STONE  THROWN  AT  A  YERT  GREAT   MAN,    BITE 

WHICH  MISSED  HIM. 

Talk  no  more  of  the  lucky  escape  of  the  head 

From  a  flint  so  miluckily  thrown — 
I  thmk  very  diiferent,  with  thousands  indeed, 

'T  was  a  lacky  escape  for  the  atone. 


m*  fbUoiring  vtuiaa,  on  the  dMth  of  Lady  Mount  E-»*b  fiiTorite  pig  Ocpid,  ll 
Torilj  ozoeeded  by  nothing  in  the  annals  of  impertinence.— P.  P.] 

A    OONSOLATORT   STANZA 

TO  LADT  MOUNT  B  ,   ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HER  PIG  OUPID. 

0  dry  that  tear,  so  roimd  and  big, 
Nor  waste  in  sighs  your  precious  wind  I 

Death  only  takes  a  single  pig — 
Your  lord  and  son  are  still  behind. 


EPIGRAMS   BY    ROBERT   BURNS. 

THE    POET'S   CHOICE. 

I  MURDER  hate,  by  field  or  flood, 
Though  glory's  name  may  screen  us; 

In  wars  at  hame  I  'U  spend  my  blood, 
Life-giving  wars  of  Venus. 

The  Jeities  that  I  adore, 

Are  social  peace  and  plenty ; 
I  'm^better  pleased  to  make  one  more^ 

Than  be  the  death  of  twenty. 

ON    A    CELEBRATED    RULINa    ELDER. 

Here  souter  Hood  in  death  does  ^loep , — 

To  h — U,  if  lie 's  gane  thither, 
Sat'in,  gio  liim  thy  gear  to  keep. 

He  '11  baud  it  woel  thegither. 
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ON   JOHN   DOTS 

umjmFiK  or  MAUOHun. 

Hero  lies  Johnny  Pidgeou, 
What  was  his  religion? 
Wha  e*er  desires  to  ken, 
To  some  other  wArl' 
Maun  follow  the  carl, 

For  here  Johnny  Pidgeon  had  dhm 

Strong  ale  was  ablution — 
Small  beer,  persecution, 

A  dram  was  memmUo  mori: 
Bat  a  full  flowing  bowl 
Was  the  saving  his  soul, 

And  port  was  celestial  gioiy. 

ON   ANDBBW   TUBNBB. 

In  seventeen  hunder  an*  forly-nina, 
Satan  took  stuff  to  mak*  a  swine, 

And  cuist  it  in  a  comer ; 
But  wililj  he  changed  his  plan. 
And  shaped  it  something  like  a  lOHX 

And  ca'd  it  Andrew  Turner. 

ON  A  SCOTCH  COXCOMB 

Light  lay  the  earth  on  Billy's  breas^ 
His  chicken  heart  so  tender; 

Bot.  build  a  castle  on  his  head, 
'Eja  skull  will  prop  it  under. 

ON   GBIZZBL   GBIM. 


Here  lies  with  death  auld  Qrimel  Ghrii^ 

Idncluden's  ugly  witch ; 
O  death,  how  horrid  is  thy  taate^ 

To  lie  with  such  a  b         I 
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ON   A   WAG   IN   MAUOHLINS. 

XiymAdi^  him  Mftuohliiid  liusb&itds  a', 

He  aften  did  assist  ye ; 
For  had  ye  stayed  whole  years  awa^ 

Your  wives  they  ne'er  had  znisaed  je. 
Ye  Mauchline  baimsi  as  on  ye  pass 

To  school  in  bands  thither, 
O  tread  ye  lightly  on  his  grass — 

Peihaps  he  was  your  &ther. 


BPITAPH   ON   W . 

8fcqp^  thief!  dame  Nature  cried  to  Desth, 
As  WHlie  drew  his  latest  breath; 
Yon  have  my  choicest  model  ta'en ; 
How  shall  I  make  a  fool 


ON  A  SUIOIBB. 

Earth*d  up  here  lies  an  imp  o*  heD, 

Planted  by  Satan's  dibble- 
Poor  silly  wretc^  he 's  damn'd  himseP 
To  save  the  Lord  the  trouble. 


xriORAMS  FROM  THE  GERBfAN  OF  LBSSDirO. 

NIGBR. 

*« Hi's  gone  at  last-old  Niger's  deadl" 
Last  night  'twas  said  throughout  the  citj; 

Each  quidnunc  gravely  shook  his  head, 
And  half  the  town  cried,  "^  What  a  pilyl* 


The  news  proved  fUse — ^'twas  all  a  bheai 
The  morning  came  the  fact  denying ; 

And  off  the  tuwn  to-day  repeat 
What  hd^  the  town  last  night  was  oryiqg* 
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▲  NIOB  POINT. 

Say  which  enjoys  the  greater  bliaBes, 
John,  who  Doruida*8  picture  kusea, 
Or  Tom,  his  friend,  the  favor'd  el^ 
Who  kiases  &ir  Dorinda's  self? 
Faith,  'tis  not  easy  to  divine, 
While  both  are  thus  with  raptures  ^mfh%^ 
To  which  the  balance  should  incline^ 
Since  Tom  and  John  both  kiss  a  painting. 

THX  POINT  DEOIDID. 

Nay,  surely  John's  the  happier  of  the  twnc. 
Because— the  picture  can  not  kiss  again  I 


TBUK  NOBILITY. 

Young  Stirps  as  any  lord  is  proud, 
Vain,  haughty,  insolent,  and  loud, 
Qames,  drinks,  and  in  tiie  full  career 
Of  vice,  may  vie  with  any  peer ; 
Seduces  daughters,  wives,  and  mothers^ 
Spends  his  own  cash,  and  that  of  othen^ 
Pays  like  a  lord — that  is  to  say, 
He  never  condescends  .to  pay. 
But  bangs  his  creditor  in  requital^ 
And  yet  this  blockhead  wants  a  tide  I 


TO   A   LIAB. 

Lie  as  long  as  you  will,  my  fine  fellow,  believe  mtt. 
Your  rhodomontading  will  never  deceive  me; 
Though  yo*'  took  me  in  Asn^  I  confess,  n.y  good  yoati^ 
When  moved  by  caprice  you  once  told  me  the  tnitlL 


MBNDAX. 

See  yonder  goes  old  Mendaz,  telling  lies 
To  that  good  easy  man  with  whom  he 's  walking ; 
How  know  I  that?  you  ask,  with  some  surprise; 
Why,  don't  you  see,  my  friend,  the  fellow's  taOdiiP'. 
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THS   BAD   WIFB. 


Savaiis  have  decided,  that  seaioh  the  globe  round. 
One  only  bad  wife  in  the  woiid  can  be  found ; 
The  worst  of  it  is,  as  her  name  is  not  known, 
Not  a  husband  but  swears  that  bftd  wife  is  his  own. 


THB  BEAD    ICISEB. 

Aom  the  grave  where  dead  Gripdall,  the  miser,  repoaeii 
What  a  villainous  odor  invades  all  our  noses  I 
It  can't  be  his  body  alone— jn  the  hole 
They  have  oertainlj  buried  the  osurer's  tomi 


OH  FELL. 

While  Fell  was  reposing  himself  on  the  haj, 
A  reptile  oonceal'd  bit  his  leg  as  he  laj; 
But  all  venom  himself,  of  the  wound  he  made  light, 
4nd  got  wen,  while  the  scorpion  died  of  the  bite. 


THB   BAD   OBATOB. 

80  vHe  your  grimace,  and  so  croaking  your  q>eeeh, 
One  scarcely  can  tell  if  you  're  laughing  or  crying ; 

Were  you  fiz'd  on  one's  funeral  sermon  to  preabh. 
The  bare  apprehension  would  keep  one  from  dying. 


THE  WISE   OHILD. 

How  plain  your  little  darling  says  "  Mamma," 
But  Btill  she  calls  you  <'  Doctor,"  not  <<  Papa." 
One  thing  is  dear :  your  conscientious  rib 
Has  not  yet  taught  the  pretty  dear  to  fib. 


8PE0IMEN  OF  THB  LAOOHIO. 

'^  Be  less  prolix,"  says  GriH    I  like  advice — 

*  GrO),  you  're  an  ass  t"    N^^  surely  that '0  oonoifle 
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OUPID  AND   ICBBOUBT,  OB  THB  BABGAIV. 


Slj  Oupift  late  wiHi  Maia's  son 
Agreed  to  live  as  Mend  and  brother ; 

In  proo^  his  bow  and  shafts  the  one 
Changed  for  the  well-fiUM  purse  of  t^ottMb 

And  now,  the  transfer  duly  made. 
Together  thron^^  the  worid  thej  nyve; 

The  thieving  god  in  aims  array'd, 
And  gold  the  panoply  of  lore  I 


FBITZ. 

Qaoth  gallant  Friti^  **  I  ran  away 
To  fight  again  another  day.*' 
The  meaning  of  his  speech  is 
He  only  fled  to  fly  again. 


ON  D0BILI8. 

Tiiat  Dorilis  thns,  on  her  lap  as  he  Ues^ 
Should  kiss  little  Fompey,  excites  no  surprise ; 
But  the  lapdog  whom  thus  she  keeps  fondling  and 
Licks  her  face  in  return — that  I  own  is  amawngi 


TO  A  SLOW  WAL£BB   AND  QUIOK   EATBB. 

Bo  slowly  you  walk,  and  so  quiddy  you  eat^ 

Ton  should  march  wiUi  your  mouth,  and  devour  with  your  feeb 


ON  TWO  BEAUTIFUL  ONB-BTBD  SI8TNB8 

GKve  up  one  eye,  and  make  your  sister's  two, 
Venus  she  then  would  be,  and  Oupid  yoa 


THB  PBB<X)NTRA,  OB  ICATBDIONIAL  BALANOR 

How  strange,  a  deaf  wife  to  preferl 
True,  but  she 's  also  dumb,  good  sir. 
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BPIGRAMS  8.  T.  OOLBRIDGE. 

AN   BXPBOTOBATION, 

Ab  I  am  rhjmei^ 
And  DOW,  at  leasts  a  many  onOi 

Mr.  Mum's  Budeaheimer, 
And  the  ohuich  of  St  QeryoD^ 
Are  the  two  things  alone^ 
That  desenre  to  be  known, 
In  the  bodj-and-floul-etinking  town  of  Oolognik 

BZPBOTOBATION  THB  SBOOVD. 

In  Okm,  the  town  of  monks  and  bones, 

And  pavements  fanged  with  mnrderous  stone^ 

And  rags,  and  hags,  and  hideous  wencbfls^ 

I  coonted  two-and-seventy  stenches^ 

AQ  weQ  defined  and  separate  stinks  I 

Ye  nymphs  that  reign  o'er  sewers  and  Bink% 

The  riyer  Rhine,  it  is  well  known, 

Doth  wash  your  dty  of  Cologne. 

Bat  tell  me,  nymphs^  what  power  diTine 

Sball  henceforth  wash  the  river  Rhine  7 


TO   A   LADY, 
bgr  a  ipwllf  obMrratfon  fhat  -wvmm  batva  i 


Nay,  dearest  Anna,  why  so  grave  ? 
I  said  you  had  no  soul,  'tis  true, 
For  what  you  are  you  can  not  have  ; 
Tib  /that  have  one  since  I  first  had  yon. 

AYABO. 

[STOLBir  FBOM  LBBIHa] 

There  comes  fl'om  old  Avaro's  grave 
A  deadfy  stench—  why  sure  they  havv 
Immaied  his  muMi  within  his  grave. 
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BBBLZEBUB   AND   JOB. 

filj  B^jlsebub  took  all  occaaons 
To  try  Job's  oonstancy  and  patLenoa 
He  took  his  honor,  took  his  health, 
He  took  his  children,  took  his  wealth. 
His  servants,  oxen,  horses,  oows^- 
Bat  onnnifig  Satan  did  not  take  his 


Bat  Heaven,  that  brings  out  good  iWim  er^ 

And  loTes  to  disappoint  the  devil, 

Had  predetermined  to  restore 

Hoo/M  all  he  had  before; 

iffis  servants,  horses^  oxen,  cow»-* 

BhoriHDj^ited  devil,  not  to  take  his  spoosel 


SBNTIMBNTAL. 

Tbe  rose  that  bloshes  like  the  mofB, 

Bedeoks  the  valleys  low: 
And  so  dost  Uiou,  sweet  infimt  con, 

My  Angelina's  toe. 


Bat  (m  the  rose  there  grows  a  thom, 
That  breeds  disastroos  woe: 

And  so  dost  thou,  remorselesB  ooni, 
On  Angelina's  toe. 


AN  BTBBNAL  POBM. 

Your  poem  must  eternal  he, 
Dear  sir,  it  can  not  fiul. 
For  'tis  incomprehensible. 
And  wants  both  head  and  toA 


BAD   P0BT8. 


Swans  sing  before  they  die — ^'t  were  no  bad  thin|^ 
Bid  certain  persons  die  before  they  sing. 
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TO  MB.  iliEXANDEE,  THE  YENTBILOQUIST. 

SIR  WALISR  KKMT. 

Or  yore,  in  Old  England,  it  was  not  thought  good. 

To  carry  two  Tisages  under  one  hood : 

What  ahould  folks  say  to  yauf  who  have  faces  so  plenty, 

That  from  under  one  hood  you  last  night  showed  ns  twenty  I 

Stand  forth,  arch  deceiyer,  and  tell  us  in  truth, 

Are  you  handsome  or  ugly,  in  age  or  in  youth  ? 

lian,  woman  or  child — a  dog  or  a  mouse  ? 

Or  are  you,  at  onoe^  each  hve  thing  in  the  house  ? 

Each  Uve  thing  did  I  ask  ?— «ach  dead  implement  too, 

A  workshop  in  your  person— saw,  chisel,  and  screw  I 

Aboye  all,  are  you  one  indiyidual  ? — ^I  know 

You  must  be,  at  leasts  Alexandre  and  Go. 

But  I  think  you  're  a  troop,  an  assemblage,  a  mob, 

And  that  I,  as  the  sheriff  should  take  up  Ihe  job: 

And,  instead  of  rehearsing  your  wonders  in  yerse, 

ICust  read  you  the  riot-act^  and  bid  you  disperse  1 


THE   SWALLOWS. 

B.  BBINBUrr  flHBRIDJJI* 

Tie  Mbm  of  WdM  mom  Into  Brooki^i  one  dax,  and  eompblaad  of  mIA«  ta 
drinking  tluM  giMMs  of  brandj  and  v»tar,  ndd  1m  lelt  oomlartibto. 

Tbm  prince  came  in  and  said  *t  was  cold, 

Then  put  to  his  head  the  rummer, 
Till  nodUow  after  udoMow  came^ 

When  he  {oonounced  it  summer. 


FRENCH  AND   ENGLISH 

Ths  French  have  taste  in  all  they  do, 
Which  we  are  quite  without ; 

For  Nature,  that  to  them  gaye  go^ 
To  us  gaye  only  gout 


SeO  BPIGBAMMATIO. 

EPIGRAMS   BT   THOMAS   MOOBK 

TO   SIB  HUDSON   LOWE. 

fla  Hndson  Lowe,  Sir  Hadaon  Low 
(By  name,  and  ah !  by  nature  so), 
'  As  thoQ  art  fond  of  persecntioiifl^ 

Perhaps  thou  'at  read,  or  heard  repealed, 
How  G^>tam  GhiHiTer  was  treated, 
When  thrown  among  the  lillipiilEiaiia. 

They  tied  him  down — these  little  men  did— 
And  hATing  Taliantly  ascended 

Upon  the  Mighty  Man's  protnberanoe, 
They  did  so  strati — upon  my  soul, 
It  most  haye  been  extremely  droll 

To  see  their  pigmy  pride's  ezuberanoe  I 

And  how  the  doughty  mannikins 
Amused  themselYes  with  sticking  pins 

And  needles  in  the  great  man's  breediea ; 
And  how  some  vtiry  little  things^ 
That  paas'd  for  Lords,  on  scaffoldings 

GK>t  up  and  worried  him  with  speeohe& 

Alasl  alas  I  that  it  should  happen 

To  mi^ty  men  to  be  caught  niq>i»ngl — 

Though  different,  too,  these  penecotioni' 
For  Gkilfiyer,  fh/stt^  took  the  nap, 
While,  Aare,  the  iVbp,  oh  sad  midiap, 

Is  taken  by  the  Idlliputians  1 

DIALOGUB 

nTWmi  A  CATHOUO   DKiBOATB  AND  BIS  BOTAIi  HiminBB 

DUKB  OF  CUMBKBLAND. 

Said  his  Higlmess  to  Ned,  with  that  grim  face  of  his, 
"  Why  refuse  us  the  Vafo,  dear  Oatholic  Niddt  T — 

^Because,  sir, '  said  N'xd,  looking  full  in  his  phiz, 
''You're  forbidding  enough,  in  all  conscience,  already!" 
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TO  MISS 


With  woman's  foim  and  woman's  trioki 
80  much  of  man  yon  seem  to  mix, 

One  knows  not  where  to  take  yoa ; 
I  pray  yoo,  if  'tis  not  too  &r, 
Qo,  ask  of  Nature  uiMch  yoa  aro^ 

Or  "v^iat  she  meant  to  make  yon. 


Yet  stay — yoa  need  not  take  the 
With  neither  beauty,  youth,  nor  brains^ 

For  man  or  maid's  desiring : 
Pert  as  female^  fool  as  male, 
As  boy  too  green,  as  girl  too  stale^ 

The  thing's  not  worth  inquiring  I 


TO 


when  yoa  will,  yoa  need  not  wear 
At  heayen's  court  a  form  more  ftir 

Than  Beauty  here  on  earth  has  giyen; 
Keep  but  the  lovely  looks  we  see — 
The  voice  we  hear  and  you  will  be 

An  angel  ready^madA  for  heayen  I 


DPOV  BBOTG  OBLEGED  TO  LBAYB  A  PLBASABT  PABTT 

rSOM  TBI  WAJTT  Of  A  PAIB  Of  RRMOHW  TO  DBkSB  FOB  DINIUS  DL 

Between  Adam  and  me  the  great  difference  is, 
Though  a  paradise  each  has  been  forced  to  resign, 

That  he  never  wore  breeches  till  tum'd  out  of  his, 
While,  for  want  of  my  breeches^  I  'm  banish'd  from  miM 

WHAT'S   MY   THOUGHT   LIKBf 

QiMft — ^Why  is  a  Pump  like  Yiscoimt  Oabtlsbiaos  ? 

Asmo. — Because  it  is  a  slender  thing  of  wood. 
That  up  and  down  its  awkward  arm  doth  sway, 
And  coolly  q>out,  and  spout^  and  spout  away, 

In  one  W€«k,  washy,  everlasting  flood  1 

24* 
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FROM   THB   FBBVOH. 

Of  an  the  men  one  meets  about^ 

There  *8  none  like  Jack — he 's  eTeiywhi 
At  ohtirch — park---aiictio]i--Himnep---roat-- 

Gk>  when  and  where  you  wiD,  he  *b  therau 
Tiy  the  West  End,  he*B  «t  your  back— 

Meets  yon,  like  Eurua,  in  the  East— 
Ton 're  caU*d  c^n  fixr  ''  How  do^  Jaokr 

One  hundred  timea  ardaj,  at  least 
A.  ftiend  of  his  onA  evening  said, 

As  home  he  took  his  pensiye  way, 
"Upon  my  soul,  I  fear  Jack's  dead— • 

I'ye  seen  him  but  three  times  to-dayT 


A  JOEB   TBBSIFIBD. 

'^Oome,  oome,"  said  Tom's  &ther,  ^  at  your  time  of  tt^ 
Iliere  's  no  longer  excuse  for  thus  playing  the  rake 

It  Is  time  you  should  think,  boy,  of  taking  a  wife.''— 
"Why,  so  it  is^  &the^— whose  wife  shall  I  taker 


THB   SUBPBI8B. 

i^ilorifl^  I  swear,  by  all  I  erer  swore, 

That  from  this  hour  I  shall  not  lore  thee  more.^ 
**  What  I  loTe  no  more  ?  Oh  I  why  this  altered  tow  T 
Because  I  ocni  not  loye  thee  inore—than  nowl 


ON 


like  a  snuffers^  this  loving  old  dams^ 
By  a  destiny  grievous  enough, 

Though  so  oft  she  has  snapp'd  at  the  flame^ 
Hath  never  more  than  the  snu£ 


ON    A    SQUINTING    P0BTB8B. 

To  no  one  Muse  does  she  her  glance  oonflm^ 
But  has  an  eye^  at  onoe,  t  ?  oO  tte  hms/ 
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OV  A  TUIT-HUNTBB. 

Ltment^  lament^  Sir  laaao  Heard, 

Fat  mounung  round  thj  page,  Debrei^ 
For  here  lies  one,  who  ne'er  preferred 

A  Tiaoount  to  a  Marquis  yet  . 

Beside  his  jjaoe  the  Qod  of  Wit» 

Before  him  Beauty's  rosiest  girhi^ 
ApoQo  for  a  tUur  he  'd  quit^ 

And  Love's  own  sister  for  an  Earl'a, 


Did  niggard  &te  no  peers  afford, 
He  took,  of  oourse,  to  peers'  relations ; 

And,  rather  than  not  sport  a  lord. 
Pot  up  with  even  the  last  creations. 

Even  Irish  names,  could  he  but  tag  'em 
With  *^  Lord"  and  ''  Duke,"  were  sweet  to 

And,  at  a  pinch.  Lord  Ballyraggum 
Was  better  than  no  Lord  at  alL 

Heaven  grant  him  now  some  noble  nook, 
For,  rest  his  soul,  he  'd  rather  be 

GenteeUy  damn'd  beade  a  Dnke^ 
Than  saved  in  vulgar  company. 


THB  EI8S. 

• 
Qtve  me,  my  love,  that  billing  kiss 

I  taught  you  one  delidous  night, 

When,  taming  epicures  in  bliss, 

We  tried  inventions  of  delight 

Ck>me,  gently  steal  my  lips  along. 
And  let  your  lq)s  in  murmurs  move— 

Ah,  nol^«gain — that  kiss  was  wrong- 
How  can  you  be  so  dull,  my  love  ? 


**  Oease,  cease  1"  the  blushing  girl  re] 
And  in  her  milky  arms  she  caught 

^How  can  you  thus  your  pupil  chide : 
Ton  know  Hwa§  in  ike  dark  you  tauf^t  mar 
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VPTTAPH  ON  A  WELIrENOWH  FOBT— (BOBSBf 

80UTHBT.) 

• 

Beneath  these  poppies  buried  deep^ 
The  bones  of  Bob  the  bard  lie  hia ; 

Peace  to  his  manes ;  and  may  he  sleep 
As  soundly  as  his  readers  did  1 

Through  every  sort  of  verse  meandering^ 

Bob  went  without  a  hitoh  or  fbD, 
Through  Enlc,  Sapphic,  Alexandrine, 

To  Terse  that  was  no  verse  at  aU; 

TiU  fiction  having  done  enough, 

To  make  a  bard  at  least  absimi, 
And  give  his  readers  qwmitum  n^., 

He  took  to  praising  (George  the  Third: 

And  now,  in  virtue  of  his  crown, 
Dooms  us,  poor  whigs,  at  once  to  slagghtBr, 

Uke  Donellan  of  bad  renown, 
Poisoning  us  all  with  laurel-water. 

And  yet  at  times  some  awkward  quahna  he 
Felt  about  leaving  honor's  track ;        • 

And  though  he 's  got  a  butt  of  Malmsey, 
It  may  not  save  him  from  a  sack. 

Death,  weaiy  of  so  duU  a  writer. 
Put  to  his  works  a  jSnu  thus.  , 

Oh  I  may  the  earth  on  him  lie  lighter 
Than  did  his  quartos  upon  us  1 


irSITTEN  IN  A  YOXTNG  LADY'S  OOM^ON-PLAOS  BCOX 

OUtod  the  "« Book  of  lyiOifli.** 

This  journal  of  foUy  's  an  emblem  of  me ; 
But  what  book  shall  we  find  emblematic  of  thee? 
OhI  shall  we  not  say  thou  art  Lowfs  Dttodeeimof 
None  can  be  prettier,  few  can  be  less,  you  know. 
Such  a  volume  in  sheets  were  a  volume  of  charms; 
Or  if  hoynd,  it  should  only  be  bound  mi  our  arms ' 
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THB  BABBINIOAL  ORIGIN  OF  WOICBN. 

Thej  ten  us  that  Woman  was  made  of  a  rib 
Jus^  pick'd  from  a  comer  so  snug  in  the  side ;  ^ 

But  tLe  Babbins  swear  to  you  that  this  A  a  fib, 
And 't  was  not  so  at  all  that  the  sex  was  supplied. 

Far  old  Adam  was  &ahion*d,  the  first  of  his  kind, 
With  a  tail  like  a  monkey,  fiiU  a  yard  and  a  flpaa; 

And  when  Nature  cut  off  this  appendage  behind, 
Wl^ — ^then  woman  was  made  of  the  tail  of  the  man. 

if  such  18  the  tie  between  women  and  men, 

The  ninny  who  weds  is  a  pitiful  elf; 
For  he  takes  to  his  tail,  like  an  idiot^  again. 

And  makes  a  most  damnable  ape  of  himself  I 

Tet^  if  we  may  judge  as  the  fiuahions  preyaO, 
Srery  husband  remembers  the  original  plan. 

And,  knowing  his  wife  is  no  more  than  his  tail, 
Why— he  leaves  her  behind  him  as  much  as  he  oaiL 


ANAOBBOHTIQUB. 

Frees  the  grape,  and  let  it  pour 
Around  the  board  its  purple  shower; 
And  while  the  drops  my  goblet  steeps 
I H  think — ^in  woe  the  dusters  weep. 

Weep  on,  weep  on,  my  pouting  vine ! 
Heaven  grant  no  tears  but  tears  of  wina 
Weep  on ;  and,  as  thy  sorrows  flow, 
1 11  taste  the  luxury  of  woe/ 


SPBOULATIOV. 

Of  aU  speculations  the  market  holds  forth, 
The  best  that  I  know  for  a  loTer  of  pe&( 

Is  to  buy up  at  the  price  he  is  worth, 

And  then  sell  him  at  that  which  he  sets  on  himselt 
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M6  XPIGBAlfMi.TIO. 

ON   BUTLSH'S   MONUMENT. 

BIT.  flAMUEL 

♦   Whilb  Butlgr,  needy  wretch,  was  yet  alive, 
No  generous  patron  would  a  dinner  give. 
See  him,  when  Btarved  to  death  and  turn'd  to  duA, 
F^neeented  with  a  monumental  bust 
The  poet's  &te  is  here  in  emblem  shown — 
He  ask'd  for  bread,  and  he  reoeiYed  a  ttone. 


OH   THE  DISAPPOINTMENT  OF  THE  WHIG  ASSO 

OIATES  OF  THE  PBINGE  BEaENT,  AT  NOT 

OBTAINING  OFFICE. 

Yb  politicians,  tell  me,  pray. 

Why  thus  with  woe  and  care  rent  ? 
This  is  the  worst  that  you  can  say, 
Some  wind  has  blown  the  wig  away, 
And  left  the  Mrir  ApparmU, 


TO    PBOFESSOB    AIBET, 

Ob  hla  matf/liig  %  beftullftil 


SIDNBT  sum 

AiBBT  alone  has  gained  that  double  prise, 
Which  forced  musicians  to  divide  the  crown ; 

His  works  have  raised  a  mortal  to  the  ddea. 
His  mairiage-vows  have  drawn  a  mortal  down. 


ON    LOBD    DUDLEY    AND    WABD. 

SAJEUBL  BOOIH 

** Thet  say  Ward  has  no  heart,  but  I  deny  it; 
He  has  a  heart— «nd  gets  his  qDeeches  bj  it" 
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EPIGRAMS   OF   LORD   BYRON. 

TO  THB    AUTHOB    OF  A    SONNET    BEGINNIVO 
**  *BA2>  n  MT  rmn,*  nm  bat,  *▲»>  nr  wo  «-a«^*"* 


Tht  yerse  is  "  sad"  enough,  no  doubt^ 
A  devilish  deal  more  sad  than  witty  I 

Why  should  we  weep,  I  can't  find  out^ 
Unleas  for  UiM  we  weep  in  pity. 

Yet  there  is  one  I  pity  more. 

And  much,  alasl  I  think  he  needs  it— 
For  he,  I  'm  sure,  wiU  suffer  sore, 

Who,  to  his  own  misfortune,  reads  it 

The  rhymes^  without  the  aid  of  magio^ 
Hay  once  be  read — but  never  after ; 

Yet  their  effect's  by  no  means  tragic^ 
Although  by  &r  too  duU  fc*  laughtsr. 

But  would  yon  make  our  bosoms  bleed, 
And  of  no  oonmion  pang  complain  ? 

If  you  would  make  us  weep  indeed, 
Tell  us  you  H  read  them  o'er  again. 


WINDSOB    POETICS. 

Db  IIm  Mnee  Itegant  balflig  Men  Btandlng  betirera  the  oofflniof  H«nry  Tin  mi 

GhailM  L,  In  the  royal  Tult  at  Wlndior. 

Famed  for  contemptuous  breach  of  sacred  ties^ 
By  headless  Charles  see  heartless  Heniy  lies; 
Between  them  stands  another  sceptered  thing — 
It  moves,  it  reigns — ^in  all  but  name,  a  king ; 
Oharles  to  his  people,  Heniy  to  his  wife, 
— In  him  the  double  tyrant  starts  to  life ; 
Justice  and  death  have  mixed  their  dust  in  vaiii. 
Each  royal  vampyre  wakes  to  life  again. 
Ahl  what  can  tombs  avail,  since  these  disgofge 
The  blood  acd  dust  of  both  to  mold  a  OeorgvT 
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ON   A  OABBIEB  WHO   DIED  OF  DBnHKBNBB8& 

John  Adams  lies  here,  of  the  parish  of  SouUi  well, 
A  carrier  who  carried  his  can  to  his  mouth  well; 
He  carried  so  much,  and  he  carried  so  fast^ 
He  could  cany  no  more— so  was  carried  at  ksfc; 
For  the  liquor  he  drank,  being  too  much  for  one, 
He  could  not  carry  off-HX>  he's  now  canion.. 


BPIOEAMS  OF  6ABHAM. 

OV  XHH  WINDOWS  OF  KING'S  OOLLBGB  BBICAINIM 

BOABDBD. 


Pbofbbbobs,  in  your  plan  there  seems 
A  something  not  quite  right : 

"Tis  queer  to  cherish  leaming^s  beams 
By  shutting  out  the  light 

While  thus  we  see  your  windows  blook'^ 

If  nobody  complains ; 
Yet  eyerybody  must  be  shock'd, 

To  see  yon  don't  take  paina 

And  teQ  me  why  should  bodily 

Succumb  to  mental  meat? 
Or  why  should  v^a^  /?9ra,  iri^ 

Be  fdl  the  pie  we  eat  ? 

No  helhio  Ubrorum  I, 

No  literary  glutton, 
Would  yeal  with  Virgil  like  to  tiji 

With  metaphysics,  mutton. 

Leave  us  no  longer  in  the  lurch, 
With  Romans,  Greeks,  and  Hindooi; 

But  give  us  beef  instead  of  birch, 
And  board  tu — not  your  windows 
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HBW-ICADE   HONOR. 

[IMITATED  FBOM  MABXIALb] 

A  fiiend  I  met^  some  half  hour  aiiice — 

"Ocod-morrawJaekr  quoth  I; 
The  new-made  Knight)  like  any  Prinoe^ 

Frown'd,  nodded,  and  pass'd  by; 
When  up  camt  Jem — "Sir  John,  your  $lam  r 

"  ^\  James ;  we  dine  at  eight- 
Fail  not — (low  bows  the  supple  knave) 

Don't  make  my  lady  wait'* 
The  ]png  can  do  no  wrong?    As  I 'm  a  sinner, 
He  *8  spoilt  an  honest  tradesman  and  my  dinnei!; 

BHBU   FUGAOBS. 

Whftt  Horace  says  is, 

Skeufiigaeu 

Amd  labimier,  Podwme,  Postwme  I 

Years  glide  away,  f  ^i  are  lost  to  me,  lost  to  me  I 

Now,  when  the  lolks  ui  the  dance  sport  their  merry  toes^ 

Tagfionis^  and  EMers,  Davemays  and  Oeritos^ 

Sighing,  I  mnrmor,  ^^  0  fmhi  praAeritos  /" 


ANONYMOUS   EPIGRAMS 

ON  A  PALB  LADY  WITH  A  BED-NOSED  HUSBAND. 

A/^BNOi  comes  it  that,  in  Clara's  face, 

The  lily  only  has  its  place  ? 

Is  it  because  the  absent  rose 

Has  gone  to  paint  her  husband's  nose  ? 

UPON   POPB^S   TBANSLATION    OF   HOICBB 

So  much,  dear  Pope,  thy  English  Homer  chann% 
As  pity  melts  us,  or  as  passion  warms, 
That  after  ages  will  with  wonder  seek 
Who  't  was  tiimalated  Homer  into  Qreek. 
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BEGIPE    FOB   A   MODBBN   BOBNEf. 

Two  scraps  of  foumlation,  some  fragments  of  laoe, 
A  shower  of  Freach  rose-buds  to  droop  o*er  the  iaee ; 
Fine  ribbons  and  feathers,  with  crage  and  illusions, 
Then  mix  and  <2erange  them  in  graceful  confusion ; 
Inveigle  some  fairy,  out  roaming  for  pleasure, 
And  beg  the  slight  &Tor  of  taking  her  measure, 
The  length  and  the  breadth  of  her  dear  little  pate^ 
And  hasten  a  miniature  frame  to  create ; 
Then  pour,  as  above,  the  bright  mixture  upon  it^ 
And  Ip  1  you  possess  ''such  a  love  of  a  bonnet t" 


MY   WIFE    AND    I 

As  my  wife  and  I,  at  the  window  one  day, 

Stood  watching  a  man  with  a  monkey, 
A  cart  came  by,  with  a  **  broth  of  a  boy," 

Who  was  driving  a  stout  little  donkey. 
To  my  wife  I  tlien  spoke,  by  way  of  a  joke, 

''There  *s  a  relation  of  yours  in  that  carriage." 
To  which  she  replied,  as  the  donkey  she  spied, 

**  Ah,  yes,  a  relation — hy  marriage  /" 


ON   TWO    GENTLEMEN, 

I  of  wImmb,  (yCoonoD,  deUjed  a  duel  on  the  plea  of  fall  wife's  Din 
eCfaer  deoHned  on  aoooant  of  the  Qlneai  of  hie  deugbter. 

Some  men,  with  a  horror  of  slaughter, 
Improve  on  the  Scripture  command, 
And  honor  their  wife  and  their  daughter, 
That  their  days  may  be  long  in  the  land. 


WELLINGTON'S  NOSE. 

"Pray,  why  does  the  great  Captain's  note 
Resemble  Yenice  ?'*  Duncomb  crieo. 

**  Why,"  quoth  Sam  Rogers,  "  I  sufpo^ie. 
Because  it  has  a  bridge  of  aiie  (aighB)^'* 
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THB   8M0KBB. 


An  dainty  meats  I  do  defy 

Which  feed  men  fat  as  swine. 
He  is  a  firugal  man  indeed 

That  on  a  leaf  can  dinel 
He  needs  no  napkin  for  his  handa^ 

His  finger's  ends  to  wipe. 
That  keeps  his  kitchen  in  a  box. 

And  roast  meat  in  his  pipe  I 

AH    B8SAY   ON   THB  UNDBBSTAH  01  Va« 

"  Harry,  I  can  not  think,"  says  Dick, 
**  What  makes  my  anklea  grow  so  thick:** 
"  You  do  not  recollect,"  says  Harry, 
"How  great  a  ecU/thej  have  to  carry." 

TO  A  LIYINQ  AUTHOB. 

Your  comedy  I  Ve  read,  my  fiiend, 

And  like  the  half  you  pilfered  best; 
But  sure  the  piece  you  yet  may  mend : 

Take  courage,  manl  and  steal  the  rest 


BPIGRAMS    BT    THOMAS    HOOD. 

ON    THB    ABT-UNIONS. 

That  picture-raffles  will  conduce  to  nourish 
Design,  or  cause  good  coloring  to  flourish, 
Admits  of  logic-chopping  and  wise  sawing, 
But  surely  lotteries  encourage  drawing. 

fHB    SUPBBIOBITY    OF    MAOHINBBY 

A  mechanic  his  labor  will  often  discard 

If  the  rate  of  his  pay  he  dislikes : 
But  a  dock — and  its  com  is  uncommonly  hard— 

Will  continue  to  work  though  it  8tr%ke§, 
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EPIGRAMS    BT   W.   SAVAGE    LANDOB 

ON  OBSEBYINa  A  YULaAB  KAMB  ON  THE  FUHTB 

OF  AN  ANCIENT  STATUE. 

Babbabiasb  most  we  always  be  ? 

Wild  hunters  in  pursuit  of  fiune  ? 

Must  there  be  nowhere  stone  or  tree 

IJngashed  with  some  ignoble  name. 
O  Venus  I  in  thy  Tuscan  dome 

May  every  god  watch  over  thee 
Apollo  I  bend  thy  bow  o'er  Bome^ 

And  guard  thy  sster's  chastity. 
Let  Britons  paint  their  bodies  blue 

As  formerly,  but  touch  not  you. 


LYING    IN    STATE. 

Now  from  the  chamber  all  are  gone 
Who  gaaed  and  wq>t  o*er  WeDington  ; 
Derby  and  Dis  do  all  they  can 
To  emulate  so  great  a  man : 
If  neither  can  be  quite  so  great^ 
Resolved  is  each  to  lib  m  iiaie^ 


EPIGRAMS    FROM    PU'NGH. 

THE    OAUSB. 

LiSBTTK  has  lost  her  wanton  wiles — 
What  secret  care  consumes  her  youth, 

And  circumscribes  her  smiles  ? — 
ABpeckona/rontiooihf 

IRISH    PABTIOULAE. 

Bhiers  oratory  *8  like  bottled  Dublin  stout — 
For,  draw  the  cork,  and  only  froth  comes  out 


b       '/" 


T^}\  ' 

« 

AS^C  '». 

1 

TI'.O'  H    K'     ; 

i 
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aVX    GOOD    TUBN    DBSBBYSS    ANOTHBB 

A  poor  man  went  to  hang  himself 

But  treasure  ohanoed  to  find : 
2Ze  pocketed  the  nuser^s  pelf 

And  left  the  rope  behind. 

His  money  gone,  the  miser  hnng 

Himflelf  in  sheer  deqMur : 
Thus  each  the  otber^s  wants  mspgiMf 

And  that  was  smrely  fUr. 


STICKY. 

I'm  going  to  seal  a  letter,  Bkk^ 
Some  vfOK  pray  give  to  ma 

I  have  not  got  a  tingle  Mk^ 
Or  whoda  I  'd  give  to  theeu 


THB    POST    FOILBD. 

To  win  the  maid  the  poet  tries^ 
And  sometimes  writes  to  Julia's  eye 
She  likes  a  pwag    but^  crael  whim, 
She  still  appears  a-twv0  to  him. 


BLAOK    AND    WHITR 

The  Tories  yow  the  Whigs  are  black  as  ni^lit, 
And  boast  that  they  are  only  blessed  witli  li^^lit. 
Peel's  politics  to  both  sides  so  incline, 
His  may  be  called  the  equinoctkU  Une. 


IVQUBST— KOT    BXTBAOBDIN ABT 

Great  Bulwer's  works  fell  on  Miss  Basbleu's  head, 
And,  in  a  moment^  lo  I  the  maid  was  dead  I 
A  jury  saty  and  found  the  verdict  plains- 
She  died  otrnilk  and  vnxter  on  the  brain. 
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DOICBSTIO    BOONOMT. 

Said  Stiggins  to  his  wife,  one  daj, 
**  We  *  ye  nothing  left  to  eat ; 

If  things  go  on  in  this  queer  way, 
We  shan't  make  hath  mds  metC 

The  dame  replied,  in  words  disoree^ 
**  We're  not  00  badly  fed, 

If  WB  can  make  bat  one  end  meatf 
And  make  the  other  ftrwd" 


ON    SBBIITG    AN    BXBOUTIOV. 

One  mom,  two  ftiends  before  the  Newgate  drop^ 
To  see  a  oolprit  throttled,  chanced  to  stop: 
^'Aksl"  cried  one,  as  round  in  air  he  spun, 
**  That  miserable  wretch's  race  «t  rtm,** 
^Tme,"  said  the  other,  drily,  ''to  his  cosl^ 
The  race  is  run — ^but,  by  a  neck  'tis  lost" 


A    YOIOB,  AND    NOTHING    BL8B. 


«4 


I  wonder  if  Brougham  thinks  as  much  as  he  talk% 
Said  a  punster,  perusing  a  trial : 
**  I  TOW,  since  his  lordship  was  made  BarcA  Vam^ 
He's  been  VauoBeiprcBttrea  nihil r 


THB    AICBNDB    HONOBABLB. 

Quoth  Will,  ''  On  that  young  seryant-maid 

My  heart  its  life-string  stake&" 
''  Quite  safe  1"  cries  Dick,  "  dcin't  be  afraid^ 

She  pays  for  all  she  breaks  " 


THB   CZAB. 

Qnr  N1O0OLAB  is  eo  devout,  they  say, 
His  majesty  does  nothing  ebe  than  prey. 


XPIQBAMMATIO.  571 


BA8  BLBU. 


ICa'amaelle  Bas  Bleu,  eradite  yirgiii, 
With  learned  iseal  is  ever  mgmg 

The  love  and  reyerenoe  doe 
From  modem  men  to  things  antiqae^ 
Egyptian,  British,  Boman,  Gkeek^ 

Belie  of  Gkkol  or  Jew. 

No  wonder  that^  Ma'amsellei  the  low 
Doe  to  antiquity  to  prove 

And  urge  is  ever  prone ; 
She  knows  where'er  there  cease  to  br 
Admirers  of  Antiquity, 

She  needs  nmst  lose  her  ownl 


TO  A  BIOH  TOUNG  WIDOW. 

I  will  not  ask  if  thou  canst  touch 

The  tuneful  ivory  key? 
Those  silent  notes  of  thine  are  sooh 

As  quite  suffice  fbr  ma 

m  make  no  question  if  thy  skill 

The  pencil  comprehends^ 
Bnough  fbr  me,  love,  if  thou  still 

Oanst  draw  thy  dividends  I 


THB   BAILWAT   OF  LIFB. 

Short  was  the  passage  through  this  earthly  vale^ 
By  turppike  roads  when  mortals  used  to  weiid^ 

But  now  we  travel  by  the  way  of  rail, 
As  soon  again  we  reach  the  journey's  end. 


A  00NJ17OAL  OONUNDBUIC. 

Which  is  of  greater  value,  prythee,  say. 

The  Bride  or  Bridegroom? — ^must  the  tnith  be  tnldf 
Alaa^  it  must  I    The  Bride  is  given  away- 

The  BridegprvnV^  c^en  reqriilaHy  soW, 


576  BPIGBAICMATIC* 


NUMBERS   ALTBBRT>. 

The  lounger  must  oft  aa  be  walks  through  the  £troel% 
Be  struck  with  the  grace  of  some  girl  thai  he  meets; 
80  graceful  behind  in  dress — ringlets — all  that — 
But  one  gaze  at  the  front — ^what  a  horrid  old  oat  I 
You  then  think  of  the  notice  you  Ve  seen  on  a  door, 
Which  informs  you,  of  "  70  late  24."      ' 


GBAICMAB   FOR   THE   OOURT   OF  BBRLIV 

SU  mfgesty  you  should  not  say  of  JHjfti^ 
That  king  is  neuter;  so  for  ifi^  use  Jk. 


THE   BMPTY   BOTTLE. 

wnuAM  ATioini 
Ab,  liberty  1  how  like  thou  art 

To  this  large  bottle  lying  here, 
Which  yesterday  from  foreign  mart, 

Game  filled  with  potent  English  beer  I 

A.  toudi  of  steel — a  hand — a  gush — 
A  pop  that  sounded  fiir  and  near — 

A  wild  emotion — liquid  rush — 
And  I  had  drunk  that  English  beer  1 

And  what  remains  ? — ^An  empty  shell  1 
A  lifeless  form  both  sad  and  queer, 

A  temple  where  no  god  doth  dwell — 
The  simple  memory  of  beer  I 


THE    DEATH    OF    DOOTOB    MORRISON. 

BENTLKT'S  MI80ELLAHT. 

Wbit 's  the  news?— Why,  they  say  Death  has  killed  Dr.  Mom 

son. 
The  Pill-ina^cr?    Yes.    Then  Death  will  be  sony  soon. 
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BPIGBAHS   BT   JOHN    G.   SAXE. 

ON  A  RBOSNT   OLASSIO   OONTBOVKBST. 

If  AT,  maryel  not  to  see  these  soholais  fight^ 

In  brave  disdain  of  oertain  scath  and  scar ; 
Tia  but  tho  genuine,  old,  Hellenic  spite, — 

*^  When  Greek  meets  Gteek,  then  oomes  the  tug  of  war  r 

ANOTHBB. 

Quoth  DaTid  to  Daniel — ^  Why  is  it  these  soholars 

Abuse  one  another  whenerer  they  speak  7" 
Quoth  Daniel  to  David — it  nat'rally  foUers 

Folks  oome  to  hard  words  if  they  meddle  with  Greek  T 

ON   AN   ILL-BBAD   LAWTBB. 

An  idle  attorney  besought  a  brother 

Por  "  something  to  read-HSome  novel  or  ether, 

That  was  really  fresh  and  new." 
**  Take  Chitty  I'*  replied  his  legal  fHend, 
**  There  is  n't  a  book  that  I  could  lend 

Would  prove  more  '  novel'  to  you  I" 

OM  AN  UGLY  PEB80N  SFFTING  FOB  A  DAOUEBBBOTrPB 

Here  Nature  in  her  glass — the  wanton  el^— 
Bits  gravely  making  &cee  at  herself; 
And  while  she  scans  each  clumsy  feature  o'sTi 
Bepeats  the  blunders  that  she  made  before ! 

WOMAN'S  WILL. 

« 

Men  dying  make  their  vnlls — but  wives 

Escape  a  work  so  sad; 
Why  should  they  make  what  all  their  ttw 

The  gentle  dames  have  had? 

26 
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WJLUILT  QUABBBLB. 

^A.  fool,''  said  Jeanette,  "  is  a  areatore  I  hatof 
''But  hating,"  quoth  John,  "  is  immoral; 

Besides^  my  dear  girl,  it's  a  terrible  fate 
To  be  found  in  a  fomily  quarreH" 


A  BBTOLUTIONABY   HBBO. 

JAIOB  KUaSEU  IiO 

Ou>  Joi  is  gone,  who  saw  hot  Perpj  goad 
His  slow  artOleiy  up  the  Oonoord  road, 
A  tale  which  grew  in  wonder  year  by  year; 
As  every  time  he  told  it,  Joe  drew  near 
To  the  main  fight,  till  ftded  and  grown  gray, 
The  original  scene  to  bolder  tints  gave  way ; 
Then  Joe  had  heard  the  foe's  scared  double-quick 
Beat  on  stove  drum  with  one  unci^tared  stidc, 
And,  ere  death  came  the  lengthening  tale  to  lop^ 
Himself  had  fired,  and  seen  a  red-coat  drop ; 
Had  Joe  lived  long  enough,  that  scrambling  fight 
Had  squared  more  nearly  to  his  sense  of  rig^ 
And  vanquished  Perry,  to  complete  the  tale^ 
Had  hammered  stone  for  life  in  Oonoord  jaiL 


BPIOBAH8   OF   HALPIV 

THB   LAST  BBSOBT. 

A  DRAMATiBT  declared  he  had  got 
So  many  people  in  his  plot, 
That  what  to  do  with  half  he  had 
Was  like  to  ^nve  him  drama-mad  I 
'  The  hero  and  the  heroine 
Of  course  are  married — ^very  fine  I 
Bot  with  the  others,  what  to  do 
Is  DLore  than  1  can  tell^-can  you  f 
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Wb  fiimd  leplied^^'inB  hard  to  mj^ 
But  yet  I  think  there  is  a  waj. 
The  nuuTied  couple,  thank  their  atait 
And  half  Ihe  ' others'  take  the  oars, 
The  other  half  yon  put  on  hoard 
An  Erie  steamboat — take  my  word, 
They  H  nerer  trouble  you  again  r 
The  dramatast  resumed  his  pen. 


rBMIVINB   ABITHICSTIO. 


LAURA. 


On  me  he  dhall  ne'er  put  a  ling^ 
80^  mamma,  'tis  in  vain  to  take  troobla 

For  I  was  but  eighteen  in  springy 
While  his  age  exactly  is  double* 


He's  but  in  his  thir(y-«ztfa  year, 
TiJl,  handsome^  good-natured  and  wit^, 

And  should  you  reftase  him,  my  dear. 
May  you  die  an  old  maid  without  pity  I 


LAUKA. 


His  figure,  I  grant  you,  will  pasB, 
And  at  present  he 's  young  enough  plenlj 

But  when  I  am  sixty,  alas  I 
Will  not  he  be  a  hundred  and  twenty? 


THB   ICUSHBOOIC   HUNT. 

Ill  early  liays^  ere  Oommon  Sense 

And  Gknius  had  in  anger  parted. 
They  made  to  ftiendship  some  pretense, 

Thou^  each,  HeaTen  knows  I  diversely  hearte 
To  hunt  for  mushrooms  once  they  went^ 

Through  nibbled  aheepwalks  straying  onward| 
Sense  with  his  dull  eyes  earthward  bent, 

WhQe  Genius  shot  his  guanoes  sunward  I 
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Away  lihey  gol    On  roll  the  hoocB^ 

And  toward  the  west  the  day-god  edges; 
See  I  Gteninfl  holds  a  wxeath  of  flowen^ 

Fresh  culled  from  all  the  neighboring  hedgesl 
Alas  I  ere  eve  their  bright  hues  flity 

While  Ck>mmon  Sense  (whom  I  so  doat  onl) 
Thanked  Qod  ''that  he  had  little  wit^" 

And  drank  his  ketchnp  with  his  mutton. 


JUPITBB  AMANS. 

DIDIOJLTID  TO  TIOIOK  HUOO. 

UnmON  UADB 

''Li  Pnn^  csll  not  him  who  by  one  act 
Hss  turned  old  fiible  into  modem  &ct 
Nap  Louis  oourted  Europe:  Europe  shied: 
Th'  imperial  puiple  was  too  newly  dyed, 
''in  haye  her  though,"  thought  he,  " by  rape  or 
JoTe  nods  sometimes^  but  catch  a  Nap  a  napping  I 
And  now  I  think  of  Jove,  't  was  Jove's  own  flZ| 
And  so  111  borrow  one  of  Jove's  own  tricks: 
Old  itching  Palm  1 11  tickle  with  a  joke, 
And  he  shall  lend  me  England's  decent  doak." 
'T  was  said  and  done,  and  his  success  was  M; 
He  won  Europa  with  the  guise  of  Bull  I 


THE  OBATOB'S  EPITAPH. 

LOBD  BBOfTOBAK 

**  Hm,  reader,  turn  your  wee{nng  eyea^ 

My  &te  a  usefol  moral  teaches; 
The  hole  in  which  my  body  lies 

Would  not  contain  one-half  n^  fiMebhesL" 


ECCENTRIC  AND  NOND£SCR[PT. 


ECCENTRIC   AND  NONDESCRIPT. 


TFB  JOVIAL  PBIBST'S  OONFESSIOIT. 

TSAinniATID  IBOM  CO  LATDI  OT  WJLLTIH  Dl  MATES, 

nm  OF  HDrsr  n. 

LBOH  HUNT. 

i  mmsE  to  end  my  days-nn  ft  toYem  drinkiDgy 

Maj  some  Ohiistian  hold  for  me — ^tfae  gkas  when  I  am  abrinkixig 

That  the  cherubim  may  oiy— when  they  see  me  sinking, 

Gk>d  be  merciful  to  a  8onl--of  this  gentleman's  way  of  thinking 

A  g^asB  of  wine  amasingly— enlighteneth  one's  intervals; 
Tis  wings  bedewed  with  nectar — that  fly  up  to  supemals ; 
Bottles  cracked  in  taTerns — have  much  the  sweeter  kemeb^ 
Than  the  sups  aIk)Wed  to  us — in  the  college  joumab. 

Bvery  one  by  nature  hath — a  mold  which  he  was  cast  in ; 
I  happen  to  be  one  of  those — ^who  never  could  write  fitting ; 
By  a  single  little  boy — ^I  should  be  surpass'd  in 
Writing  so :  I  'd  just  as  lief— be  buried ;  tomb'd  and  fpnmfd  la 

Every  one  by  nature  hath— a  gift  too,  a  dotation: 
I,  wjien  I  make  verses— do  get  the  inspiration 
Of  the  very  best  of  wine— that  comes  into  the  nation : 
It  maketh  sermons  to  astound — for  edification. 

Just  as  liquor  fioweth  good — ^floweth  forth  my  lay  so; 
But  I  must  moreover  eat — or  I  could  not  say  so ; 
Naught  it  availeth  inwardly — should  I  write  all  day  so ; 
But  with  Qod's  grace  after  meat — ^I  beat  Ovidius  Nasa 

Neither  is  there  ^ven  to  me — ^prophetic  animation, 
Unless  when  I  have  eat  and  drank — yea,  eVn  to  saturatioB , 
Then  in  my  upper  story — hath  Bacchus  domination, 
4nd  Fhosbus  rushes  into  me,  and  beggareth  all  relation. 
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TONIS   AD   BBBTO   MABB. 


O  lUBi  »va  81  fonne; 
Fonne  ore  tonitm ; 

(Met  Hymen  proxnpta; 
IChi  k  TotM  an  ne  n^ 

Ab  hnmano  erebi ; 
Olet  meoom  marito  te^ 

Or0kibeiapL 

Alutf  piano  xnoro  nierairi& 

Ml  ardor  vd  ono ; 
Inftriam  ure  arts  baae^ 

Tolarat  me  meba 
Ah  me  ve  an  Bilioet^ 

Vi  laudn  yimin  tfaua? 
Hiata  as  arandum  aes— 

Uhio  looicoflL 

Hen  led  hen  vix  en  imago^ 

liy  misBiB  mare  ate; 
O  oanta  redit  in  mihi 

Hibemaaarida? 
A  Teti  vafer  heri  ai, 

IChireadTeaukhi: 
Totni^  olet  Hymen 

Afloepta  tODitra* 


DIO. 


On^  bena  agio  at^  an  da  quarto  fine  ale^ 
Form  ringat  nre  noa^  an  da  atringat  me  tale.^ 


*  Dkk,  bcrt  k  ft  groftl,  ft  qotft  fl^  tiMilft, 
For  ft  xtog  ftt  Toor  DMS,  and  ft  ■trloa  ftl 
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MOLL. 

Moumabtrli, 

NoUMKofinifl^ 
Mom  diviDi&« 


TO   MT   MISTBEBB 

• 

0  m  de  anms  trai^ 
Ind  na  dis  tree. 
Ointa  diaoo  Tar 
MeasaloTertt 


A   LOVE   SONG. 

AruD  in  is  almi  desire, 
Ifimis  tres  I  ne  rer  re  qoi  re^ 
Alo  Ten  findit  a  gestiSi 
His  miseri  ne  Ter  at  resti&t 


•IMIkftbMa^, 
HMuaMtoejti 

NobHMfilMllb 

t  Omydetfiiilrtwi 
iMilaadtotWL 
Ouk'tyoadlMonr 

tApaddliigliall  njdMlra, 
Mxmiitnw  I  nsrer  nqalMi 
▲  lOTWlflnditftJertli, 
Si  mlMry  ncrar  aft  iMft  Ift 

25* 


1 
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A  OBNTLS   ECHO   ON   WOHAIT. 

Dl  TBI  DOBIO  BAIIHSB. 

DEAN  ■Wm 

fl^plard  BoBO,  I  ween,  wiU  in  the  woods  reply, 

And  qnaintlj  answer  qaestioDs:  shall  I  tij? 

jBbfto.  Try. 

Sktpherd,  What  most  we  do  our  paasion  to  exprem  7 

JBohtk  Press. 

Sheph&rdk  How  sbsiD  I  please  her,  who  ne'er  loved  belbce? 

Beho.  Before. 

Shepherd,  What  most  mores  women  when  we  them  addrsai? 

BAo.  AdresL 

Shej^erd,  Say,  what  can  keep  her  chaste  whom  I  adore? 

Echo.  A  door. 

Shepherd,  If  music  softens  rooka^  love  tones  my  lyre. 

BAo,  Uar. 

Shepherd,  Then  teadhme^  Boho^  howshaUI  oome  by  her? 

BchtK  Buy  her. 

Shepherd,  When  bought,  no  question  I  shaQ  be  her  dear? 

Edio.  Her  deer. 

Shepherd,  But  deer  have  horns:  how  must  I  keep  her  under? 

Echo.  Keep  her  nndac 

Shepherd,  But  what  can  fjteA  me  when  she's  laid  on  bier? 

Echo,  Beer. 

Shepherd,  What  must  I  do  when  women  wiU  be  kind? 

Echo.  Be  kind. 

Shepherd,  What  must  I  do  when  women  will  be  cross? 

Echo,  BecrosSb 

Shepherd.  Lord^  what  is  she  that  can  so  turn  and  wind  ? 

Eoho.  Wind. 

Shepherd.  If  she  be  wind,  what  stiDs  her  when  she  blows? 

EAo,  Blows. 

Shepherds  But  if  she  bang  again,  stQl  should  I  bang  her  ? 

Echo,  BAMomoL 

Shepherd,  1b  there  no  way  to  moderate  her  anger? 

Ei^.  Hanghee. 

Shepherd,  Thanks^  genUe  Edio  I  right  thy  answers  tell 
What  woman  is  and  how  to  guard  her  well 

Beha,  Qnardhcer  wdl 
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TO   MT   NOSE. 


KiowB  he  that  nerer  took  a  pinoh, 
Hoeejl  the  pleasure  thenoe  which  flowif 

Knows  he  the  titfllating  joj 
Which  mj  noee  knows? 

Ohy  noeel  I  am  as  fond  of  thee 
As  any  momitain  <^itB  snows  I 

I  gaae  on  thee,  and  feel  that  pride 
A  Boman  knows  I 


BOOBB   AND   DOLLT. 

BLAOKWOQC 

Touxo  Boon  came  tapping  at  IX>ll7's  window— 

Thmnpaly,  thnmpaty,  thmnp ; 
He  hegg^d  for  admittance — she  answered  him  no^ 

Glumpaty,  g^mnpaty,  glump. 
Ho^  no,  Boger,  no— as  you  came  yon  may  go«* 

Stompaty,  stumpaty,  stomp. 
0  what  is  the  reason,  dear  Dolly?he  cried— 

Hnmpaty,  hnmpaty,  hump— 
That  thus  I'm  cast  off  and  unkindly  denied?—- 

Trumpaty,  trumpaty,  trump- 
Some  rival  more  dear,  I  guess,  has  been  her^— 

Orumpaty,  crumpaty,  crump— 
Suppose  there 's  been  two,  sir,  pray  what 's  that  to  yon,  i 

Numpaty,  numpaty,  nump— 
Wi*  a  disconsolate  look  his  sad  ferewell  he  took-^ 

Trumpaty,  trumputy,  trump— 
And  all  in  despair  jumped  into  a  broojc — 

Jumpaty,  jumpaty,  jump— 
His  courage  did  cool  in  a  filthy  green  pod— 

Slumpaty,  slumpaty,  slump — 
80  he  swam  to  the  shore,  but  saw  TkOj  no 

Dumpaty,  dumpaty,  dump— 
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He  did  apeedilj  find  one  mare  &t  aad  more  kiBc^ 

Flmnpaty,  plumpaty,  plmnp— 
Bat  poor  DoQj  's  afiraid  die  most  die  an  old  maid— 

Mon^Mity,  mnmpaly,  mumpi 


THB  IBIBHMAir. 


L 

Tnn  was  a  lady  lived  at 

A  lady  very  styliah,  man, 
And  je^  in  spite  of  all  her  teeth, 
She  fell  in  love  with  an  Irishman, 
A  nasty,  ugly  Irishman, 
A  wild  tremendous  Iridunan, 
A  tearing^  swearing,  thumping,  bmnping,  ranting^  roaring  JrisfamaA 

n. 

His  ftoe  was  no  ways  beantifiil. 

For  with  small-pox  'twas  scaned  aoroas : 
And  the  shoulders  <tf  the  ugly  dog 
Were  almost  doubled  a  yard  aoross. 
O  the  lump  of  an  Irishman, 
The  whiskey  devouring  Irishman— 
Ike  grsat  he-rogue  with  his  wondeifhl  Inogue^  the  ilghtiiig,  riofe* 
ing  Irishman. 

m. 

One  of  his  eyes  was  bottle  green, 

And  the  other  eye  was  out^  my  dear; 
And  the  oalves  of  his  wicked-looking  1^ 
Were  more  than  two  feet  about^  my  dear, 
0,  the  great  big  Irishman, 
The  rattling,  batlJing  Lnslunan — 
Hie  stamping^  ramping,  swaggering^  staggering  Uiatliw  ing  mmA 
of  an  IrishmaiL 

IV. 

He  took  so  much  of  Lundy-fbot^ 
That  he  used  to  snort  and  wn£9e— O, 
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And  in  shape  and  size  the  fellow's  neck 
Was  as  bad  as  the  neck  of  a  bnffiJo. 
0,  the  horrible  Iriflhman, 
The  thundering,  blundering  Irishman— 
the  plashing,  dashing,  smashing,  lashing,  thrashing,  hashing  Irif  b« 
man. 

V. 

His  name  was  a  terrible  name,  indeed. 

Being  Timothy  Thadj  Mulligan ; 
And  wheneTer  he  emptied  his  tumbler  of  poncii, 
He'd  not  rest  tin  he  fUl'd  it  full  again, 
The  booadng,  bruising  Irishman, 
The  'tozicated  Irishman — 
The  wbiflkaj,  frisky,  rummy,  gummy,  brandy,  no  dandty  Irishnuok 

VL 

This  was  the  lad  the  lady  kyred, 

like  an  the  girls  of  quality; 
And  he  broke  the  skulls  of  the  men  of  Leith, 
Just  by  the  way  of  joUity, 

O,  the  leathering  Irishman, 
The  barbarous^  savage  Lriahmao-^ 
Bie  hearts  of  the  maids  and  the  gentlemen's  heads  were  botberat 
I'm  sure  by  this  Irishman. 


A    OATALECTIO   MONODYI 

obukbhahk's  01 

A  oat  I  sing,  of  famous  memory, 
Though  ootachrestical  my  song  may  be  ;> 
In  a  smaU  garden  oofecomb  she  lies, 
And  cataclysms  fiU  her  comrades'  eyes ; 
Borne  on  the  air,  the  ootacouotic  song 
Swells  with  her  yirtues'  catalogue  along , 
No  cataplasm  could  lengthen  out  her  years, 
Though  mourning  friends  shed  cataracts  of  teara. 
Onoe  loud  and  strong  her  ootechist-like  voice 
It  dwmdled  to  a  oitoan's  squeaking  noise ; 


1 
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Most  ocil^orical  ber  TxrtaeB  shoQe, 
By  oofenadon  joined  eadi  one  to  one ; — 
But  a  tHo  eorfchpon  dog,  with  oniel  lute, 
Like  eoiliiig'a  cut,  her  Btrength  diaabled  quite; 
Her  ooterwanling  pieroed  the  hea^y  air, 
Ab  oofophraotB  their  arms  through  legions  bear ; 
'Tis  Tainl  as  eoferpfllarB  drag  away 
Their  lengths^  like  eaUle  after  busy  day. 
She  hng'iing  died,  nor  left  m  kit  U  the 
^  obodyment  of  this  eolMitropha 


A   NEW   SONG 
ornwsDiiLBi. 


jon  sar 

Kt  puBBJon  IS  as  mustard  strong ; 

I  sit  an  sober  sad  ; 
Drunk  as  a  piper  all  day  long. 

Or  like  a  Marchrhare  mad. 

Bound  as  a  hoop  the  bus^Mn  flow, 

I  drink^  yet  can't  ft»rget  her ; 
For  thou^  as  drunk  as  David's  sow 

I  lore  her  still  the  better. 

Pert  as  a  peainnonger  I  'd  be^ 

If  Molly  were  but  kind ; 
Cool  as  a  cucumber  could  see 

The  rest  of  womankind. 

like  a  stuck  pig  I  gaping  stare^ 

And  eye  her  o'er  and  o'er; 
Lean  as  a  rake^  with  sighs  and  oara^ 

Sleek  as  a  mouse  before. 

Flun^>  as  a  partridge  was  I  knowi^ 

And  soft  as  silk  my  skin ; 
My  cheeks  as  fi^  as  butter  grow% 

But  ai  a  goat  now  thini 


r 
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I  melancholj  as  a  oat^ 

Am  k^t  awaka  to  weep; 
Bat  aha,  inweniiihle  of  tfaat^ 

Sound  as  a  top  can  sleep. 

Hard  is  her  heart  as  flint  or  stoii% 

She  laughs  to  see  me  pale; 
And  meny  as  a  grig  is  grown, 

And  brisk  as  bottled  ale. 

The  god  of  Love  at  her  i^yproaoh 

Is  busy  as  a  bee; 
Hearts  soond  as  any  beD  or  roaol^ 

Are  smit  and  iA^  like  me. 

Ahmel  as  thick  as  hops  or  hail 

The  fine  men  crowd  about  her; 
Bat  soon  as  dead  as  a  door-nail 

Shall  I  be,  if  without  her. 

Straight  as  my  leg  her  shi^  appean, 

O  were  we  join'd  together  I 
liy  heart  would  be  soot-free  from 

And  lifter  than  a  feather. 

As  fine  as  fire-penoe  is  her  mieii, 

No  drum  was  ever  tighter; 
Her  glance  is  as  the  rasor  keen. 

And  not  the  sun  is  bri^ter 

As  soft  as  pap  her  kisses  are^ 

Methinkw  I  taste  them  yet; 
Brown  as  a  berry  is  her  hair, 

Her  eyes  as  black  as  jet 

As  smooth  as  glass,  as  white  as  cords 

Her  pretty  hand  invites ; 
Sharp  as  her  needle  are  her  words, 

Her  wit  like  pepper  bitesL 

Brisk  as  a  body-louse  she  tiqM^ 

dean  as  a  penny  drest; 
Sweet  as  a  rose  her  breath  and  ]qi% 

Bound  as  the  g^be  her  breast 
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Fall  as  an  egg  was  I  with  glee, 

And  happy  as  a  king: 
Gk>od  Lord  I  how  all  men  envied  met 

She  loved  like  any  thdng. 

But  false  as  hell,  she,  like  the  wind, 
Ghang'd,  as  her  sex  must  do ; 

Though  seeming  as  the  turtle  land, 
And  like  the  gospel  true. 

If  I  and  Molly  could  agree, 

Let  who  would  take  Pern  I 
Ghreat  as  an  Emperor  shoold  I  bfl^ 

And  richer  than  a  Jew. 

Till  you  grow  tender  as  a  chid^ 

I 'm  dull  as  any  post; 
Let  us  like  burs  together  stidc, 

And  warm  as  any  toast 

Ton  *n  know  mo  truer  than  a  difl^ 

And  wish  me  better  sped; 
Flat  as  a  flounder  when  I  Ue^ 

And  as  a  herring  dead. 

Sure  as  a  gun  she  11  drop  a  tear 
And  sigh,  perhaps,  and  wish, 

When  I  am  rotten  as  a  pear, 
And  mute  as  any  fish. 


REMINISCENCES  OF  A  SENnMENTALIBT. 

THOMACi  BOOa 


I  tnnrK  it  was  Spring — but  not  certain  I 
When  my  passion  began  first  to  work ; 

But  I  know  we  were  certainly  looking  for  lamb^ 
And  the  season  was  ov^**  for  pork. 
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T  was  at  Ohristmas,  I  think,  when  I  met  with  Miss  OhaaeL 

Yes— for  Morris  had  asked  me  to  dine^ 
And  I  thought  I  had  never  beheld  such  a  hoe. 

Or  so  noble  a  turkey  and  chine. 

Placed  dose  by  her  side,  it  made  others  quite  wild 

With  sheer  enyy,  to  witness  my  luck ; 
How  she  blushed  as  I  gave  her  some  turtle,  and  smi  ed 

Ab  I  afterward  offered  some  duck. 

I  looked  and  I  languished,  alas!  to  my  cost^ 
Through  three  courses  of  dishes  and  meats ; 

Getting  deeper  in  love — but  my  heart  was  quite  lost 
When  it  came  to  the  trifle  and  sweets. 

With  a  rent-roU  that  told  of  my  houses  and  land, 

To  her  parents  I  told  my  designs— 
And  then  to  herself  I  presented  my  hand, 

With  a  veiy  fine  pottle  of  pines  1 

I  asked  her  to  have  me  for  weal  or  for  woe, 

And  she  did  not  object  in  the  least ; — 
I  can't  tell  the  date — ^but  we  married  I  know 

Just  in  time  to  have  game  at  the  feast 

We  went  to j  it  certainly  was  the  sea-side; 

For  the  next,  the  most  blessed  of  moms, 
I  remember  how  fondly  I  gazed  at  my  bride, 

Sitting  down  to  a  plateful  of  prawns. 

0,  never  may  memory  lose  sight  of  that  year. 

But  still  hallow  the  time  as  it  ought  1 
That  season  the  "  grass"  was  remarkably  dear, 

And  tlie  peas  at  a  guinea  a  quart 

Ro  happy,  like  hours,  all  our  days  seemed  to  haste 

A  fond  pair,  such  as  poets  have  drawn, 
So  united  in  heart — so  congenial  in  taste— 

We  were  both  of  us  partial  to  brawn  I 

A  long  life  I  looked  for  of  bliss  with  my  bride, 
But  then  Death — ^I  ne'er  dreamt  about  that  I 

0,  there 's  notliing  is  certain  in  life,  as  I  cried 
When  my  turbot  eloped  with  the  cat  I 


^ 
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Mj  dearest  took  31  at  Uie  turn  of  the  year. 
Bat  the  cause  no  physician  could  nab ; 

But  something,  it  seemed  like  consumption,  I  feaf  i 
It  was  just  after  supping  on  orah. 

In  yam  she  was  doctored,  m  vain  she  was  dosed, 

Still  her  strength  and  her  i^petite  pined; 
She  lost  relish  for  what  she  hiMl  relished  the  nMM% 
•   Sren  salmon  she  deeply  declined  I 

For  months  stQl  I  lingered  in  hope  and  in  doabC| 
Whfle  her  form  it  grew  wasted  and  thin; 

But  the  last  dying  spark  of  ezistenoe  went  out. 
As  the  oysters  were  just  coming  inl 

She  died,  and  she  left  me  the  saddest  of  men, 

To  indulge  in  a  widower's  moan ; 
Oh  I  I  felt  all  the  power  of  solitade  then, 

As  I  ate  my  first  ^  natives"  alooel 

Bat  when  I  beheld  Ylrtne's  fiiends  in  their  doaki^ 
And  with  sorrowftd  crape  on  their  haia, 

O  my  grief  poured  a  flood  I  and  the  out-oMoor  fiAf 
Were  all  crying— I  think  it  was  qpraisl 


FAITHLESS    NBLLT    OBAT. 

▲  PATBSnO  BALUUX 


Bn  Battia  was  a  sddier  bold, 
And  used  to  war's  alarms ; 

But  a  cannon-baD  took  off  his  legSi 
So  he  laid  down  his  arms  I 

Now,  as  they  bore  him  off  the  fidd, 
Said  he,  *^  Let  others  shoot^ 

For  here  I  leave  my  second  leg^ 
And  the  Forty-second  Footf* 
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The  arm j-sorgeons  made  him  limlw : 

Said  he,  they're  only  pegs: 
Bat  there  'a  as  wooden  membera  quite 

As  represent  my  lef2;s  1" 

Now,  Ben  he  loved  a  pretty  maid, 

Her  name  was  NeUy  Gray; 
So  he  went  up  to  pay  his  doTOurs, 

When  he  devoured  his  pay  I 

But  when  he  called  on  Nelly  Gfay, 

She  made  him  quite  a  scoff; 
And  when  she  saw  his  wooden  legi% 

Began  to  take  them  off! 

«0,NenyGrayI  0, Nelly  Gray 

Is  this  your  love  so  warm  ? 
The  love  that  loves  a  scarlet  coat 

Should  be  more  uniform  I" 

Said  she,  **  I  loved  a  soldier  ooor 

For  he  was  blithe  and  brave 
But  I  will  never  have  a  man 

With  both  legs  in  the  gravel 

''  Before  you  had  those  timber  toe% 

Your  love  I  did  aEow, 
But  then,  you  know,  you  stand  19011 

Another  footing  nowT 

''O,  NeUy  Gray  I  O,  NeUy  Grayl 

For  all  your  jeering  speebhes^ 
At  duty's  call  I  left  my  legs^ 

In  BadigWa  brea^mr 

'*  Why  then,"  said  she,  ''you've  kxt  the 

Of  legs  in  war^s  alarms. 
And  now  you  can  not  wear  your  shoes 

Upon  your  feats  of  arms  I" 

"O,  &]8e  and  fickle  Ndly  Ghnyl 

1  know  why  you  refbse : — 
Though  I've  no  feetT-some  other  maa 

Is  standing  in  my  shoesl 
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**  I  wish  I  ne'er  had  seen  your  iiMse; 

But  now,  a  long  &rewell  I 
For  you  irfli  bo  my  dealh ; — alas 

You  will  not  be  my  IMP' 

Now,  when  he  went  from  Nelly  Qraj, 

His  heart  so  heayy  got^ 
And  life  was  such  a  burden  grown, 

It  made  him  take  a  knot  I 

80  round  his  melancholy  neok 

A  rope  he  did  entwine. 
And,  for  his  seoond  time  in  lift^ 

Enlisted  in  the  lineu 

One  end  he  tied  around  a  beam, 

And  then  removed  his  pegs. 
And,  as  his  legs  were  off--<tf  oomw^ 

He  soon  was  off  his  legsl 

And  there  he  hung,  till  he  was  dead 

As  any  nail  in  town — 
For,  though  distress  had  cut  him  op^ 

It  could  not  cut  him  downl 

A  doaen  men  sat  on  his  ooipse, 

To  find  out  why  he  died — 
And  they  buried  Ben  in  four  aroes-roadi^ 

With  a  tiake  in  his  insidel 


NO! 


No  sun — ^no  moon  I 

No  mom — ^uo  noon — 
No  dawn — ^no  dusk — ^qo  proper  time  of  day — 

No  sky — no  earthly  view — 

No  distance  looking  blue — 
No  road — no  street — ^no  ^'  t'  other  side  the  way' 

No  end  to  any  Row — 

No  indications  where  the  Crescents 
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No  top  to  any  steeple—' 
No  reoQsnitions  (^  ^miliar  people- 
No  ooorteeies  for  Bfaowing  '< 

No  knowing  'em  I 
To  traTdmg  at  all — no  locomotion, 
Nc  Inkling  of  the  way — no  notion — 

"  No  go   -4>7  land  or  ooeanr- 

No  mail — no  post — 

No  news  from  any  foreign 
No  park — no  ring — no  afternoon  gentility— 

No  company — no  nobility— 
No  warmth,  no  cheerftdnesfl^  no  healthful 
No  comfortable  feel  in  any  member — 
No  shade^  no  shine,  no  butterflies^  no  bee& 
No  fruits,  no  flowers^  no  leavei^  no  bitdn 

Norember! 


lAOOB   OMNIUM'S   H088 

A  new  PALUOQI  OOUBT  OHAIIT. 


Qui  sees  in  Y iteall  Yard, 
Yere  pLeaoemen  do  resort, 

A  wenerable  hinstitute, 
'Tis  called  the  Pallis  Oonrt 

A  gent  as  got  his  i  on  ity 
I  think  will  make  some  sport 

The  natur  of  this  Court 

My  hindignation  riles : 
A  few  fat  le(^  spiders 

Here  set  &  spin  their  yiles; 
To  rob  the  town  theyr  privlege  i% 

In  a  hayrea  of  twelTe  mileiL 

The  Judge  of  this  year  Oooii 
Is  a  mellitanr  b^k. 
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He  knows  no  more  of  Lor 
Than  praps  he  does  of  Greeks 

And  prowides  hisself  a  depntjr 
Because  he  can  not  speak. 

Four  counsel  in  ^aa  Court— 
Mknamed  of  Justice — sits ; 

These  lawyers  owes  their  places  to 
Their  monej,  not  their  wits ; 

And  there 's  six  attomies  under  thOT^ 
As  here  their  living  gits. 

Ibese  lawyers,  six  and  four, 
Was  a  livin  at  their  ease, 

A  sendin  of  their  writs  abowt^ 
And  droring  in  the  fees, 

When  their  erose  a  drkimstanos 
As  is  like  to  make  a  breeza 

(t  now  is  some  monce  sinoe, 
A  gent  both  good  and  trew 

Possest  a  i^m^i^m  oss  vith  yich 
He  didn  know  what  to  do : 

Peraps  he  did  not  like  the  oss, 
Perhaps  he  was  a  sera. 


gentleman  his  oss 

At  TattersalVs  did  lodge ; 
There  came  a  wnlgar  oss-dealer. 

This  gentleman's  name  did  fodgi^ 
And  took  the  oss  from  TattersalTs: 

Wasn  that  a  artful  dodge  ? 

One  day  this  gentleman's  groom 

This  wiUain  did  spy  out, 
A  mounted  on  this  oss, 

A  ridin  him  about ; 
'^  Qet  out  of  that  there  oss^  you  rogvti/ 

Speaks  up  the  groom  so  stout 

Ibe  thief  was  oruel  whex'd 
To  find  hisself  so  pinn'd; 
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The  OSS  began  to  whinnj, 

The  honest  groom  he  grinn'd ; 
And  the  raskle  thief  got  off  the  os 

And  cut  avaj  like  vind. 

And  phansy  with  what  joy 

The  master  did  regard 
His  dearly  bluvd  lost  oss  again 

Trot  in  the  stable  yard  I 

Who  was  this  master  good 
Of  whomb  I  makes  these  rhymes  ? 

His  name  is  Jacob  Homnium,  Ezqaiie; 
And  if  I'd  committed  crimes^ 

Good  Lord  I  I  wouldn't  ave  that  maim 
Attack  me  in  the  TSmes  I 

Now,  ahortly  after  the  groomb 

His  master's  oss  did  take  np^ 
There  came  a  livery-man 

This  gentleman  to  wake  np ; 
And  he  handed  in  a  little  biU, 

Which  hanger'd  Mr.  Jaoobu 

For  two  pound  seventeen 

This  livery-man  eplied, 
For  the  keep  of  Mr.  Jacob's  oss. 

Which  the  thief  had  took  to  rido. 
"  Do  you  see  any  think  green  in  me  f 

Mr.  Jacob  Homnium  cried. 

^  Because  a  raskle  chews 

My  068  away  to  robb, 
And  goes  tick  at  your  Mews 

For  seven-and-fiAy  bobb, 
Shall  /  be  called  to  pay  ?— It  is 

A  iniquitious  Jobb." 

Thus  Mr.  Jacob  cut 

The  conwasation  short ; 
The  livery-man  went  ome, 

Detummingd  to  ave  sport, 
And  Bummingsd  Jacob  Homnium,  EZxqmra^ 

Into  the  PallL«  Couru 
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Pore  Jacob  went  to  Ck>urt^ 

A  Oounsel  for  to  fix, 
And  choose  a  banister  out  of  the  fim^ 

An  attorney  of  the  idz ; 
And  there  he  sor  these  men  of  Lor, 

And  watched  'em  at  their  tridcR 

The  dreadfhl  day  of  trfle 
In  the  Pallls  Court  did  come ; 

The  lawyers  said  their  say, 
The  Judge  looked  weiy  glani| 

And  then  the  British  Jniy  cast 
Pore  Jacob  Hom-ni-um. 

O,  a  weary  day  was  that 
For  Jacob  to  go  through ; 

The  debt  was  two  seventeen 
(Which  he  no  mor  owed  than  yon). 

And  then  there  was  die  plaintires  oo^ 
KleTen  pound  six  and  twa 

And  then  there  was  his  own, 
Which  the  lawyers  they  did  fix 

At  the  wery  moderit  figgar 
or  ten  pound  one  and  six. 

Now  Evins  bless  the  Pallis  Oourt 
And  all  its  bold  yer-dicks  I 

1  can  not  settingly  teD 

If  Jacob  swaw  and  cust^ 
At  aving  for  to  pay  this  sumb, 

But  I  should  think  he  must^ 
And  aT  drawn  a  cheque  for  £24  4fL  ddL 

With  most  igstreme  disgust 

O  Pallis  Court,  you  moTe 

My  pitty  most  profound. 
A  most  emusing  sport 

.  You  thought  it,  I  '11  be  bound, 
To  saddle  hup  a  tiiree-pound  delEy^ 

With  two-and-twenty  poond. 
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Good  sport  it  18  to  you, 

To  grind  the  honest  pore ; 
To  pay  their  just  or  unjust  debts 

With  eight  hundred  per  cent  for  Lor ; 
Make  haste  and  git  your  oostes  in, 

They  win  not  last  much  mor  I 

Oomo  down  from  that  tribewn, 

Tliou  Shameless  and  TJijust; 
Thoa  Swindle,  picking  pockets  in 

The  name  of  Truth,  august ; 
dome  dowa  thou  hoaiy  Blasphemy, 

For  die  thou  shalt  and  most 

And  go  it,  Jacob  Homnimn, 

And  ply  your  iron  pen, 
And  rise  up  Sir  John  Jervis, 

And  shut  me  up  that  den ; 
That  sty  for  fattening  lawyers  in. 

On  the  bonee  of  honest  men. 

FUKAomAX  Z» 


THE  WOFLE   NEW  BALLAD  OF  JANE  RONEJ 

AND  MARY  BROWN. 

WILLIAM  MAKXFKAOS  THAOSnUT. 

An  igstrawnary  tail  I  vill  tell  you  this  veek — 
I  stood  in  the  Court  of  A'Beckett  the  Beak, 
Vere  Mrs.  Jane  Boney,  a  vidow,  I  see, 
Who  charged  Mary  Brown  with  a  robbin'  of  she. 

This  Mary  was  pore  and  in  misery  onoe, 
And  she  came  to  Mrs.  Eoney  it 's  more  than  twelve 
She  adn't  got  no  bed,  nor  no  dinner,  nor  no  tea^ 
And  kind  Mrs.  Boney  gave  Mary  aU  three. 

Mr&  Boney  kep  Maiy  for  ever  so  many  Teeks 
(Her  conduct  disgusted  the  best  of  all  Beax), 
She  kept  her  for  nothink,  as  kind  as  could  be, 
lever  thinking  that  this  Mary  w^s  a  traitor  to 
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^Mn.  Rouej,  0  Mm  Ronej,  I  feel  Tery  ill ; 
Win  you  jest  step  to  the  doctor's  for  to  fetdi  me  &  pID  f 
^  That  I  will,  my  pore  Mai^,"  Mrs.  Roney  says  she : 
Ajid  she  goes  off  to  the  doctor's  as  quickly  as  may  bew 

No  sooner  on  this  message  Mrs.  Roney  was  sped, 
Tlian  hup  gits  vicked  Mary,  and  jumps  out  a  bed ; 
She  hopens  all  the  trunks  without  never  a  key — 
She  bustes  all  the  boxes^  and  vith  them  makes  free. 

Mrs.  Boney's  best  linning  gownds^  petticoats,  and  doee^ 
Her  children's  little  coats  and  things,  her  boots  and  her  hose, 
She  packed  them,  and  she  stole  'em,  and  avay  vith  them  did  Am 
Mrs.  Boney's  sitoadon — ^you  may  think  vat  it  Yould  be  I 

Of  Mary,  ungrateful,  who  had  served  her  this  vay, 
Mrs.  Roney  heard  nothink  for  a  long  year  and  a  day. 
Till  last  Thursday,  in  Lambeth,  yen  whom  should  she  see? 
But  this  Mary,  as  had  acted  so  ungratefol  to  she. 

She  was  leaning  on  the  helbo  of  a  worthy  young  man ; 
They  were  going  to  be  married,  and  were  walkin  hand  in  hand ; 
And  the  church-bells  was  a  ringing  lor  Mary  and  he. 
And  the  parson  was  ready,  and  a  waitin'  for  his  feeu 

When  up  comes  Mrs.  Boney,  and  fiu)es  Mary  Brown, 
Who  trembles,  and  castes  her  eyes  upon  the  ground. 
She  calls  a  jolly  pleaseman,  it  happens  to  be  me; 
I  charge  this  young  woman,  Mr.  Pleaseman,  says  she. 

Mrs.  Boney,  o,  Mrs.  Boney,  o,  do  let  me  go, 

I  acted  most  ungrateful  I  own,  and  I  know, 

But  the  marriage  bell  is  a  ringin,  and  the  ring  you  may  ses^ 

And  this  young  man  is  a  waitin,  says  Maiy,  says  she. 

I  don't  care  three  fiudens  for  the  parson  and  dark. 
And  the  bell  may  keep  ringing  from  noon  day  to  dark. 
Mary  Brown,  Mary  Brown,  you  must  come  idong  with  cit» 
And  I  think  this  young  njm  is  lucky  to  be  free. 

Bo,  in  sf'ite  o^  the  tears  which  bejewed  Mary's  cheeky 
I  look  that  young  g^ii  to  A'Beckett  the  Beak; 
That  ezlent  justice  demanded  her  plea — 
But  never  a  siiUable  said  Mary  said  she. 
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On  aocount  of  her  conduck  bo  base  and  ao  Tile^ 
That  wicked  young  gurl  is  committed  for  triley 
And  if  she  'a  transpawted  beyond  the  salt  sea. 
It  *8  a  proper  rewurd  for  such  willians  as  she. 

Now,  3rou  young  gurls  of  Southwark  for  Mary  who  Teep^ 
FVom  pickin  and  stealin  your  ands  you  must  keep, 
Or  it  may  be  my  dooty,  as  it  was  Thursday  veek 
To  poll  you  all  hup  to  A'Beckett  the  Beak. 

P1.FA0BMAW  X 


THE  BALLAD  OF  ELIZA  DAVIS. 


Galuaht  gents  and  lovely  ladies. 

List  a  tail  yich  late  befbl, 
Tich  I  heard  it,  bein  on  duty, 

At  the  Fleaoe  Hoffioe,  OlerkenwelL 

Praps  you  know  the  Fondling  Qhapel, 
Vere  the  little  children  sings : 

(Lor  I  I  likes  to  hear  on  Sundies 
Them  there  pooty  little  things  t) 

In  this  street  there  liyed  a  housemaid, 
If  you  particklarly  ask  me  where— 

Vy,  it  was  at  four-and-tventy , 

Ghiilford  Street,  by  Brunsvick  Squam 

Yich  her  name  was  Eliza  Davis, 
And  she  went  to  fetch  the  beer: 

In  the  street  she  met  a  party 
As  was  quite  surprized  to  see  her, 

Yich  he  yas  a  British  Sailor, 
For  to  judge  him  by  his  look  : 

Tarry  jacket,  canvas  trowsiea, 
Ha-la  Mr.  T.  P.  Cooke. 

Presently  this  Mann  accostes 

Of  this  hinnooent  youiig  gal- 
Pray,  saysee.  Excuse  my  freedom, 
You  're  so  like  my  Sister  Sal  I 
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Yoa  're  so  like  my  Sister  SaHj, ' 
Both  in  valk  and  &oe  and  siie; 

WaBf  that— dang  my  old  lee  aoi^ipen^ 
It  brings  tears  into  my  byes  I 

I'm  a  mate  on  board  a  wessd, 

I  'm  a  sailor  bold  an^  true; 
Shiver  np  my  poor  old  timben^ 

Let  me  be  a  mate  for  you  1 

What 's  your  name,  my  beanty,  teU  met 
And  she  fiintly  hansers^ ''  Lora^ 

Sir,  my  name 's  Elisa  Dayui, 
And  I  live  at  tventy-foor." 

Hofttimes  came  this  British  iwinun, 

This  dehided  gal  to  meet : 
And  at  tventy-four  was  welcome, 

Tventy-fom'  in  Guilford  Street 

And  Elisa  told  her  Master 
(Kinder  they  than  Missases  aieX 

How  in  marridge  he  had  ast  her, 
like  a  galliant  Brittish  Tar. 

And  he  brought  his  landlady  vith  him 
(Vich  Tas  all  his  hartful  plan), 

Anid  she  told  how  Charley  Thompson 
Beely  was  a  good  young  man. 

And  how  she  herself  had  lived  in 

Many  years  of  union  sweet, 
Yith  a  gent  she  met  promiakous^ 

YaUdn  in  the  public  street 


And  Slisa  listened  to  them, 

And  she  thought  that  soon  their 
Yoold  be  published  at  the  Fondlin. 

Hand  the  clergyman  jine  their  andsi 

And  he  ast  about  the  lodgers 

(Yich  her  master  let  some  rooms),  I 

likevise  vere  they  kep  their  things^  and 

Yere  her  master  kep  his  spoons. 
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Hand  this  yibked  Ghariey  Thompeoa 

Game  on  Bundy  Teek  to  see  hier, 
And  he  sent  Eliza  Davis 

Hont  to  Tetch  a  pint  of  beer. 

Hand  whfle  poor  Eliaa  yent  to 

Fetch  the  beer,  dewoid  of  sin, 
This  etrodous  Oharlej  Thompson 

Let  his  wile  aooomplish  bin. 

To  the  lodgers,  their  apartmentSi 

This  abandingd  female  goes^ 
Prigs  their  shirts  and  umbereOas : 

Prigs  their  bootSi  and  hata^  and  olothat 

Yile  the  sooundrle  Oharlej  Thompson, 

Lest  his  wiotim  should  esci^te, 
Hoonst  her  vith  rum  and  yater, 

Like  a  fiend  in  huming  sh^pe. 

But  a  hi  was  fixt  upon  'em 

Vioh  these  raskles  little  sore ; 
Kamely,  Mr.  Hide,  the  landlord 

Of  the  house  at  tventy-four. 

He  YBB  TaUdn  in  his  garden, 

Just  afore  he  vent  to  sup ; 
And  on  looking  up  he  sor  the 

Lodger's  yinders  lifted  hup. 

Hup  the  stairs  the  landlord  ftimbled ; 

Something 's  going  wrong,  he  said ; 
And  he  caught  the  vicked  voman 

Underneath  the  lodger's  bed. 

And  he  called  a  brother  Pleaseman, 

Yich  vas  passing  on  his  beat^ 
like  a  true  and  galliant  feller. 

Hop  and  down  in  Gkuldford  Streoi 

And  that  Pleaseman,  able-bodied, 

Took  this  Yoman  to  the  cell ; 
To  the  cell  vere  she  was  quodded, 

In  the  Olose  of  OlerkenwelL 
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And  though  vicked  Ohaiiey  ThomiMKjn 
Boulted  like  &  miscrant  baae, 

Presentlj  another  Pleaseman 
Took  hun  to  the  sel^flame  plaoe. 

And  this  precioaB  pair  of  laaldai 
Taeedaj  last  came  np  fx  doom; 

By  the  beak  they  was  committed, 
Tich  his  name  was  Mr.  Oomb& 


Has  fbr  poor  Btiaa 

SimpLe  gurl  of  t^enty-foiir, 
She,  I  ope,  will  never  listen 

la  the  streets  to  sallore  moar. 

Bat  if  she  must  aye  a  sweet-«rt 
(Vich  most  OTery  gari  e]q>ex), 

Let  her  take  a  joUy  Pleaseman, 
Vioh  is  name  peraps  u 


USES  ON  A  LATE  HOSPIdOUS  E  WENT.* 

BT  A  OnXTIilMAir  or  THB  rOOT-OUABDS  (blui). 

W.  MAXKPIAOI  ffBAOKBUr 

I PAOID  Upon  my  beat 

With  steady  step  and  slow, 
AH  huppandownd  of  Ranelagfa-street ; 

Banlagh,  St.  Pimlioo. 

While  marching  huppandownd 

Upon  that  fair  May  mom, 
Beold  the  booming  cannings  sound, 

A  royal  child  is  boml 

The  Ministers  of  State 

Then  presnly  I  sor, 
They  gallops  to  the  Pallis  gate^ 

In  carridges  and  for. 

•Thtliithof  PriDM 
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With  anxious  looks  intenti 

Before  the  gate  they  stop. 
There  jomes  the  good  Lord  Fkeddeot^ 

And  there  the  Arohbiahopik 

Lord  John  he  next  eHghts; 

And  who  comes  here  in  haste  t 
Tb  the  ero  of  one  onderd  fig^itBi 

The  caudle  for  to  tasta 

Then  Mrs.  LQ j,  the  noss, 

Toward  them  steps' with  J07; 
Says  the  brave  old  Duke,  ''Oome  teU  to  Q^ 

Isitagalor  aboyT 

8ajB  Mrs.  L.  to  the  Duke, 
<<  Your  Qraoe,  it  is  a  jMrml" 

And  at  that  nuas's  bold  rebukes- 
He  did  both  laugh  and  winoeu 

He  yews  with  pleasant  look 

This  pooty  flower  of  May, 
Thee  says  the  wenerable  Duke, 

^  Egad,  its  my  buthday.** 

By  memory  badcards  borne, 

Peraps  hm  thoughts  did  stray 
To  that  old  place  where  he  was  boni 

Upon  the  first  of  May. 

Peraps  he  did  recal 

The  ancient  towers  of  Trim ; 
And  County  Meath  and  Dangan  HaD 

They  did  rewisit  him. 

I  phanay  of  him  so 

Bjs  good  old  thou^ts  employin  ; 
Fourscore  years  and  one  ago 

Beside  the  flowin'  Boyne. 

His  fiither  praps  he  sees^ 

Most  musicle  of  Lords, 
A  playing  maddi!!gles  and  gleet 

Upon  the  Arpaoord& 
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Jert  phaDsy  thk  old  Ero 

Upon  hiB  mother's  kneel 
Bid  ever  lady  in  this  land 

Aye  greater  sons  than  she? 

And  I  shonldn  be  surprise 
While  this  was  in  his  nund, 

IT  a  drop  there  twinkled  in  hk  efBi 
or  nnikniliar  brind. 


To  H^Mtly  Ooae  next  day 
Drives  np  a  Broosh  and  fbr, 

A  graoioas  pdnoe  sitB  in  that  Shaj 
(I  mgntio"  him  with  Hor  I) 

They  ring  upon  the  bell, 
The  Porter  shows  his  ed, 

(He  fought  at  Yaterloo  as  yell, 
And  Tears  a  yeskit  red.) 

To  see  that  carriage  come 
The  people  round  it  press : 

«  And  is  the  galliant  Duke  at  cms  V 
^  Your  Boyal  Ig^esa^  yea." 

He  stepps  from  out  the  Broosh 

And  in  the  gate  is  gone. 
And  Z,  although  the  peo|de  push, 

Says  wery  kmd  "  Move  hoa* 

The  Boyal  Prince  unto 
The  galliant  Duke  did  say, 

"Dear  Duke,  my  litde  son  and  yoB 
Was  bom  the  self-same  day* 

<*  The  lady  of  the  land, 
My  wife  and  Soviing  dear, 

It  is  by  her  horgust  command 
I  wait  upon  yon  here. 

«  That  lady  is  as  wen 
As  can  expected  be ; 
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And  to  your  Qrace  she  bid  me  teD 
This  gradous  measage  free. 

*^  That  ofi&pring  of  oar  race, 

Whom  yesterday  you  see. 
To  show  our  honor  for  your  Qraoe^ 

Piince  Arthur  he  shall  he, 

^  That  name  it  rhymes  to  fiune ; 

AH  Europe  knows  the  sound ; 
And  I  could  n't  find  a  better  name 

If  you  'd  give  me  twenty  pound. 

"  TTing  Arthur  had  his  knights 

That  girt  his  table  round, 
Bat  you  have  won  a  hundred  fl^^bti^ 

Will  match  'em,  1 11  be  bound. 

*•  You  fought  with  Bonypart^ 

And  likewise  Tippoo  Saib ; 
I  name  you  then,  with  all  my  hotft^ 

The  Qodsire  of  this  babe." 

That  Prince  his  leave  was  took, 

His  hinterview  was  done. 
80  let  us  give  the  good  old  Duke 

Good  luck  of  his  god-eon, 

And  wish  him  years  of  joy 

In  this  our  time  of  Schism, 
And  hope  he'll  hear  the  royal  boy 

His  little  catechism. 

And  my  pooty  httle  Prince 

That^s  come  our  arts  to  cheer, 
Let  me  my  loyal  powers  ewinoe 

A  wdoomin  of  you  ere. 

■ 

And  the  Poit-Laureat's  orownd, 

I  think,  in  some  respex, 
Bgstremely  shootable  might  be  foondl 

For  honest  Pleaseman  X. 

2«* 
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THE  LAMENTABLE  BALLAD  OF  THE  FOUNDLING 

OF  SHOREDITCH. 

W.  ICAJCKPIAOI  THAODBUT. 

OoMB,  all  ye  Ghristiaii  people,  and  listen  to  my  tafl. 

It  is  all  about  a  Doctor  was  trayeling  by  the  rail, 

By  the  Heasteru  Ooontiee  Bailway  (vicli  the  shares  don't  desire) 

From  Lcworth  town  in  Suffolk,  vioh  his  name  did  not  tnuupixa 

A  trayeling  fix>m  Bury  this  Doctor  was  employed 

With  a  gentleman,  a  friend  of  hi^  vich  Us  name  was  Oapteio 

Loyd; 
And  on  reaching  Marks  Tey  Station,  that  is  next  beyond  GoUmi^ 
er,  a  lady  entered  into  them  most  elegantly  dressed. 

She  entered  into  the  carriage  all  with  a  tottering  step, 
And  a  pooty  little  Bayby  upon  her  bussum  slop ; 
The  gentlemen  reoeiyed  her  with  kindness  and  siwillaty, 
Filying  this  lady  for  her  illness  and  debiHaty, 

She  had  a  fust-dass  ticket^  this  lovely  lady  said, 
Because  it  was  so  bnesome  she  took  a  seoknd  instead. 
Better  to  travel  by  seoknd  dass  than  sit  alone  in  the  ifast^ 
And  the  pooty  little  Baby  upon  her  breast  she  nust 

A  seein  of  her  cryin,  and  shiverin  and  pail, 

To  her  spoke  this  surging,  the  Ero  cimj  tail ; 

Saysee  you  look  unwell,  ma'am,  HI  elp  you  if  I  can, 

And  you  may  tell  your  case  to  me,  for  I  'm  a  meddide  nuuk 

**  Thank  you,  sir,**  the  lady  said,  "  I  only  look  so  pale, 
Because  I  ain*t  aocustom'd  to  traveling  on  the  rale ; 
I  aliall  be  better  presnly,  when  I  Ve  ad  some  rest :" 
And  that  pooty  little  Baby  she  squeoged  it  to  her  breast 

So  in  conwersation  the  journey  they  beguiled, 

Gifting  Loyd  and  the  medical  man,  and  the  lady  sad  the  bhik^ 

Tin  the  warious  stations  along  the  line  was  passed, 

For  even  the  Heastem  Counties'  trains  must  oome  in  at  last 

When  at  Shoreditch  tumminus  at  lenth  stopped  the  tnm, 
This  kind  meddide  gentleman  proposed  his  aid  again. 
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'  Thank  you,  miy^  the  lady  said,  "  for  your  kyindaen  dAtr ; 
My  carridge  and  my  osBes  is  probbibly  ooxne  hero. 

**  WiU  ytMi  Old  this  baby,  please,  vilst  I  step  and  see  T* 
The  Doctor  was  a  fiunly  man:  *'  That  I  will,"  says  he. 
Then  the  little  child  she  kist,  kist  it  very  gently, 
Vkh  was  sucking  his  little  fist,  sleeping  innocently. 

Tfbh  a  sigh  from  her  art^  as  though  she  would  have  bust  it^ 
'IheK.  she  gave  the  Doctor  the  child — ^wery  kind  he  nust  it ; 
Hup  then  the  lady  jumped  hoff  the  bench  she  sat  from, 
Tumbled  down  the  carridge  steps  and  ran  along  the  platfonn. 

TDe  hall  the  other  passengers  Tent  upon  their  vays^ 
The  Oaptiog  and  the  Doctor  sat  there  in  a  maae ; 
Some  Tent  in  a  Homminibus^  some  vent  in  a  Gabby, 
The  Oapting  and  the  Doctor  Taited  with  the  babby. 

There  they  sat  looking  queer,  for  an  hour  or  more, 
But  theur  feller  passinger  neather  on  'em  sore : 
NeTer,  never  back  again  did  that  lady  come 
To  that  poo^  sleeping  Hinfimt  a  suckki  of  his  Thnm  I 

Whht  could  this  pore  Doctor  do,  bein  treated  thus. 

When  the  darling  baby  woke,  cryin  for  its  nuss? 

Off  he  drove  to  a  female  friend,  vich  she  was  both  kind  and  mildi 

And  igsplained  to  her  the  (lircumstance  of  this  year  litUe  dhild. 

That  kind  lady  took  the  child  instantly  in  her  lap, 

And  made  it  very  comforable  by  giving  it  some  pap; 

And  when  she  took  its  dose  oS^  what  d'  you  think  die  finmdt 

A  couple  of  ten  pun  notes  sown  up,  in  its  little  gowndl 

Also,  in  its  little  dose,  was  a  note  which  did  conwey. 
That  this  little  baby's  parents  lived  in  a  handsome  way : 
And  for  its  Headucation  they  reglary  would  pay. 
And  sutingly  like  gentle-folks  would  claim  the  child  one  day. 
If  the  Christian  people  who  'd  charge  of  it  would  say, 
Per  adwertisement  in  the  Hines,  where  the  baby  lay. 

Pity  of  this  bayby  many  people  took. 
It  had  such  pooty  ways  and  such  a  pooty  look ; 
And  there  came  a  lady  forrard  (I  wish  that  I  could 
knj  kind  lady  as  would  do  as  much  for  me. 
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And  I  wish  with  all  my  art^  some  nig^t  in  my  night  gowad, 
I  ooald  find  a  note  stitched  for  ten  or  twenty  pound)-- 
Xbere  came  a  lady  forrard,  that  most  honorable  did  say, 
She  'd  adopt  this  little  baby,  which  her  parents  oast  away. 

While  LQe  Doctor  pondered  on  this  hoffer  &ir, 
Gomes  a  letter  fit>m  Deronshire^  from  a  party  thera^ 
Hordering  the  Doctor,  at  its  Mar's  desire^ 
I'o  send  the  little  infant  back  to  Devonshire. 

Lost  in  apoplexity,  this  pore  meddide  man, 
Like  a  sensable  gentleman,  to  the  Justice  ran; 
Which  his  name  was  Mr.  TT^mTnin^  a  honorable  beak, 
That  takes  his  seat  in  Worship-street  four  times  a  week. 

**  0  Justice  I*'  says  the  Dootor,  "  Lutrugt  me  what  to  do^ 
I 'ye  come  up  from  the  country,  to  throw  myself  on  yon; 
My  patients  have  no  dootor  to  tend  them  in  their  iUa^ 
arhere  they  are  in  Sufiblk  without  their  drafits  and  pills  I) 

• 

"  I '  ve  come  up  from  the  country,  to  know  how  1 11  diqxMe 
Of  this  pore  little  baby,  and  the  twenty  >pun  note,  and  the  dotfae^ 
And  I  want  to  go  back  to  Sufiblk,  dear  Justice,  if  you  please^ 
And  my  patients  wants  their  Doctor,  and  their  Doctor  wants  Uf 
fees." 

Up  spoke  Mr.  Hammill,  sittin  at  his  desk, 

"  This  year  application  does  me  much  p^rplesk; 

What  I  do  adwise  you,  is  to  leave  this  babby 

In  the  Pariah  where  it  was  left^  by  its  mother  shabby." 

The  Doctor  from  his  Worship  sadly  did  depart — 
He  mig^t  have  left  the  baby,  but  he  hadn't  got  the  heart 
To  go  for  to  leave  that  Hinnocent^  has  the  laws  allows, 
To  the  tender  muasies  of  the  17  lion  House. 

Mothei;  T^ho  left  this  littie  one  on  a  strangei^s  knee, 
Think  how  cruel  you  have  been,  and  how  good  was  he  I 
Think,  if  you  've  been  guilty,  innocent  was  she; 
And  do  not  take  unkindly  this  littie  word  of  me: 
Heaven  be  mercifbl  to  ns  all,  sLuners  as  we  bel 

PUUODIAII  X 


r 
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THE    ORTSTAL    PALACE. 

W.  MAXXPIAGI  TBAOKBUT. 

With  ganial  foire 

Thnnsfuse  me  loyie, 
Ye  sacred  nymphths  of  Pindai^ 

The  whoile  I  aing 

That  wondthrous  thing 
The  Palace  made  o'  -windowsl 

Say,  Paxton,  truth, 

ThoQ  wondthrooB  youth, 
What  sthroke  of  art  oeliatial 

What  power  was  fint 

YoQ  to  inYint 
ThiB  oombineetion  oiiBtiaL 

O  would  before 

Thftt  Thomas  Moore 
Idkewoise  the  ]ate  Lord  Boymii 

Thhn  aigles  sthrong 

Of  Gk)dlike  song, 
Oast  oi  on  that  cast  oizon  I 

And  saw  thim  waOfl^ 

And  glittering  halls, 
Thim  rising  slendther  colunuH^ 

Which  I,  poor  pote^ 

Oould  not  denote, 
No,  not  in  twinty  yoUumsi 

My  Muse's  words 

Is  like  the  birds 
That  roosts  beneath  the  panes  thaw 

Her  wings  she  spoils 

'Gtainst  them  bright  toiles^ 
And  cracks  her  silly  brains  thera 

This  Palace  tall, 
This  Oristial  Hall. 
widoh  imperors  mifffat  covet. 
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8tan(i8  in  EQde  Park 
Like  Noah*8  Ark 
Jl  rainbow  bint  abore  it 

The  towers  and  fiijnei^ 

In  other  scaynee^ 
The  &me  of  this  will  undo^ 

Saint  Paul's  big  doom, 

St  Payther's  Boom, 
And  DoUin's  proud  Eotmuia 

'TIS  here  that  roam% 

As  well  beoomes 
Her  dignitee  and  statioiM^ 

Yiotoria  greati 

And  houlds  in  stale 
The  OongresB  of  the  NatkxHk 

Her  subjects  pours 

From  distant  shores. 
Her  Iqjians  and  Gaoi^iaos; 

And  also  we, 

Her  kingdoms  three^ 
Attind  with  our  allagianoa 

Here  oomes  likewise 

Her  bould  allies, 
Both  Asian  and  I^iropiaa; 

From  East  and  West 

They  sent  their  best 
To  fin  her  Coomocopean. 

I  seen  (thank  Qraoe  I) 

This  wondthrous  plaoe 
(His  Noble  Honor  Misteer 

H.  Oole  it  was 

That  gare  the  pass. 
And  let  me  see  what  is  thera) 

With  oonsdons  proide 
I  stud  insoide 
And  kwk'd  the  World's  Qreat  Vkt  ol 
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^ctil  me  eight 
Was  dazzled  quite. 
And  Qouldn't  see  for  stariqg; 

There  'a  holy  saiatB 

And  window  paints, 
By  Maydiayval  FUgin ; 

AJhamboroogh  Jones 

Did  paint  the  tones 
Of  yelbw  and  gambouge  in. 

There  *b  fountains  there 

And  crosses  fidr; 
There 's  water-gods  with  nims; 

There  *s  organs  threei 

To  play,  d'  ye  see, 
<<  God  save  the  Queen,"  by  tuniL 

There 's  statues  bright 

Of  marble  white. 
Of  flU  ver  and  of  copper, 

And  some  in  adnk. 

And  some,  I  think, 
That  isn't  orer  proper. 

There 's  staym  Ingynes. 

That  stand  in  lines, 
Enormous  and  amazing. 

That  squeal  and  snort^ 

lake  whales  in  sport, 
Or  elephants  srgrazing. 

There's  carts  and  gigs. 

And  pins  for  pigs ; 
There 's  dibblers  and  there 's  hanowi^ 

And  plows  like  toys, 

For  little  boya^ 
And  illegant  wheel-barrow& 

For  them  genteels 
Who  ride^m  wheels, 
Then*  a  plenty  to  mdidge  'en. 
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There  *b  DroakyB  snog 
From  Paytersbiig 
And  YsjhydeB  fix>m  Belghim. 

There's  Cabs  on  Stands^ 

And  Shandthiy  danns ; 
There  *s  wagons  from  New  Yoik  h»i; 

There 's  Lapland  Sleighs^ 

Hare  oross'd  the  seas, 
And  Jaimting  Oars  from  Ooik 

Amazed  I  pass 

From  glass  to  glassy 
Deloighted  I  sorvej  'em ; 

Fresh  wondlhers  grows 

Beneath  me  nose 
In  this  sublime  Mnsaynm. 

Look,  here 's  a  fitn 

From  fiur  Japan, 
A  saber  from  Damasoo; 

There 's  shawls  ye  get 

From  frtr  Thibet, 
And  ootton  prints  from  Qlkagaw. 

There 's  German  flntei^ 

Marooky  boots, 
And  Naples  Maoaromes ; 

Bohaymia 

Has  sent  Bohay, 
Polonia  her  polonic 


There's  granite  flints 

That 's  quite  imminse. 
There 's  sacks  of  ooals  and  ftiali^ 

There 's  swords  and  guns. 

And  soap  in  tuns, 
And  Ginger-bread  and  JeweliL 


There 's  taypots  then^ 

And  cannons  rare ;  • 

Tliere's  coflOns  filled  with 
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There  *b  oanyas  iantB, 
Teeth  instrameiitBy 
And  ahnits  of  clothes  by  Moot 

There  'b  lashms  more 
•  Of  things  in  store, 
But  tbim  I  don't  remimber ; 

Nor  could  disdoee 

Did  I  compose 
From  May  time  to  NoTimber. 

Ah,  JuDT  thru  I 

With  eyes  so  blue, 
That  you  were  here  to  view  it  I 

And  could  I  screw 

But  tu  pound  tu 
'Tis  I  would  thrait  you  to  it 

So  let  us  raise 

Victoria's  praise, 
And  Albert's  proud  condition, 

That  takes  his  ayse 

As  Le  surreys 
This  Orystal  Exhibition. 


THE   SPECULATORS. 

W.  MAKEPEAOS  THACKBRAT. 

Tbb  night  was  stormy  and  dark,  The  town  was  shut  up  in 
ileq> :  Only  those  were  abroad  who  were  out  on  a  lark,  Or 
those  who  'd  no  beds  to  keep. 

I  pass'd  through  the  lonely  street,  The  wind  did  sing  and 
bkyw;    I  could  hear  the  policeman's  feet    Clapping  to  and  fro. 

There  stood  a  potato-man  In  the  midst  of  all  the  wet ;  He 
stood  with  his  'tato-can    In  the  lonely  Haymarket 

Two  gents  of  dismal  mien.  And  dark  and  greasy  rags,  Cidm 
»iit  of  a  shop  for  gin.     S'vi  aggering  over  the  flags : 
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Swaggering  over  the  stooefl^    These  stiabby  budra  did  walk 
And  I  went  and  followed  those  seedy  onee^    And  listened  te 
tiieir  twTk- 


Was  I  sober  or  awake  7    Oould  I  beliere  my  ears  ?    Tbon 
dumal  beggars  ^ake    Of  nothing  but  railroad  shares. 

I  wondered  more  and  more:    Says  one — ''Gbod  friend  of 
mine,    How  many  shares  have  yon  wrote  for    In  ^e  Diddl&- 
Jmictionlinef' 


'^I  wrote  for  twenty,**  says  Jim,  *'Bat  they  wouldn't  give 
me  one ;"  His  comrade  stndght  rebuked  him  For  the  folly  he 
had  done: 


**  0  Jim,  you  are  unawares  Of  the  ways  of  this  bad  town ; 
/always  write  for  five  hundred  shares^  And  (hm  they  put  ma 
down." 


<<  And  yet  you  got  no  shares,"  Says  Jim,  "  for  all  your  boast ;" 
"  I  waM  have  wrote,"  says  Jack,  *^  but  where  Was  the  penny 
to  pay  the  post  T* 

**  I  lost,  for  I  could  n't  pay  That  first  instalment  up ;  Bat 
here 's  taters  smoking  hot — ^I  say    Let 's  stop^  my  boy,  and  sup^* 

And  at  this  simple  feast  The  while  they  did  regale,  I  drew 
each  ragged  capitalist    Down  on  my  left  thumb-naiL 


Their  talk  did  me  perplex.  All  night  I  tumbled  and  toas'd 
And  thought  of  railroad  specs.  And  how  money  was  won  ard 
lost 


''  Bless  railroads  ererywhere,"  I  said,  "  and  the  woHd't 
adyance ;  Bless  every  milroad  diare  In  Ita\y,  Ireland,  Fmoc^ , 
For  never  a  beggar  need  now  despair,  And  eveiy  rogue  had  a 
Bhancc." 
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LETTER 

nunc  MB.  HOBIA  BIOLOW  TO  THE  HON.  J.  T.  BUCKINOHAM,  KDIIOB 
or  TBI  BOSTON  OOURIKB,  OOTXRINO  A  LETTER  FROM  MR.  B.  SAW- 
IN,   PRIYATB  IN  THE  MASBAOHUSETTS  REGIMENT  IN  MEXICO. 

JAMBS  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 


BuaKoruM,  the  foUerin  Billet  mm  wrtt  hum  by  %  Yang  feller  of  out 
toim  that  wax  enieed  fool  eimif  to  goe  etrotttn  Inter  Misi  Ghiff  arter  a  Dram 
■nd  lUe.  It  aln*t  Nater  for  a  feller  to  let  oa  that  he*e  elek  o*  anj  UzneM  that  He 
vent  tnta  off  his  own  ftree  will  and  a  Cord,  tmt  I  rather  oaTlate  he'i  iniddBa 
dred  o*  Tolantearin  By  this  Time.  I  bleere  n  maj  pat  dependunte  on  hlfl  vtat*> 
menoe.  For  I  never  heered  nothln  had  on  Urn  let  Alone  hie  havln  what  Panoo 
Wnbor  eale  ^ponffthong  for  oooktalee,  and  he  lee  it  wna  a  soshiashnn  of  Ide^tf  sol 
Um  ogoin  arter  the  Crootln  Sarglent  ooe  he  wore  a  eocktale  onto  hie  hat 

trie  Folka  gin  the  letter  to  me  and  i  ehew  it  to  panon  WUbar  aiid  he  lee  11 
oiaghter  Bee  printed,  eend  It  to  miiter  BooUnam,  aes  he,  i  don*t  oUere  agree 
wHh  him.  Mi  he,  but  by  Time,  eaje  he,  I  du  Uke  a  feller  that  ain*t  a  Feared. 

I  bare  iDtoMpoaied  a  Few  refleckihniie  hear  and  thair.  We*re  kind  o*  priil 
vfthHayln. 

Ewen  reepeefly 

HO0BA  BIQLOW. 

Tms  kind  o*  sogerin'  aint  a  mite  like  our  October  trainiD*, 

A  chap  oould  dear  right  out  from  there  ef  't  only  looked  like 

rainin'. 
An'  th'  Ounnlea^  tu,  oould  kiver  up  their  shappoes  with  ban- 

daimers,  ' 

An'  send  the  insines  skootin'  to  the  bar-room  with  their  banners, 
(Fear  o*  gittin*  on  *em  spotted),  an'  a  feller  oould  cry  quarter 
£f  he  fired  away  his  ramrod  arter  tu  much  rum  an'  water. 
Reoollect  wut  fim  we  hed,  you  'n  I  an'  Ezry  Hollis, 
Up  there  to  Waltham  plain  last  fall,  ahavin'  the  Com  wall  is  ^ 
This  sort  o'  thing  aint  jest  like  thet-^I  wish  thet  I  wuz  fnrder — t 
Nimepunce  a  day  fer  killin'  folks  comes  kind  o'  low  for  murder 
(Wy  I've  worked  out  to  slarterin'  some  for  Deacon  Oephan 

BiUins, 
An'  in  the  hardest  times  there  wus  I  oilers  tetched  ten  shillns), 
There 's  sutthin'  gits  into  my  throat  thet  makes  it  hard  to  s waller. 
It  oomes  so  nateral  to  think  about  a  hempen  collar ; 
It 's  glory — but,  in  spite  o'  aU  my  tryin  to  git  callous, 
I  feel  a  kind  o'  in  a  cart,  aridin'  to  the  gallut 

*  I  halt  the  Bite  of  a  feller  with  a  moeUt  ae  I  dr  plmr  Bat  theb  It  tan  to  ■ 
mnnraniH  I  aln*t  agoin  to  deny  It — ^H.  & 
*■  he  mean  ■  Not  quite  m  tar  i  gueea^H.  R 
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But  when  it  oomes  to  hM  kOlecl — ^I  tell  ye  I  felt  streakea 
The  fust  time  ever  I  found  out  wy  baggonets  wuz  peaked , 
Here 's  how  it  wuz :  I  started  out  to  go  to  a  fandango. 
The  sentinul  he  ups  an'  ses,  *^  Thet  's  furder  *an  you  can  go  ** 
"  None  o'  your  sarse,"  ses  I ;  aez  he,  '*  Stan'  back  I"    "  Ainl  jot 

a  DU8r<ei:r 
Ses  1,  '^ I 'm  up  to  all  thet  air,  I  guess  I  've  ben  to  muster; 
I  know  wy  sentinuls  air  sot ;  you  aint  agoin*  to  eat  us ; 
Caleb  haint  no  monopoly  to  court  the  seenoreetas ; 
Mj  folks  to  hum  air  fbll  ez  good  ez  hisn  be,  by  goUyl" 
An*  so  ez  I  wuz  goin'  by,  not  tbinkin'  wut  would  folly, 
The  ererlastin'  cus  he  stuck  his  one-pronged  pitchfork  in  ma 
An'  made  a  hole  rig^t  thru  my  dose  ez  ef  I  wuz  an  in'n^. 
Wal,  it  beats  all  how  big  I  felt  hoorawin'  in  ole  Funnel 
Wen  Mister  BoUes  he  gin  the  sword  to  our  Leftenant  Gunnle 
(It 's  Mister  Seoondazy  BoUes,*  thet  writ  the  prize  peaoe  essay  , 
Thet 's  wy  he  did  n't  list  himsdf  along  o'  us,  I  dessay), 
An'  Bantoul,  tu,  talked  pooly  loud,  but  don't  put  his  foot  in  it^ 
Goz  human  life 's  so  sacred  thet  he 's  principled  agin'  it — 
Though  I  myself  can 't  rightly  see  it 's  any  wus  achokin'  on  'evn 
Than  puttin'  bullets  thru  their  lights,  or  with  a  bagnet  pokin'  on 

'em; 
How  dreffle  slick  he  reeled  it  off  (Hke  Blitz  at  our  lyoeum 
Ahaulin*  ribbins  from  his  chops  so  qidck  you  skeerody  see  'emX 
About  the  Anglo-Saxon  race  (an'  saxons  would  be  handy 
To  do  the  buryin'  down  here  upon  the  Bio  Qrandy), 
About  our  patriotic  pas  an'  our  star-^xan^ed  banner, 
Our  country's  bird  alookin'  on  an'  singin'  out  hosanner, 
ka*  how  he  (Ifister  B  himself)  wuz  happy  fer  Ameriky — 
i  felt,  ez  sister  Patience  sez,  a  leetie  mite  histericky. 
I  felt,  I  swon,  ez  uiougfa  it  wuz  a  dreffle  kind  o'  priyilege 
Atrampin'  round  thru  Boston  streets  among  the  gutter*8 

lage; 
I  act'Uy  thought  it  wuz  a  treat  to  hear  a  little  drmnmin'. 
An'  it  did  bonyfidy  seem  millanyum  wuz  aoomin' 
Wen  all  on  us  got  suits  (darned  like  them  w(m«  in  the 

prison) 
An'  every  feller  felt  ez  though  all  Mexico  wuz  hisn.t 

•  the  Ignennt  oreeter  means  Sekketeiy;  but  be  ollen  gtedc  to  bte  boofci  Vbi 
•oMdei^e  wax  to  an  Ue-etone.— H.  B. 

t  It  must  be  aloud  that  thare*t  a  streak  o*  nater  in  loTln*  sho,  bot  It  sartinlj  ll 
t  of  the  enruscHt  things  In  nater  to  see  a  rispecktable  dri  goods  dealer  (d< 


BOOKNTBIC    AND    N0KDB80BIPT«  621 

Vbis  'ere  'a  about  the  meanest  place  a  skunk  could  wal  dibkivw 
(Baltillo  's  Mexican,  I  believe,  fer  wut  we  call  Saltrirer). 
The  sort  o'  trash  a  feller  gits  to  eat  doos  beat  all  nater, 
I  'd  give  a  year's  pay  fer  a  smell  o'  one  good  bluenose  tater ; 
The  countiy  here  thet  lister  Bolles  declared  to  be  so  charmin' 
Throughout  is  swarmin*  with  the  most  alarmin'  kind  o'  rarmis'. 
He  talke4  about  delishis  froots,  but  then  it  wuz  a  wopper  all, 
The  holt  on't  's  mud  an*  prickly  pears,  with  here  an*  there  i 

oiiapparal ; 
You  see  a  feller  peekin*  out^  an*,  fust  you  know,  a  lariat 
Is  round  your  throat  en*  you  a  copse,  *fore  you  can  say,  '*  Wot 

air  ye  at  ?*** 
You  never  see  sech  darned  gret  bugs  (\t  may  not  be  irrelevant 
To  say  I  've  seen  a  soardbwua  pQuhiriusi  big  ez  &  year  old  ele- 
phant), 
The  rigiment  come  up  one  day  in  tame  to  stop  a  red  bug 
horn  runnin*  off  with  Gunnle  Wright — ^'twuz  jest  a  common 

cimaB  lechdarius. 
One  night  I  started  up  on  eend  an*  thought  I  wus  to  hum  agic, 
I  heem  a  horn,  thinks  I  it  *s  Sol  the  fisherman  hez  come  agin. 
Bia  bellowses  is  sound  enough — es  I  *m  a  livin*  creeter,  ^ 

I  felt  a  thing  go  thru  my  leg — ^"t  wus  nothin'  more  'n  a  skeeter  I 
Then  there  *s  the  yaller  fever,  tu,  they  call  it  here  el  vomito — 
(Oome,  thet  wun*t  du,  you  landcrab  there,  I  tell  ye  to  le'  go  my 

toet 
My  gracious  I  it  *s  a  scorpion  thet 's  took  a  shine  to  play  with 't, 
I  dars  n't  skeer  the  tamal  thing  fer  fear  he  'd  run  away  with  *t). 
Afore  I  come  away  fi'om  hum  I  hed  a  strong  persuasion 
Thet  Mexicans  wom*t  human  beans| — an  ourang  outang  nation, 
A  sort  o*  folks  a  chap  could  kill  an*  never  dream  on 't  arter, 
No  more  'n  a  feller  *d  dream  o*  pigs  thet  he  hed  hed  to  slarter ; 


•ff  ft  ehotoh  taajhyy  a  rln;ln*  Mmielf  out  in  tbe  Weigh  thej  du  and  struttln' 
foand  in  the  Reign  mspilin*  his  trowsii  and  maUn*  wet  goods  of  hirasi>lf.  E  fkny 
lliln*B  fooUsher  a^id  moor  dieklns  than  mlUterry  gloary  it  Is  inUlshy  gloary.— 
H.  B 

*  these  feDers  are  rerrj  proppillj  called  iUnk  Heroes,  and  the  more  tha  kill 
fhe  ranker  and  more  Herowick  tha  hokum. — H.  B. 

t  it  wnz  '*  tnmblebug**  as  he  Writ  i.,  but  the  parson  put  fhe  I^itteo  tnstid.  I 
■ed  tother  maid  better  meeter,  bnt  he  said  tha  was  eddykated  pecpi  to  Boston 
and  tha  would  nH  stan'  It  no  how.  Idnow  as  tha  ioood  and  idnow  an  tha  wood.— 
IL  fiL 

X  he  means  hnman  belns,  that's  wnt  he  meanb.  i  spose  he  kinder  thoaght  tfaa 
wjM  hnman  beans  ware  the  Xisle  Poles  oom*  •  from.— H.  & 
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[  'd  an  idee  thet  they  were  built  arter  the  darkie  fiiahion  all, 
An'  kiddn'  colored  folks  aboat^  you  know,  's  a  kind  o'  national 
Bat  when  I  jined  I  wom't  so  wise  ez  thet  air  queen  o'  Sheby, 
Fer,  come  to  look  at  'em,  they  aint  much  different  from  wut  we  b^ 
An*  here  we  air  aacrougin'  *em  out  o'  thir  own  dominions, 
Ashelterin'  *em,  ez  Caleb  sez,  under  our  eagle's  pinions, 
Wioh  meass  to  take  a  feller  up  jest  by  the  slack  o'  's  trowBis 
An'  walk  him  Spanish  dean  right  out  o'  all  his  homes  an'  hooflei 
Wal,  it  doos  seem  a  curus  way,  but  then  hooraw  fer  Jackson  1 
It  must  be  right,  fer  Caleb  ses  it 's  reg'lar  Anglo-saxon. 
The  Mex'cans  don't  fight  fair,  they  say,  they  piz'n  all  the  water, 
An*  du  amadn'  lots  o'  things  thet  is  n't  wut  they  ough*  ter ; 
Bein'  they  baint  no  lead,  they  make  their  bullets  out  o'  copper 
An'  shoot  the  darned  things  at  us,  tu,  which  Caleb  sez  aint  proper; 
He  sez  they  'd  ough'  to  stan'  right  up  an'  let  us  pop  'em  fairly 
(Qness  wen  he  ketches  'em  at  thet  he  '11  hev  to  git  up  aiily), 
Thet  our  nation 's  bigger  'n  theim  an'  so  its  rights  air  bigger, 
An  thet  it's  all  to  make  'em  free  that  we  air  puUin'  trigger, 
Thet  Anglo  Sazondom's  idee  's  abreakin'  'em  to  pieces, 
An*  thet  idee 's  thet  ereiy  man  doos  jest  wut  he  damn  pleases; 
^  I  don't  make  his  meanin'  dear,  perhaps  in  some  respex  I  CBl^ 
I  know  that  "  eyeiy  man"  don't  mean  a  nigger  or  a  Mexican ; 
An'  there 's  another  thing  I  know,  an'  thet  ia^  ef  these  creeton^ 
Thet  stick  an  Anglo-saxon  mask  onto  State-prison  feetura^ 
Should  come  to  Jaalam  Center  fer  to  argify  an'  spout  on 't^ 
The  gals  'ould  count  the  sUver  spoons  the  minnit  they  deareJ 
out  on't 

This  goin'  ware  glory  waits  ye  haint  one  agreeable  feetor, 
An'  ef  it  wom't  fer  wakin'  snakes,  I  'd  home  agin  short  meter , 
0,  would  n't  I  be  off,  quick  time,  ef  't  wom't  thet  I  wuz  sartin 
They  'd  let  the  daylight  into  me  to  pay  me  fer  desartin  I 
I  don't  approve  o'  tellin'  tales,  but  jest  to  you  I  may  state 
Our  ossifers  aint  wut  they  wuz  afore  they  left  the  Baystate* 
Then  it  wuz  "  Mister  Sawin,  sir,  you  *re  middlin'  well  now,  be  ^6  7 
Step  up  an'  take  a  nipper,  sir ;  I  'm  dreffle  glad  to  see  ye ;" 
But  now  it' s  "  Ware 's  my  eppylet  ?   here,  Sawin,  step  an 

fetch  it  I 
An'  mind  your  eye,  be  thund'riu'  spry,  or,  damn  ye,  yon  aha]/ 

ketch  it  1" 
Wat,  ez  the  Doctor  sez,  some  pork  will  bile  so,  but  by  mighty, 
Gf  I  bed  somi)  on  'em  to  hum,  I  'd  give  'em  linkum  vity, 
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I  'd  {day  the  rogue's  mai^  on  their  hides  an'  other  r  'tiip  IH- 

lerin' 

Bnt  I  must  dose  my  letter  here,  for  one  on  'em 's  arhoVf  ^  ^  \ , 
These  Anglosazon  ossifers— waj,  taint  no  use  ajawin', 
I  'm  safe  enlisted  fer  the  war, 

Yonm, 

BotDonuDcii  Sawd^ 


A   LETTER 

fBOM  ▲  GAin>n>ATB    TOB    THR    PBBBIDKNOT    IN  AMWSB  TO  809X01 

quBrriom  proposed  bt  mb.  hosxa  biolow,  imolosid  nr  a  von 

ntOM  MB.   BIOLOW  TO  8.  H.  OAT,  ESQ^  BDITOB  Or  THB  VATIOHAL 
Am-SLAYZRY  BTAlfDABD. 

JAMES  BIMBELL  LOWXLXi. 


Sib  its  gnt  to  be  the  fUhnn  now  to  rite  letters  to  the  eendld  Si  end! 
et  e  pabUe  Meetin  in  Jeleam  to  da  wnt  woe  neMurj  fur  that  tovn.  i  vztt 
to  sn  gtaerale  end  gut  anaen  to  900.  the  air  ealled  oanrlid  8a  bat  I  dan,*t  eee 
■otUn  candid  about  em.  thla  here  1  which  I  send  wui  tKiught  aat^a  fketory; 
I  dunno  aa  if  •  uahle  to  print  Poacripe,  but  aa  all  the  anaen  I  got  bed  the  aaim,  I 
■poicd  is  wua  beat  timea  haa  gretty  changed.  Formal^  to  knock  a  man  Inle  • 
lacked  bat  wua  to  nae  him  up,  but  now  it  onj  glrea  him  m  chance  Aw  the  eheif 
■edicaatra^.^  H.  B. 

Dbab  Sib — ^You  wish  to  know  mj  notions 

On  sartin  pints  thet  rile  the  land ; 
There 's  notitdn'  thet  mj  natur  so  shun*) 

Ee  bein'  mum  or  underhand ; 
I  'm  a  straight-spoken  kind  o'  cieetur 

Thet  blurts  right  out  wut's  iu  his  head. 
An'  ef  I  'ye  one  pecooler  feetur, 

It  is  a  nose  thet  wunt  be  leo. 

8o^  to  begin  at  the  beginnin' ; 

An'  oome  directly  to  the  pint^ 
I  think  the  country's  underpinnin' 

Is  some  oonsid'ble  out  o'  jint ; 
I  aint  agoin'  to  try  your  patienoe 

By  tellin'  who  done  this  or  thel^ 
1  don't  make  no  itidtnooationi^ 

I  jest  let  on  I  suidu  •*  rai. 
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Thet  iSf  I  mean,  it  seems  to  me  so, 

But)  ef  the  public  think  I  'm  wrongs 
I  wunt  deny  but  wut  I  be  so — 

An',  fact^  it  don't  smell  very  stioog ; 
My  mind 's  tu  fair  to  lose  its  balance 

An'  say  wich  party  hes  most  sense ; 
There  may  be  folks  o'  greater  talenoe 

Thet  can't  set  stiddier  on  the  fenoe. 


I  'm  an  eclectic :  es  to  ohoosin' 
'Twixt  this  an*  thet,  I  'm  plaguy  lawth ; 

I  leave  a  side  thet  looks  like  losin', 
But  (wile  there 's  doubt)  I  stick  to  both ; 

I  Stan'  upon  the  Constitution, 
"Sz  preudunt  statesmun  say,  who  've  plaonH 
way  to  git  the  most  profusion 
0*  chances  ez  to  ware  they  '11  stand. 

Bz  fer  the  war,  I  go  agin  itr— 

I  mean  to  say  I  kind  o'  du — 
Thet  is,  I  mean  thet,  bein  in  it^ 

The  best  way  wuz  to  fight  it  thru ; 
Not  but  wut  abstract  war  is  horrid, 

I  sign  to  Uiet  with  all  ray  heart — 
But  civlyzation  doo8  git  forrid 

Sometimes  upon  a  powder-oait. 

About  thet  darned  Proviso  matter 

I  never  hed  a  grain  o*  doubt, 
Nor  I  aint  one  my  sense  to  scatter 

So  's  no  one  could  n't  pick  it  out; 
My  love  fer  North  an'  South  is  equil, 

So  I  '11  just  answer  plump  an'  frank. 
No  matter  wut  may  be  the  sequil— 

Yes,  sir,  I  am  agin  a  Bank. 


Ez  to  the  answerin'  o'  questions, 

I  'am  an  off  ox  at  bein'  dniv, 
Though  I  aint  one  tliet  ary  test  ahi 

II  £^ive  our  folks  a  ht^lpin'  shove ; 


BOCXHTBIG    AND    NOKDXSCJEtlPT.  9SA 

End  o'  promiaoooiis  I  go  it 

Fer  the  hoU  ooontr^,  aa'  the  groand 
I  take,  es  nigh  es  I  can  show  it, 

Ib  pootj  genially  all  round. 

• 

I  don't  appruve  o'  giyin'  pledges ; 

You  'd  ough'  to  leave  a  feller  free^ 
An'  not  go  knockin'  out  the  wedges 

To  ketch  his  fingers  in  the  tree ; 
Pledges  air  awfle  breabhy  cattle 

Thet  preudent  fiinners  don't  tun 
As  long  'z  the  people  git  their  rattle^ 

Wot  is  there  fer  'm  to  grout  about  ? 


El  to  the  slaves^  there 's  no 

In  mff  ideea  consamin'  them — 
/think  they  air  an  Institution, 

A  sort  of— yes,  jest  so — ahem: 
Do  /own  any  7    Of  my  merit 

On  ihet  pint  you  yourself  may  jedge; 
All  is,  I  never  drink  no  sperit. 

Nor  I  haint  never  signed  no  pJedgei 

Bb  to  my  principles,  I  glory 

In  hevin'  nothin'  o'  the  sort ; 
I  aint  a  Wig,  I  aint  a  Tory, 

I  'm  jest  a  candidate,  in  short; 
Diet 's  fair  an'  square  an'  parpendiolsTi 

But,  ef  the  Public  cares  a  fig 
To  hev  me  an'  thin'  in  partider, 

Wy,  I  'm  a  kind  o'  peri-wig. 


P.& 

£i  we  're  a  sort  o'  privateerin', 

0'  course,  you  know,  it 's  sheer  an' 
An'  there  is  sutthin'  wuth  your  hearin' 

1 11  mention  in  your  privit  ear ; 
Ef  you  git  me  inside  the  White  House^ 

Tour  head  with  ile  1 11  kb'  o'  'nint 
By  gitOn'  you  inside  the  Light-hoose 

Down  to  the  eend  o'  Jaalam  Pint 

27 
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An'  es  the  North  heft  took  to  brostliii' 

At  bein*  Bcrouged  from  off  the  roort^ 
I'll  tell  je  wutll  Baye  all  taasliD' 

An'  give  our  aide  a  harnaome  boost— 
Tell  'em  thet  on  the  Slavery  qnestion 

I  'm  BIGHT,  although  to  speak  I  'm  lawfk ; 
This  gives  yoa  a  safe  pint  to  rest  on, 

An'  leaves  me  frontin'  Soath  by  North. 


THE   CANDIDATE'S   OBEED 


(BIOLOW  PAFKB8.) 
JA 

I DV  believe  in  Freedom's  cause, 

Eb  fur  away  es  Paris  is; 
I  love  to  see  her  stick  her  daws 

In  them  iofamal  Pharisees ; 
1^  's  wal  enough  agin  a  king 

To  dror  resolves  and  triggen^— 
But  libbaty 's  a  kind  o'  thing 

Thet  don't  agree  with  niggem 


I  du  believe  the  people  want 

A  tax  on  teas  and  coffees, 
Thet  nothin'  aint  extravygunti'— 

Purvidin'  I  'm  in  office ; 
For  I  hev  loved  my  country  senoe 

My  eye-teeth  filled  their  socket^ 
An'  Uncle  Sam  I  reverence, 

Partic'larly  his  pockets. 

I  du  believe  in  any  plan 

0'  levyin'  the  taxes, 
Ee  long  esS)  like  a  lumberman, 

I  git  jest  wut  I  axes: 
I  go  free-trade  thru  thick  an'  thin^ 

Because  it  kind  o'  rouses 
The  folks  to  vote — and  keep  as  bi 

Our  quiet  crvtom-houaeSi 
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I  du  believe  it 's  wise  an*  good  . 

To  sen'  out  fuirin  missioiUy 
Tiiet  ia,  on  aartin  understood 

An'  orthydox  conditions;— 
I  mean  nine  thonsan'  dolls,  per  aiUL, 

Nine  thousan*  more  fer  outfit^ 
An'  me  to  recommend  a  man 

The  place  'onld  jest  about  fit 

I  du  befieve  in  wpecaal  ways 

0'  prayin'  an'  oonyartin' ; 
The  bread  comes  back  in  many  dt^ 

An'  buttered,  to,  fer  aartin; — 
I  mean  in  preyin'  till  one  busts 

On  wut  the  party  chooses^ 
An'  in  oonvartin'  public  trusts 

To  very  privit  uses. 

I  do  bdieye  hard  coin  the  stuff 

Fer  leotioneers  to  spout  on ; 
The  people 's  oUers  soft  enon^ 

To  make  hard  money  out  on ; 
Dear  Unde  Sam  pervides  fer  hisy 

An'  gives  a  good-sized  junk  to 
I  don't  care  haw  hard  money  is, 

Eb  long  ez  mine 's  paid  punotooaL 

I  dn  believe  with  all  my  soul 

In  the  gret  Press's  fi^eedom, 
To  pint  the  people  to  the  goal 

An'  in  the  traces  lead  'em : 
Palsied  the  arm  thet  forges  yokes 

At  my  &t  contracts  squintin', 
An'  withered  be  the  nose  thet  pdkas 

Inter  the  gov'ment  printin' ! 

I  dn  bdieve  thet  I  should  gm 

Wut's  his'n  unto  OiBsar, 
Fer  it's  by  him  I  move  an'  Hve^ 

From  him  my  bread  an'  cheese  sir 
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I  da  believe  thet  all  o'  me 
Doth  bear  his  soupencription,*- 

Win,  ooDscience,  honor,  houesly, 
An*  things  o*  thet  description. 

I  dn  believe  in  prayer  an'  praise 

To  Mm  thet  hez  the  grantin* 
0*  jobs — in  every  thin*  thet  pays^ 

But  most  of  aU  in  OAunN* ; 
This  doth  my  oop  with  maroies  flO, 

This  lays  aU  thought  o*  sin  to 
I  dan^i  believe  in  prinoerple, 

Bat,  0, 1  ciii  in  interest 

I  da  believe  in  bdn'  this 

Or  thet,  es  it  may  happen 
One  way,  or  t^  other  hendiest  Is 

To  ketoh  the  people  nappin' ; 
It  aint  by  prinoerples  nor  men 

Hy  preudent  ooorse  is  steadied— 
I  soent  wich  pays  the  best,  an* 

Go  into  itbaldheaded. 


I  da  believe  thet  holdin*  slaves 

Comes  nat*ra!  tu  a  President, 
Let  lone  the  rowdedow  it  saves 

To  have  a  wal-broke  preoedunt; 
Fer  any  office,  small  or  gret, 

I  ooold  'nt  ax  with  no  &ce. 
Without  I'd  been,  thru  dry  an'  w«l^ 

The  anrizsiest  kind  o'  doagfafihoa. 

I  da  believe  watever  trash 

II  keep  the  people  in  blindness,— 
Thet  we  the  Mexicans  can  thrash 

Big^t  inter  brvitheriy  kindness — 
Thet  bombshells,  gn^  an*  powder  'n'  bdl 

Air  good-will*s  strongest  magnets-^ 
Chet  peace,  to  make  it  stick  at  all, 

Most  be  dn)v  in  with  bagnets. 
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111  shorty  I  firmly  du  beUeve 

In  Humbug  generally, 
Fer  it's  a  thing  thet  I  peroeive 

To  hey  a  solid  Tally ; 
This  heth  my  fiuthful  shepherd  beii| 

In  pasturs  sweet  heth  led  me, 
An'  this  11  keep  the  people  green 

To  feed  es  they  have  fed  me. 


THE   OOURTIN'. 


Zmdm  orep'  up,  quite  unbeknown, 
An'  peeked  in  thru  the  winder, 

An  there  sot  Huldy  all  alone, 
'ith  no  one  nigh  to  hende>^ 

Agin'  the  chimbly  crooknecks  hung. 

An'  in  among  'em  rusted 
The  ole  queen's  arm  thet  gran'ther  Young 

Fetched  back  from  Concord  busted. 

The  wannut  logs  shot  sparkles  out 
Toward  the  pootiest^  bless  her  I 

An'  leede  fires  danced  all  about 
The  chiny  on  the  dresser. 

The  yeiy  room,  oos  she  wus  in, 
Looked  warm  firum  floor  to  ceilin'. 

An'  she  looked  Ml  es  rosy  agin 
Eb  th'  apple  she  wus  peelin'. 

She  heerd  a  foot  an'  knowd  it,  to, 

Araspin'  on  the  scraper — 
All  ways  to  once  her  feelins  flew 

Like  sparks  in  bumt-up  paper. 

He  kin'  o'  I'itered  on  the  mat, 

Some  doubtfle  of  the  seeUe : 
His  heart  kep'  goin'  pitypat^ 

But  hem  went  pity  ZeUa 
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A   SONG   FOB   A   CATABBH. 

By  Any  AZfe  18  like  the  Bo^ 

Whel  at  the  daw2  it  flii|gs 
Its  goldel  MeB  of  light  npo? 

Bartfa'8  greel  end  UMj  HulgL 
U  rwl  I  sae,  I  oflj  wiZ 

¥nlb  her  a  soodlfiil  frowJ, 
Bat  800I 88 1  (y  prayers  begiJ^ 

She  cries  0  hi  begofe, 
TesI  yesl  the  burthel  of  hereof 

Isfol  fol  b!  begolel 

By  Ary  ABe  is  like  the  moot, 

Whel  first  her  sUver  aheel 
Awakes  the  Gghtilgale's  soft  tole^ 

That  else  had  sileh  beel 
But  Btaj  A2Ze,  like  darkest  figfat| 

OZ  (e,  alas  I  looks  dowZ; 
Her  sUIsB  oZ  others  bea&  their  li^^ 

Her  Gxmh  are  all  &y  owl 
I  'to  bat  ofe  bortheZ  to  by  so^ — 

Her  towb  are  all  fty  owl 


■  PITAPH   ON   A    CANDLB. 

« 

A  vfkked  one  liee  buried  here^ 

Who  died  in  a  dedme; 
He  noTer  rose  in  rank,  I  fear. 

Though  he  was  bom  to 


He  onoe  was/^  but  now,  indeed, 
He 's  thin  as  any  grieyer ; 

He  died — ^the  Doctors  all  agreed, 
Of  a  most  bturmng  feyer. 
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One  thing  of  him  is  nid  ivith  tnihf 
l^ith  which  I  'm  much  amused ; 

It  is— that  when  he  stood,  finsoodi, 
A  dUk  he  always  used. 

Now  fprndrng-tthMtt  he  sometimes  nuidt!, 

Bot  this  was  not  enough 
For  finding  it  a  pooiish  trade^ 

He  also  dealt  in  «m^ 


If  e'er  yon  said  **  Go  on^  I  pray/ 
He  mnoh  ill  natore  show'd; 

On  snob  oooas&ons  he  woold  say, 
-Vyjifldo^/'mMmp^ii" 


In  this  his  fiiends  do  all  agree, 
Atthongh  yoQ  11  tfamk  I 'm  Joking^ 

When  ^0^  otrf 'tis  said  that  he 
Was  TBiy  fbnd  of  gmobing. 

Since  all  religion  he  despised, 
Let  these  few  words  sofSoe, 

Before  he  eyer  was  baptised 
They  d^d  him  onoe  or  twioe. 


FOETRT  ON  AN  DIPBOYED  PRINOIPIJL 

▲  BMMUOJmB  WITH  ▲  TBA'-TOKALUOL 


Oa  goiiig  forth  last  nig^t^  a  friend  to  see^ 
I  met  a  man  by  trade  a  »4i-o-ft/ 
Beeling  along  the  path  he  held  his  way. 
"Hoi  hol"  quoth  I,  "he's  d-r-n-n-fc- 
Then  thus  to  him—"  Were  it  not  better,  Ikr, 
Ton  were  a  little  s-o-b-e-r/ 
'T  were  happier  for  yonr  &mily,  I  goesB^ 
Than  playing  of  such  ram  r-i-g^ 
Besides,  all  dnmkards,  when  pofioemen 
Are  taken  np  at  onoe  by  t-h-^-m." 
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<]£e  drunkr  the  oobUer  oried,  "the  devil  trouble  joa 
Ton  want  tc  kick  np  a  blest  t-o-w. 
Now,  xxuiy  I  never  wish  to  work  for  Hoby, 
If  drain  I  Ve  bad  I*'  (the  lying  s-n-o-i  /) 
I've  just  retum'd  from  a  tee-total  party, 
Twelve  on  ns  janun'd  in  a  q>ring  o^a^^r-t 
The  man  as  lectured,  now,  toaa  drunk;  why,  blen  y% 
He 's  sent  home  in  a  o-h-ari-«-e. 
He  'd  taken  so  much  lush  into  his  beEy, 
I  'm  blest  if  he  could  t-o-dd-^«L 
A  pair  on  'em — ^hisself  and  his  good  lady ; — 
The  gin  had  got  into  her  h-e-o-d 
(My  eye  and  Betty  t  what  weak  mortals  «•  an; 
They  said  they  took  but  ginger  b-e-«-r/) 
But  as  for  me,  I  've  stuck  Ct  was  rather  ropy) 
AH  day  to  weak  imperial  p-o^. 
And  now  we  've  had  this  little  bit  o'  spanin*, 
Just  stand  a  q-u-a-]>^t-e-fM»/" 


ON   A   REJECTED   NOSEGAY, 


BT  TEE  AUTHOB  TO  A  BBAUmrnL  TOUHO  LADT, 
BBTUBNBD  IT. 


What  I  then  you  won't  accept  it^  wont  yon  ?    Oh  1 

No  matter ;  pshaw  1  my  heart  is  breaking,  thou^ 

My  botiquet  is  rejected ;  let  it  be : 

For  what  am  I  to  you,  or  you  to  me  ? 

'Tis  true  I  oiice  had  hoped ;  but  now,  alas  I 

Wen,  well;  'tis  over  now,  and  let  it  passL 

I  was  a  fool — ^perchance  I  am  so  still ; 

Tou  won't  accept  it  I  Let  me  dream  you  will : 

But  that  were  idle.    Shall  we  mee^  again  ? 

Why  should  we  ?    Water  for  my  baming  brain  f 

I  could  have  loved  thee — Could  1    I  love  thee  yel 

Can  or\j  Lethe  teach  me  to  forget  7 

Oblivion's  bahn,  oh  tell  me  where  to  find  I 

Is  it  a  tenant  of  the  anguish'd  mind  ? 

Or  is  it  ? — ha  I  at  last  I  see  it  come ; 

Waiter  I  a  \  otde  of  your  oldest  ruooL 
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A   SERENADE. 


BmLi,  lady,  amilel  (Bksa  me/  what '«  ihiUf 

Confound  the  oai  I) — 

Smile,  kdy,  smile  I    One  glanoe  bestow 

On  him  who  sadly  waits  below, 

To  catch — (A  v&iain  up  above 

Eiau  thrown  some  water  on  me^  love/) 

To  catch  one  token — 

(Ohf  Lord  I  my  head  it  hrohm  ; 

The  wrekh  who  threw  the  water  down^ 

Mm  dropped  the  jug  upon  m^  oround^ — 

To  catch  one  token,  which  shall  be 

As  dear  as  life  itself  to  me. 

list^  lady,  ihen ;  while  on  my  lute 

I  breathe  soft— (^o  I  FUnoihe  guSd; 

Bow  dare  you  caM  my  eerenctde  a  rioi  f 

I  do  defy  you)-— while  upon  my  lute 

I  breathe  soft  sighs — (  Tee,  I  dispute 

Tour  right  to  stop  fiM— breathe  soft  si^iai 

Grant  but  one  look  from  those  dear  eyes— 

{There,  take  that  stupid  noddle  in  again  ; 

OaUthepoUcel — do/  FU  prolong  my  8train\ 

We  11  wander  by  the  river's  placid  flow — 

(  Unto  the  station-house  / — No,  sir,  I  wonH  go  ; 

Leane  me  oiUme  /y-uad  talk  of  love's  delight 

(Oh.mnsrder/'^ielp/  Fmloc/sedu^fwrtheniglU!) 


BAILBOAD   NUBSBBT   BH\MB. 


.14 


BUs  a  Cock  Hotml** 


#LT  by  steam  force  the  country  acrosa^ 
Easter  than  jockey  outside  a  race-horse : 
With  time  bills  mismanaged,  fast  trains  after  slow, 
Too  shall  have  danger  wherever  yon  ga 
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AN  INVITATION  TO  THE  ZOOLOGICAL  GABDERB 


I  HATS  found  out  a  gig^gig-gift  for  my  fuf-luf-lkir, 
I  have  found  where  the  rattle-snakes  bub-bnb-breed ; 

WHl  yon  co-oo-come,  and  I H  show  you  the  bub-bob-lMH^ 
And  the  lions  and  tit-tit-tigers  at  fb^ftif-feed. 

I  know  where  the  co-co-oockatoo*s  song 
Makes  mum-mum-mebdy  through  the  sweet  vale; 

Where  the  mum-monkeys  gig-gig-fpnn  all  the  day  loqg 
Or  graoefolly  swing  by  the  tit-tit-titptaiL 

YoQ  shall  pip-pip-play,  dear,  some  did-did-delicate  joke 

With  the  bub-bub-bear  on  the  tit-titrtqp  of  his  pip-p^-p^ 
pole; 
Bnt  observe,  'tis  forbidden  to  pip-pip-poke 
At  the  bub-bub-bear  witib  your  pip-pip-pink 
parasol  I 

You  shall  see  the  huge  elephant  pip-pip-play, 
Yon  shall  gig-gig-gaze  on  the  stitHstit-stately  racoon ; 

And  then  did-did-dear,  together  we  11  stray 
To  the  cage  of  the  bub-bub-blue-&oed  bab-bab-boon. 

You  wished  (I  r-r-remember  it  well, 

And  I  lul-lul-loved  you  the  m-m-more  for  the  wish) 
To  witness  tibe  bub-bub-beautifhl  pip-pip-pel- 

iotn  swallow  the  l-l-ive  little  foMif-fishI 


TO    6E    AEAAINF    HEPIOAIKAil* 


Vie  KOfiirXiftevT,  ypiar  oip,  o  roMt 
Tpt  a  PpiK  a»d  vo  fueraxef 
"Eve/u  TO  KovT  avS  fvd/e. 
Tt^t  TO  Bee  I  vt^ep  ^eypfodye, 
kv6  I  inKe  TO  oee  vpe  vttfie 
^ttjiefUHJT  tv  Be  Xiar^  o^  ^ofu, 

To/i  IjuBt  T/mP 

wQTdihiOrwk 
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THE  PEOPLE  AND  THEIB   PALAOB. 

DfFBOTIBBD  BT  A  IINS  OINTLBMAir. 

Ob  dem  that  absawd  Gwystal  Palacel  alas, 
What  a  pity  thej  took  off  the  dat7  oa  glass  I 
It 's  having  been  eyaw  ewected,  in  fiict. 
Was  en-ti-a-fy  owing  to  that  foolish  act 

Whareyew  they  put  it  a  oword  it  will  dwaw, 
And  that  is  the  wesson  I  think  it  a  haw ; 
I  haye  no  gweat  dislike  to  the  building,  as  sntdi; 
The  People  is  what  I  object  to  sa  mutdh. 

The  People  I — ^I  weallj  am  ask  of  the  wawd : 
The  People  is  ugij,  unpleasant^  absawd ; 
Wha^-eyaw  they  go,  it  is  always  the  case, 
They  are  shaw  to  destroy  all  Uie  chawm  of  the  pJaoa 

Their  voices  are  loud,  and  their  laughter  is  hawse; 
Their  featyaws  are  fobsy,  iwegulaw,  cause; 
Jlaw  seldom  it  is  that  their  &ces  disclose, 
What  one  can  call,  pwopali^  speaking,  a  nose  I 

They  have  dull  heavy  looks,  which  appeaw  to  esp 
Bisagweeable  stwuggles  with  common  distwees ; 
The  People  can't  dwess,  does  n't  know  how  to  wilk 
And  would  uttaly  wuin  a  spot  like  the  Pawk. 

That  I  hate  the  People  is  maw  than  I  '11  say ; 
I  only  would  have  them  kept  out  of  my  way, 
Let  them  stay  at  the  pot-house,  wejoice  in  the  pipe^ 
And  wegale  upon  beeaw,  baked  patatas,  and  twipe. 

We  must  have  the  People— of  that  tha  's  no  doubt— 
In  shawt  they  could  not  be,  pahaps,  done  without 
If  'twa  not  &w  the  People  we  could  not  have  Booti 
Tha  *s  no  doubt  that  they  exawoise  useiiil  pasuts. 

They  are  aQ  vewy  well  in  their  own  pwopa  spbeeaw 
A  lonj<  distance  off;  but  I  don  t  like  them  neeaw; 


XCOBKTBIO    AND    KO VDXBO AIPT. 

The  slams  is  the  plsoe  &w  a  popula  show ; 

IX>ii*t  enoouwage  the  people  to  spoil  Wottea  Wow. 

It  is  odd  that  the  Duke  or  Awotll  could  pasue, 
do  eooentwic  a  oawse,  and  Lad  SHAnxsenwr  too. 
As  to  twy  and,  pwesawre  the  Glass  House  on  its  sits^ 
Vaw  no  wesson  on  awth  but  the  People's  delight 


k  •SWELL'S"  HOMAGE  TO  MRS.  STOWB 


A  MUST  wead  Uhde  Ibm — a  wawk 

Which  A  'm  afwaid  's  extwemelj  slow. 
People  one  meets  begin  to  talk 

Of  Mrs.  HABWBTfinaHABTOWB. 

ISs  not  as  if  A  saw  ha  name 
To  walls  and  windas  still  confined; 

All  that  is  meawlj  vulga  fame : 
A  don't  wespect  the  public  mind. 

But  Staffa'd  House  has  made  haw  quite 

Anotha  kind  a  pawson  look, 
A  Oountess  would  paaist^  last  ni^^t^ 

In  asking  me  about  haw  book. 

She  wished  to  know  if  I  admiawd 
Eya,  which  quite  confounded  me; 

And  then  haw  Ladyship  inqwaw'd 
Whethaw  A  did  'nt  hate  Lsown? 

Bai  JovB  1    A  was  completely  flawed ; 

A  wish'd  myself  or  haw,  at  Fwaooe ; 
And  that 's  the  way  a  fella 's  baw'd 

By  ev'wy  gal  he  asks  to  dance. 

A  felt  myself  a  gweat  a  fool 
Than  A  had  evaw  felt  be&w ; 

A 11  study  at  some  Wagged  S<^ool 
The  tale  of  that  old  Blackamaw  I 
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rHB   EXpLUSIVE'S   BROKEN   IDOL. 

A  don't  object  at  all  to  War 

With  a  set  a  fellas  like  the  Fwench, 

Bat  this  dem  wupcha  with  the  Czar, 
It  gires  one's  feeling  quite  a  wench. 

The  man  that  peace  in  Yawwup  kept 
Giyes  all  his  pwevious  life  the  lie ; 

A  fina  fella  neva  stepped, 
Bai  JoTE,  he  *s  maw  than  six  ^t  hig^l 

He  cwQshed  those  democwatic  beasts; 

He  'd  flog  a  Nun ;  maltweat  a  Jew, 
Or  pawsecute  those  Womish  Pwiests, 

Most  likely  vewj  pwoppa  too. 

To  think  that  afta  such  a  cawce, 

Which  nobody  could  eva  blame, 
The  Eiip'wA  should  employ  bwute  &woe 

Against  this  countwy  just  the  same  I 

We  an  consida'd  him  our  ^end, 

But  in  a  most  erwoneus  lights 
In  shawt^  it  seems  you  can't  depend 

On  one  who  fancies  might  is  wights 

His  carwacta  is  coming  out; 

His  motives — which  A  neva  saw- 
Are  now  wevealed  beyond  a  doubt^ 

And  we  must  fight — ^but  what  a  baw  I 


THE  LAST  KICK  OF  FOP'S  ALLEY. 

PUVOR 

IIt  wawst  feawB  are  wealized ;  the  Op  wa  is  na  maw, 
And  the  wain  of  Donizbtti  and  Tapisohows  are  aw  I 
Cfo  entapwiaing  capitalist  bidding  faw  the  lot^ 
in  detail  at  last  the  owonatv  is  beimor  sold  by  Soon. 
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Fahwell  to  Auma  Boima  ;  to  Naiuma,  oh,  fahwell  I 
Adieu  to  2.a  SofitnaniJlniJa  I  the  hamma  wings  haw  knell; 
IPuwitanif  too,  must  cease  a  cwowded  house  to  dwaw, 
And  they  Ve  knocked  down  loyelj  Luda,  the  Bunde  of 
maw, 

Fahwell  the  many  twinkling  steps ;  fthwell  the  gwaceful  fitwin 
That  hounded  o'er  the  wose-beds,  and  that  twipped  amid  tba 

stawm; 
Fahwell  the  gauze  and  mudin— doomed  to  load  the  HebweVi 

bags; 
Faw  the  l^mea  assauts  the  wawdwobe  went— just  fancy— as  old 

wagsl 

That  eVwy  thing  that's  b wight  must  fitde,  we  know  is  vewy  twos, 
And  now  we  see  what  sublunawy  giowwy  must  come  to ; 
How  twue  was  MAmeroiis's  pwophecy ;  the  Deluge  we  bdiold 
{Tow  that  Haw  Majbbtt's  Theataw  is  in  cawse  of  being  sold. 


THE  MAD  CABMAN^  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE.* 

pmic 
Wot '8  this ?— wot  berer  is  this  'ere? 

Eh? — arf  a  suTrinI — feds  like  Tun— 
Boohool  they  won't  let  me  haye  no  beer  I 
Suppose  I  chucks  it  up  into  the  sun  I — 
No— that  abi't  right — 
The  yaller  's  turned  wite  I 
Ha^  ha,  ho  I — he 's  sold  and  done— 
Oome,  I  say  I — ^I  won't  stand  that- 
'll all  my  eye  and  Bkttt  MaridiI 
Oyer  the  left  and  all  round  my  hal^ 
As  the  pewter  pot  said  to  Uie  keyarteo. 

Who  am  I?    Hxmprib  of  the  FsKiraH 

Lewis  Napoleon  Bontpabt, 

Old  Spooney,  to  be  sure — 
Between  you  and  me  and  the  old  blind  oes 

And  the  doctor  says  there  ain't  no  cure 

*  TUi  tnfanlteYile  ImrlMqpM  wm  pnblUhed  mmb  aftar  Ite  «fe  hf  haA 
lM«i  ftwD  alfl^tpttiiM  to  rizptuM  a 
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D*  ye  think  I  care  for  the  blessed  BeoohT** 
From  Temple  Bar  to  Charing  Cross  ? 
Two  mfle  and  better — arf  a  crown — 
Talk  of  screwing  a  feUer  down  I 
As  for  poor  Bill^  it 's  broke  his  art 
Cab  to  the  Moon,  sir  ?    Here  yon  arel-— 
That  *8 — how  much  ? — 
A  fiffthin'  touch  I 
Now  as  we  can't  demand  back  fioe. 

But^  guVner,  wot  can  this  *ere  be?— 

liie  fiure  of  a  himpeiial  carridge  7 
Ton  don*t  mean  all  1^  'ere  for  me  I 
In  course  you  ain't  heerd  about  my  mazridg^-^ 

I  feels  so  precious  kereer  I 
How  was  it  I  got  that  lock  o'  the  'ed? 

I  '76  ad  a  dight  hindispoaition 

But  a  Beak  ain't  no  Physician. 
Wot 's  this  'ere,  sir?  wot 's  this  'ere 7 

Tou  can  yerself  a  gentleman  ?  yer  SnobI 

He  wasn't  bled: 
And  I  was  let  in  for  forty  bob, 

Or  a  month,  instead : 
And  I  caught  the  lumbago  in  the  braifr* 

I  've  been  confined — 

But  never  you  mind — 
Ho,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho  1    I  ain't  hinsana 

Tot  his  this  'ere?    Can't  no  one  tell ? 

It  sets  my  ed  a  spinnin — 
The  QuKDi's  eye  winks — it  ain't  no  selk— 
Tlie  Queen's  'ed  keeps  a  grinnin : 

Ha^  ha  I  't  was  guy 

By  the  cove  I  druv — 
I  Tunders  for  wot  e  meant  it  1 

For  e  sez  to  me, 

Eses^  sese, 
As  I  ort  to  be  contented  I 
Wot  did  yer  say,  sir,  wot  did  yer  say  T 

My  fiure I — ^wot,  thati 

Yer  knocks  me  flat 
Hit  in  tne  Tind  I — I  'm  chokin — giye  us  air^- 
Myfive?   Ha^hal    Myfiune?   Ho,  ho!    Myflmt 
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GaH  that  my  fare  for  driTin  yer  a  mfle  7 
I  ain't  hinsane — ^aot  yet — ^not  yet  avil«  I 

Wot  makes  yer  smile  ? 
My  blood  is  bilin'  in  a  wiolent  manner  I 

Wot 's  this  I've  got? 

Show  us  a  light— 

This  'ere  is — ^wot?^ 
There 's  sunthin  the  matter  with  my  ri^t— 

It  is— yes  I — ^No  I — 

'Tis,  raly,  though-^ 

Oh,  blow  I  blow  I  blow! — 
Ho,  ho,  ho,  ho  I  it  is,  it  is  a  Tanner  1^ 


ALARMING    PROSPECT 

pumuL 
2h  the  EdUor  of  "  Pumgh." 

8i»*Yoii  are  aware,  of  ooune,  that  In  the  progrei  of  a  few  eentories  the  Im- 
guage  of  a  oountrj  undergoee  a  great  alteration :  that  the  Latin  of  the  AogvrtM 
age  waayer]r  different  from  that  of  the  time  of  Tarqnln;  and  no  Um  bo  trmn.  ttial 
which  prerailed  at  the  fall  of  the  Roman  empire.  Aleo,  that  the  Queen*  ■  Bn^Mi 
la  not  predeely  what  it  wai  in  Elicabeth*e  dayei  to  aaj  nothing  of  its  ▼arlatiea 
from  what  was  its  condition  nnder  the  PlantagenetiL 

I  obserre,  with  regrot,  that  onr  Uteratare  is  heooming  conTsrsatSonai,  and  ou 
eonreraatiou  eosrapt  The  nee  of  cant  phraseology  is  daily  gaining  ground  amoqg 
OB,  and  this  eril  will  speedily  infect,  if  it  has  not  already  infected,  the  prodndlona 
of  onr  men  of  letters.  I  fear  most  for  onr  poetry,  beeaose  what  Is  mlgarly  termed 
Uang  Is  unforfeonately  rery  wq^reisiTe,  and  tbereforo  peculiarly  adapted  for  tiae 
purposes  of  those  whose  aim  it  is  to  dothe  **  thoughts  that  breathe**  in  **  words 
ibat  bum:**  and,  besides,  it  Is  in  many  instances  equivalent  to  terms  and  foms 
of  RpeKch  which  haTo  long  been  recognined  among  poetleal  wrtton  as  a  kind  of 
rurrent  coin. 

The  peril  which  I  antielpate  I  hare  endeavored  to  exemplify  In  the  fbliowlng 

ATOBOnNG   COPY   OF  VEBSES  (WITH  N0TB8). 

Obntlt  o*er  the  meadows  prigging,' 

Joan  and  Oohn  took  their  way. 
While  each  flower  the  dew  was  swigging^* 

In  th«)  jocund  month  of  May. 

Joan  was  beauty's  plummitist'  dau^ttf ; 

Colin  youth's  most  nutty^  son ; 
Many  a  nob'  in  vain  had  sought 

Rim  full  uiariy  a  spicy*  one. 
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She  her  faithful  bosom's  jewel 

Did  unto  this  young  un'^  plight; 
But)  alas  1  the  goVnoi^  cruel. 

Said  as  how  he  'd  never  fight* 

8oon  as  e'er  the  lark  had  nsen, 

They  had  burst  the  bonds  of  anooMi* 
And  her  daddle"  link'd  in  his^i* 

Qone  to  roam  as  lovers  use. 

In  a  crack*'  the  youth  and  maiden 

To  a  flowery  bank  did  come. 
Whence  the  bees  cut,'^  honey-laden, 

Not  without  melodious  hum. 

Down  they  squatted'*  them  together, 

"  Lovely  Joan,"  said  Colin  bold, 
"  Tell  me,  on  thy  davy,**  whether 

Thou  dost  dear  thy  Colin  hold  T 

*'  Don't  I,  just  ?"w  witli  look  ecstatic, 

Cried  the  young  and  ardent  maid ; 
*"  Then  let 's  bolt  !"*<  in  tone  emphatic^ 

Bumptuous'*  Colin  quickly  said. 

**  Bolt  ?"  she  falter'd,  "  from  the  gov'nor  } 

Oh  I  my  Colin,  that  won't  pay ;» 
He  will  ne'er  come  down,'*  my  love,  nor 

Help  us,  if  we  run  away." 

"  Shall  we  tlien  be  disunited  ?" 

Wildly  shrieked  the  frantic  cove ;» 
'*  Mull'd"  our  happiness  I  and  blighted 

In  the  kinchin-bud**  our  love  I 

"  No,  my  tulip !"  let  us  rather 

Hand  in  hand  the  bucket  kick  ;* 
Thus  we  '11  chouse*^  your  cruel  faOier— 

Cutting  froEl  the  world  our  stick  I"* 

Thus  he  spoke,  and  pull'd  a  knife  out, 

Sharp  of  point,  of  edge  full  £xie  \ 
Pierc'd  her  heart,  and  let  the  life  out— 

**  Now,"  he  cried,  "  here 's  into  mme  !"•• 
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But  a  hand  nsseen  behind  him 
*    Did  the  fatal  blow  arreot 
Oh,  my  eye  I**  they  aeise  and  bind  him— 
Gtotle  Miue,  oonoeal  the  reati 

In  the  precints  of  the  prison, 

In  his  cold  Grib**  Colin  lies ; 
Mourn  his  late  all  you  who  listen, 

Draw  it  mild,  and  mind  your  eyes  I** 

1.  *Prigglog/*  Btoallng;  M  jet  ezoliulTaly  Applied  to  petty  UNtny.  •  Um^ 
lag"  to  M  vail  knoirn  to  be  a  poetioal  term  m  it  to  to  be  an  tiwlfatihle  ^mae: 
Hm  ZephTT  and  the  Veapcr  Hymn,  eum  mmUU  aUU^  are  rerj  prone  t^  thk 


Sl  **  Bvigi^iit;,**  drinkliig  ooptooBly— of  malt  Hqnor  in  partkotor.  **  )'«aily 
drope  of  iaw  wo  drink.**— Ou>  Soha^ 

g.  M  pioouniflBt,**  the  raperiatlve  of  "  plnmmy,**  ezqniiitely  ddlcloiia ;  an  epi- 
Uiot  commonly  uaed  by  yoong  gentlemen  in  apealEing  of  a  bon»»  hauche  or  **  tM 
Mt,**  as  a  minoe  pie,  a  preaenred  aprloot,  or  an  oyater  patty.  The  trauRferwiee 
of  terms  ezpresslye  of  deUghtfbl  and  poignant  eaTor  to  female  beanty,  to  eaainioa 
with  poeto.  **  Death,  that  hath  sncked  the  honey  cf  thy  bmrtA.'*— SHAKaFKAmt. 
^  Charley  ioyeo  a  pretty  giri,  aa  swMt  as  rnHfor  oom^**— Ahoh. 

d.  **  Nutty,"  proper-4n  the  old  JSnglUheenee  of  **eomety,**"haodsomii.'  dli 
pntper  youths,  and  talL**-^u>  B0M9. 

6w  **  Nob,**  a  person  of  oonseqnenoe  i  a  ward  rery  likely  to  be  patnmlBea,  itea 
its  oomblned  brerity  nud  signifleaney. 

8.  **  Spicy,**  rery  scurt  and  pretty ;  it  baa  the  same  reoommendatioa,  and  wlB 
probably  supplant  the  old  tevoflle  **  boovy.**  **  Bosk  ye,  busk  jm,  my  botmy, 
bonny  bride.**— Hjlmu.tq«. 

7.  **Tonng*nn,**  youth,  young  man.  **  A  youth  to  fortone  and  to  fiuae  oup 
known.**-- Qbat. 

8.  ^  QoVnor,'*  or  *'  gnv'nor,**  a  eontraetieo  of  *«  governor,**  a  fisther.  It  wtik 
110  doubt,  soon  supersede  sire,  whidi  to  at  present  the  poetloal  eqniralant  for  the 
name  of  the  author  of  one*s  eTistwnea    Bee  all  the  poets,  jMuefm. 

9.  **  Said  tis  how  he*d  never  light,**  the  thing  was  out  of  the  qncatfan;  »  mste- 
phorical  phnse,  though  certainly,  at  present,  a  vulgar  one. 

10.  *'  Snooze,**  slumber  personified,  Uke  **  Morpheoa,**  or  **  Bomnoa.** 

11.  **  l>ad(Ue.**>-Q.  flrom  ^dirrvAot,  a  ^ngei^-fMrs  pro  foCpf— Hand,  the  oolf 
synonym  for  it  that  we  have,  ezoept  ^  Paw,**  **  Mawl^,**  dMX,  which  are  decidedly 
yonoria  ejumUnu 

13.  *"  llto'n,"  hto  own;  corresponding  to  the  Latin  stt«a,  hto  own  and  nobody 
else's,  so  frequently  met  with  in  Ovm  and  others. 

IS.  "^  Crack,**  a  twinkling,  an  ertremely  short  interval  of  time,  which  wm  for- 
merly expressed,  in  general,  by  a  periphraato;  as,  ^  £re  the  leviathan  can  swim  s 
toagnel**— -Srajupkajul  a 

lL  "  Cut,'*  sped.    A  synonym. 

10.  ''  Squatted,**  sat.    Id. 

1ft.  **  Davy,**  affidavit,  solomn  oath.  Slgnifleant  and  eaphcntona,  therefoi «  •» 
niing  to  the  versifler. 

IT.  "  I>on*t  I,  Just  r**  A  question  for  a  strong  affirmation,  aa,  **  Oh,  yea,  lndec« 
io;**  a  piece  of  popular  rtetmie,  plthv  and  forcible  and  conaeqneDliy  ataDeoi  «or« 
to  be  adopted— espedaUy  by  the  pathetto  wiitata. 
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19.  "  BamptioiM,**  fwrlew,  iMld,  and  iiiizlted  (  a  wtrj  vwrgvUe 

;h  aa  thoaa  r^Jolee  in  vbo  would  fldr  ^2>ffiAam*f  ■ferangthwlthWaUei'a  i 
MB  Join.** 

2a  **  That  won't  paj,**  that  plan  wffl  naivr  anawar.    Metivh. 
SI.  **  Come  dowc,**  diahuaat  alio  randarad  In  the  Temaoolar  hy  **fork  ont*** 

Id. 
93.  '*(J0Te/*  swaia    **  Alexia  dinnnM  hia  ftDow  flMrfna.**— Pnoa    Bm  alia 


88.  ''  Mailed,**  aqvlralant  ta  ••wraak'd,**  a  tann  of  pathoa. 

S4  **  iOnehln-bad,**  infut-bod.  Mataph. ;  moraoTer,  rvrj  tender,  awaet,  ani 
lendblng,  aa  regarda  tlie  Idea. 

28L  **  My  tulip,**  a  tenn  of  endeannant  **  Fatreat/mair,  an  flowan  azoelUng.** 
Oida  to  a  OhUd:  Gonoa. 

8«b  ''The  backet  klok,**pleonaam for  die;  aa, ''to breathe Ufe'alateatilgh.''^ 
^  To  yield  the  boo!,**—''  the  breatfa,**-<ir,  ut  ajpmd  anUq,  "  Anlmam  expiraitt," 
■Mi«'cfflara,**eta 

ST.  "OhooM,**oheat.    Byn. 

S8L  "  Cutting    .    .    .    onr  allek.**    Fleon.  nt  aapn. 

S9.  "  Here's  unto  minel**  A  fonn  of  apeeeh  analogooa  to  "  Have  at  thee.**-* 
flBAXaPBAXB,  and  the  dnunaUsts  generally. 

SOl  "  Oh,  my  ^yeP*  an  inte^ectlonal  phraae,  tantamonnt  to  "  Oh,  heaTenar* 
«*]fercifiil  powers  r  etc. 

81.  "  Cold  crib,"  cold  bed.    "  Go  to  thy  eold  bed  and  warm  thee^**— Sbax. 

8S.  "  Draw  it  inlld,**  eto.    Metaph.  for  "  Bnle  your  passlona,  and  beware  f* 

I  donbt  not  that  it  will  be  admitted  by  yonr  Jndldona  readers  that  I  have  aa]^ 
Btantiated  my  eaaOi  Onr  monaifihioal  inatltntiona  may  preaerre  onr  native  tongoa 
far  a  timet  but  if  It  doea  not  beoome,  at  no  very  diatant  period,  as  strange  a  mad  • 
lay  aa  that  of  the  Amerinan  is  at  prsaant  to  oea  the  expiuasiie  bnt  peculiar  Idka 
af  that  paopl»~"««f  apUify 

I  am,  air,  eta,  P. 


EPITAPH   ON   A   LOCOMOTIVE. 
8T  ma  80LI  suBviyoB  or  a  dkplorabu  aooidsiit  (no  blami  ia 

Bl  ATTAOHBD  TO  ANT  8XBYA1IT8  OF  THB  OOMPANT). 

puvoa. 
OoLuaioiiB  foor 
Or  five  she  bore. 
The  Signals  wor  in  vain; 
•  Qrown  old  and  rusted, 

Her  biler  busted, 
And  smash'd  the  Excnnicm  TraoL 

■Mil  WAS  nKH.*' 
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THE   TICKET   OF   LEAVE. 

[MB  8UX0  BT  THE  HOLDEB,  AJOD  A   JONYiyiAL  OIBOLI  OT  19 

SLUMS.] 


YiH  a  prig  has  oome  to  grie^ 

He  *8  no  call  for  deefperation ; 
Though  I  *m  a  conwicted  thie^ 

Still  I  Ve  opes  of  liberatioiL 
The  Beverend  Ghapling  to  deceive 

A  certaiQ  dodge  and  safe  resource  is. 
Whereby  you  gets  a  Ticket  of  Leave, 

And  then  resumes  your  widous  courses. 

Cfijpolwn.)  I  TO*  lagged,  mj  beloved  pala,  on  a  nupicion  of  bor^ftiy,  *Bd  i^p 
■Am  the  Recorder,  and  got  aeren  Tears*  penal  aenritude  and  *ard  labor.  Hand 
praahoa  *ard  labor  and  *ard  linea  I  found  it  at  flrat,  mind  jon.  Veil,  I  aaTa  tD 
mTaell^  blow  me  I  I  atn*t  a  goln*  to  stand  thia  ^ore,  yon  know;  but  'taint  do  Ma 
kiddn*  agin  atone  walla  and  iron  apikea:  wot  I  aball  trj  and  do  Is  to  ^iinwnQ 
tttepaiion. 

"  Ven  a  prig/*  etc. 

Them  parsons  is  so  jolly  green. 

They  *re  sure  to  trust  in  your  conwersion, 
Which  they,  in  course,  believes  'as  been 

The  consequence  of  theii  exertion. 
You  shakes  your  'ead,  turns  up  your  eyes, 

And  they  takes  that  to  be  repentance ; 
Wherein  you  moans,  and  groans,  and  sighs, 

By  reason  only  of  your  sentence. 

{Mpoktn.)  Wen  in  a  state  of  witrient  presplration  amoUn*  *ot  tnm  the  crank, 
the  ChapUng  comes  into  my  oeD,  and  he  aaya,  aays  he,  **■  My  nmn,**  he  aaya, 
*'how  do  yon  feeif*  '**Appy,  sir,**  aaya  I,  with  a  gentle  althe;  **  thank  voe. 
air;  qnite  *appy.**  ** Bat  you  seem  distreaaed,  my  poor  fellow,**  sayK  ho,  **I^ 
body,  air,**  aaya  I;  ^yea.  But  that  makea  me  moro*appy.  I'm  glad  to  bi 
dlstTBiiaed  in  body.  It  mnrea  me  right  But  in  mind  I*m*appy:  teaatwaya 
almost  *appy/*  **  *Ave  you  hany  wiah  to  expreaa,**  aaya  he :  *Ms  there  any  r»> 
queat  an  you  would  like  to  raako.**  ***AwKnR*B  Hevemng  Patimu,  air,*'  aaya  I, 
**and  the  DcUrymcaCH  Daughter:  if  *AwKXB*a  Heventng  PMon  was  but  miiie^ 
and  the  Dairyman"  8  Daughtor-^l  think,  air,  I  ahould  be  quite 'appy.**  **My 
friend,**  aays  the  parson,  *^yoar  desire  shall  be  attended  to,**  and  hoyt  be 
talked :  me  a  takin*  a  sight  at  *im  be'ind  *ts  back ;  fur  as  soon  as  1  tbon^t  b« 
roe  out  of  *eaxin*,  sines  I  to  myself^- 

^'  Vp.n  a  nrUy "  e\p. 

In  the  rl\sipel  Lot'  the  Jug, 
Then  1  Wd  the  meek  and  lowly, 
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Pdlin'  Bitch  a  spoony  mug 

That  I  looked  unkunmon  pure  and  '0I7. 
As  loud  as  ever  I  oould  shoat^ 

AH  the  responses  too  I  hatter'd, 
Wen  knowing  what  I  was  about : 

So  the  reverend  G^ent  I  buttered. 


(fljpoiuii.  WoadajheeoiiiMtoiiieartarMrTleeiaiidaxHiiiMirluitlthoagtl 
I  MNild  do  Kr  myadf  in  the  way  of  jarnfai «  honest  ttvelitroed,  if  ao  be  ae  I  wta 
to  be  eOowed  my  liberty  and  to  go  back  to  the  world.  "Ah I  elr,**  nya  I. 
**I  don't  think  no  longer  aboot  the  woxld.  *Tls  a  world  of  sorrow  and  wwilty. 
r  hani*l  giTen  a  thought  to  what  I  ehonld  do  In  it**  ^^Brery  one,**  saya  the 
Chaplhig  **has  his  sphere  of  nseftdness  in  soolety;  oan  yon  think  of  no  employ- 
ment which  yon  have  the  desire  and  ability  to  follow  f  *  *'  Well,  sir.**  says  I  "  if 
there  is  a  wocation  whieh  I  should  feel  delight  and  pleasare  in  foUerln*  *tls  that 
of  a  Seripter  Reader.  Bat  I  aln*t  worthy  to  be  a  Serlpter  Header.  A  ooal- 
porter  of  traots  aiid  religloas  books,  star,  I  thinks  that's  what  I  should  like  to  try 
md  be,  if  the  time  of  my  Jost  paoishment  was  up.  Bat  there's  near  seven 
j«ar,  sir,  to  think  aboat  thit  and  p'raps  *tis  better  for  me  to  be  bare.**  Thai*! 
Ih«  wty  I  need  to  soap  the  ChapHng    Ooe  -wj  t 

"  Ven  a  prig,"  eta 

So  he  thought  I  kissed  the  rod, 

AH  the  while  my  *art  was  'ardened ; 
And  I  'adn't  been  veiy  long  in  quod 

Afore  he  got  me  as  good  as  pardoned ; 
And  here  am  I  with  my  Ticket  of  Leave, 

Obtained  by  shamming  pious  feeling, 
Which  lets  me  loose  again  to  thieve, 

For  I  means  to  persewere  in  stealing. 

{BpBkmt.}  with  which  resolatloa,  my  beloved  pals,  if  yon  please  I  *ll  eoaple 
Ike  elth  of  the  dergy;  and  may  they  herer  eontlnoe  to  be  sitoh  kind  friends  as 
llieT  new  shows  thelrselvee  to  vs  when  we  gets  into  troaUe.    For, 

"  Ven  a  prig,"  etc 


A   POLKA   LYRIC. 

BABOLAY  PlllUnik 

Qui  nunc  dancere  vult  modo, 
Wants  to  dance  in  the  fashion,  oh  I 
IMsoere  debet— ought  to  know, 
Kickere  floor  cum  heel  and  tce^ 

One,  two,  three^ 

Hop  with  me,  r 

Whirligig,  twirligig,  ri^Hd^ 
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PoDmn  jimgere,  Virgo,  vifl, 
WDl  70U  join  the  polka,  mias  T 
Liberiufl — ^most  willingiy, 
Sic  agimus — ^then  let  us  txyr 

Nunc  Tide, 

Skip  with  me, 
WhirlaboQt^  roundabout,  celere. 

Tom  IflOTa  cito,  turn  dextra^ 

Fint  to  the  left^  and  then  t'  other  wi^; 

Asgice  retro  in  vultu, 

Ton  lor>k  at  her,  and  she  looks  at  yoiL 
Daspalmam 
Change  hands,  ma*am ; 

(Mere— ran  away,  just,  in  sham. 


A    8UNNIT   TO    THE   BIG    OX. 


wmu  8TANDIK0  wiTHm  2  fskt  or  hdi,  asd  ▲ 
Tuams'  OF  mu  now  akd  then. 

ANONTMOVft 

All  hale  1  thou  mighty  annimil — all  hale  I 

Yoa  are  4  thousand  pounds,  and  am  purty  wd 

Perporshmid,  thou  tremenjos  boveen  nuggit  I 

I  wonder  how  big  you  was  wen  you 

Wos  little,  and  if  yure  mutber  wud  no  you  now 

That  you  've  gronc  so  long,  and  thick,  and  phat ; 

Or  if  yure  &tlier  would  rekognize  his  o&piing 

And  his  kaff,  thou  elefanteen  quodnipid  1 

I  wonder  if  it  hurts  you  mutch  to  be  so  big, 

And  if  you  grode  it  in  a  month  or  so. 

I  spoee  wen  you  wos  young  tha  did  n't  gin 

Yon  skim  milk  but  all  the  kreme  you  kud  stuff 

(nto  your  little  stummick,  jest  to  see 

Bow  big  yude  gro ;  and  afterward  tha  no  ioobl 

Fed  you  on  otes  and  ha  and  sich  like, 

With  perhaps  an  occasional  punkin  or  sqnoahl 

In  all  probability  yu  don't  no  yure  enny 

Bigger  than  a  small  kaff ;  for  if  yoo  did. 
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Tude  brake  down  fences  and  switch  your  tail, 
And  rush  around,  and  hook,  and  beller, 
And  run  over  fowkea,  thou  orful  beast 
0,  what  a  lot  of  mince  pize  yude  maik, 
And  sassengers,  and  your  tale, 
Whitch  kan't  wa  fur  from  phorty  poundB^ 
Wud  maik  nig^  unto  a  barrel  of  ox-tail  soop^ 
And  cudn*t  a  heep  of  stakss  be  cut  oph  yn, 
Whitch,  with  salt  and  pepper  and  termater 
Ketchup,  wouldn't  be  bad  to  taik. 
Thou  grate  and  glorious  inseckt  1 
But  I  must  kloee,  O  most  prodijus  reptile  I 
And  for  mi  admirashun  of  yu,  when  yu  di, 
He  rite  a  node  unto  yore  peddy  and  remanei^ 
Pemouncin*  yu  the  lorgest  of  yure  race ; 
And  as  I  don't  expect  to  have  a  half  a  doDar 
Agin  to  spire  for  to  pa  to  look  at  yu,  and  m 
I  ain't  a  ded  head,  I  will  b^  fiureweO. 


ENIGMATIC. 


BIDDLES   BT    MATTHBW   PRIOR. 

TWO   BIDDLB8. 

BrBOT  was  a  monster  that  would  eat 
Whatever  stranger  she  could  get ; 
Unless  hiB  ready  wit  disdos'd 
The  subtle  riddle  she  proposed. 

CBdipos  was  reaolv'd  to  go, 
And  try  what  strength  of  parts  would  da 
Says  Sphinx,  on  this  depends  your  fate ; 
T^  me  what  animal  is  that 
Which  has  four  feet  at  morning  bright, 
Has  two  at  noon  and  three  at  night  ? 
'Tis  man,  said  he,  who,  weak  by  nature, 
At  Arst  creeps,  like  his  fellow  creature. 
Upon  all-four;  as  years  accrue, 
With  sturdy  steps  he  walks  on  two ; 
In  age,  at  length,  grows  weak  and  sick, 
For  his  third  leg  adopts  a  Rtick. 

Now,  in  your  turn,  *tis  just  methinks, 
You  should  resolve  me.  Madam  Sphinx. 
What  greater  stranger  yet  is  he 
Who  has  four  lega^  then  two,  then  three; 
Then  loses  one,  then  gets  two  more^ 
And  rons  away  at  last  on  four  7 


ENIGMA. 

fir  birth  I*m  a  dave,  yet  can  give  you  a  crowB^ 
I  dispose  of  an  honors,  myself  having  none : 
I  'm  obliged  by  just  maxims  to  govern  my  lift^ 
Tel  I  hang  my  own  master,  and  lie  with  his  wiftk 


U2  BHIGMATIC. 

When  men  are  a-gaming  I  cunningly  sneak. 

And  their  cudgels  and  shovels  away  from  them  takn. 

Fair  maidecs  and  ladies  I  by  the  hand  get. 

And  pick  off  their  diamonds,  tho'  ne'er  so  well  set. 

For  when  I  have  comrades  we  rob  in  wnole  baad% 

Then  presently  take  off  your  lands  from  your  hand& 

But,  this  fury  once  over,  I  We  such  winning  arts^ 

That  you  love  me  much  more  than  you  do  your  own  hearta 


ANOTHBB. 

Form'd  half  beneath,  and  half  above  the  eartb, 
We  sisters  owe  to  art  our  second  birth : 
The  smith's  and  carpenter's  adopted  dau^ten^ 
Made  on  the  land,  to  travel  on  the  waters. 
Swifter  they  move,  as  they  are  straiter  bound, 
Yet  neither  tread  the  air,  or  wave,  or  ground : 
They  serve  the  poor  for  use,  the  rich  for  whim, 
Sink  when  it  rains^  and  when  it  freezes  swiuL 


RIDDLES  BY  DEAN  SWIFT  AND  HIS  FRIEND8 .• 

A   MAYPOLE. 

Deprived  of  root^  and  branch,  and  rind. 
Yet  flowers  I  bear  of  every  kind : 
And  such  is  my  prolific  power, 
They  bloom  in  less  than  half  an  hour; 
Yet  standers-by  may  plainly  see 
They  get  no  ncAirishment  from  me. 

*  The  foUowtng  notloe  ii  latjotned  to  loine  of  tbow  riddles,  In  the  DnUta 
edition ;  "About  nine  or  ten  years  ago  (i.  «.  about  172^,  lome  ingenloiu  genttei 
men,  fHends  to  the  author,  used  to  entertain  themselTes  with  writing  riddlee,  aoi 
■end  them  to  him  and  their  other  acquaintance ;  copies  of  which  ran  about,  and 
some  of  them  were  printed,  both  here  and  in  Eni^nd.  The  author,  at  hiM  leison 
hours,  fell  into  the  same  amuaement;  although  it  be  said  that  he  thoneht  tlten 
of  no  great  merit,  entertainment,  or  use.  Howerer,  by  the  advice  of  som'*  per* 
ioia,  for  whom  the  author  has  a  great  esteem,  and  who  were  pleaeed  to  ^nd  m 
the  copies,  we  have  ventured  to  print  the  few  following,  as  we  hare  done  two  ot 
three  before,  and  which  are  allowed  to  be  genuine :  because  we  are  informed  tkel 
MTeral  good  Judges  have  a  taste  for  such  kind  of  composltlDiie.** 


r 
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My  head  with  giddinefls  goes  roond, 

And  y^  I  firmly  stand  my  groand; 

An  over  naked  I  am  seen, 

And  painted  like  an  Indian  qneen. 

No  oouple-beggar  in  the  land 

E'er  join*d  such  numbers  hand  in  hand. 

I  join'd  them  fiurly  with  a  ring ; 

Nor  can  our  parson  blame  the  thing. 

And  thou^  no  marriage  words  are  ipoki^ 

They  part  not  till  the  ring  is  broke: 

Yet  hypocrite  fimatics  cry, 

I  'm  but  an  idol  raised  on  high ; 

And  once  a  weaver  in  our  town, 

A  damn*d  OromweDian,  knock'd  me  dow& 

I  lay  a  prisoner  twenty  years, 

And  then  the  jovial  cavaliers 

To  their  old  post  restored  all  three-— 

I  mean  the  church,  the  king^  and  ma 


OK  THB  MOOH. 

I  with  borrowed  silver  shine, 
What  you  see  is  none  of  mina 
First  I  show  you  but  a  quarter, 
Like  the  bow  that  guards  the  Tartvr: 
Then  the  hal^  and  then  the  whola 
Ever  dancing  round  the  pola 

What  will  raise  your  admiration, 

I  am  not  one  of  Gkxi's  creation. 

But  sprung  (and  I  this  tnith  maintain)^ 

Like  PaDas^  from  my  father^s  brain. 

And  after  all,  I  chiefly  owe 

My  beauty  to  the  shades  below. 

Most  wondrous  forms  you  see  me  wev, 

A  man,  a  woman,  lion,  bear, 

A  fish,  a  fowl,  a  doud,  a  field. 

All  figures  heaven  or  earth  can  yield ; 

like  Daphne  sometimes  in  a  tree ; 

Yet  am  not  one  of  all  you  sea 
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OK   IHK. 


I  am  jet  black,  as  you  may  see. 
The  son  of  pitch  ^d  gloomy  mgiil; 

Tet  all  that  know  me  will  agree^ 
I  *m  dead  except  I  live  in  li^^t 

Sometimes  in  panegyric  big^ 
Like  lofty  Fiidar,  I  can  soar, 

And  raise  a  virgin  to  the  sigrt 
Or  sink  her  to  a  fiUhy  ^— % 

My  blood  this  day  is  vexy  swee^ 

To-morrow  of  a  bitter  juice ; 
like  milk,  'tis  cried  about  the  street 

And  80  applied  to  different  use. 

Most  wondrous  is  my  magic  power : 
For  with  one  color  I  can  paint; 

111  make  the  devil  a  saint  this  hoar, 
Next  make  a  devil  of  a  saint 

Throu|^  distant  r^ons  I  can  fly, 
Provide  me  but  with  paper  wings ; 

And  fiuriy  show  a  reason  why 
There  should  be  quarrels  among  kn^; 

And,  after  all,  you  'U  think  it  odd, 
When  learned  doctors  will  dispute^ 

That  I  should  point  the  word  of  Gk)d, 
And  show  where  they  can  best  confbte. 

Let  lawyers  bawl  and  strain  their  throats 
*Tis  I  that  must  the  lands  convey. 

And  strip  their  dients  to  their  coats ; 
Nay,  give  their  very  souls  away. 


OH   A   OIBOLB. 

I  'm  up  and  down,  and  round  aboot^ 
Yet  an  the  world  can't  find  me  out; 
Though  hundreds  have  employed  their 
They  never  yet  could  find  my 
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I*m  fband  almost  in  eyerj  gazttfln. 
Nay,  in  the  oompaaa  of  a  fiirthing. 
Ibere  'a  neither  chariot^  coach,  nor  nuDy 
Can  move  an  inch  except  I  win. 


OH   A  PBH. 

In  youth  exalted  high  in  air, 

Or  bathing  in  the  waters  &ir, 

Nature  to  form  me  took  delight, 

knd  dad  my  body  all  in  white. 

My  person  tall,  and  slender  waia^ 

On  either  side  with  fringes  graced ; 

Tin  ioe  that  tyrant  man  espied, 

And  dragged  me  from  my  mother's  ade 

No  wobier  now  I  look  so  thin ; 

The  tyrant  utript  me  to  the  skin : 

My  skin  he  fiay'd,  my  hair  he  cropt : 

At  head  and  .Y)ot  my  body  lopt : 

And  then,  with  neart  more  hard  than  s  on% 

He  pick*d  my  marrow  from  the  bone. 

To  vex  me  more,  he  took  a  freak 

To  slit  my  tonguo  uid  make  me  speak 

But,  that  which  Wv>l  lerful  appears, 

I  speak  to  eyes,  and  Lot  to  ears. 

He  olt  employs  me  in  diaguiae, 

And  makes  me  teU  a  thtuaand  fies : 

To  me  he  chiefly  gives  in  trust 

To  please  his  malice  or  his  hauL 

From  me  no  secret  he  can  hide : 

I  see  his  vanity  and  pride : 

And  my  delight  is  to  expose 

His  follies  to  his  greatest  foes. 

An  languages  I  can  command, 

Yet  not  a  word  I  understand 

Without  my  aid,  the  beat  divine 

In  Wming  would  uot  kuow  a  line : 

The  lawyer  must  forget  his  pleading; 

The  scholar  could  not  show  his  readhig 

Nay ;  man  my  master  is  my  slave; 
I  g^ve  command  to  kin  or  save. 
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Oan  gnnt  ten  thousand  pounds 
And  make  a  beggar's  brat  a  peer. 
But,  while  I  thus  my  life  relate, 
I  only  hasten  da  my  &te. 
My  tongoe  is  black,  my  mouth  »  ftn^d* 
I  hardly  now  can  force  a  word. 
I  die  unpitied  and  forgot, 
And  on  some  dnn^iill  left  to  rot 


A    FAN. 

From  India's  burning  Clime  I  'm  brong^ 
With  cooling  gales  like  zephyrs  frang^t 
Not  Iris^  when  she  paints  the  sky, 
Gan  show  more  different  hues  than  I : 
Nor  can  she  change  her  form  so  fest^ 
I  'm  now  a  sail,  and  now  a  mast 
I  here  am  red,  and  there  am  green, 
A  b^gar  there,  and  here  a  queen. 
I  sometimes  live  in  a  house  of  haiTi 
And  oft  in  hand  of  lady  fair. 
I  please  the  young,  I  grace  the  old, 
And  am  at  once  both  hot  and  odd 
Say  what  I  am  then,  if  you  can, 
And  find  the  rhyme,  and  you  're  the 


ON    A    CANNON. 

Begotten,  and  bom,  and  dying  with  noise. 
The  terror  of  women,  and  pleasure  of  boys, 
Like  the  fiction  of  poets  concerning  the  wind, 
I  'm  chiefly  unruly  when  strongest  confined. 
For  silver  and  gold  I  don't  trouble  my  head. 
But  all  I  delight  in  is  pieces  of  lead ; 
Except  when  I  trade  with  a  ship  or  a  town. 
Why  then  I  make  pieces  of  iron  go  down. 
One  property  more  I  would  have  you  remarl^ 
No  lady  was  ever  more  fond  of  a  spark; 
The  moment  I  get  one  my  soul 's  all  a-fire, 
And  I  Toar  out  ny  joy,  and  in  transport  expira. 
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ON  THB   FIYX  SBKSB8. 

• 

An  of  OB  in  one  jouH  find, 
Brethren  of  a  wondrous  kind ; 
Yet  among  ua  all  no  brother 
Knows  one  title  of  the  other; 
We  in  finequent  counsels  aie^ 
And  our  marks  of  things  dedara^ 
Where,  to  us  unknown,  a  derk 
8itB,  and  takes  them  in  the  dark. 
He  'b  the  register  of  all 
In  our  ken,  both  great  and  small; 
Bjr  us  forms  his  laws  and  rulei^ 
He's  our  master,  we  his  tools ; 
Yet  we  can  with  greatest  ease 
Turn  and  wind  him  where  jou  plosaa 

One  of  us  alone  can  sleep^ 
Yet  no  watch  the  rest  will  keep^ 
Bat  the  moment  that  he  doses^ 
Brery  brother  else  repoee& 

If  wine's  bought  or  victuals  drest| 
One  eqjoys  them  for  the  rest 

Fierce  us  all  with  wounding  steel, 
One  for  an  of  us  will  feeL 

Though  ten  thousand  cannons  roar, 
Add  to  them  ten  thousand  more, 
Yet  but  one  of  us  is  found 
Who  regards  the  dreadflil  sound. 


OK  SNOW. 

from  Heaven  I  fiill,  though  from  earth  I  begin, 

No  ladj  afive  can  show  such  a  skin. 

I'm  bright  as  an  angel,  and  light  as  a  leather. 

But  heavy  and  dark,  when  you  squeeie  me  together 

Though  candor  and  truth  in  my  aspect  I  bear. 

Yet  many  poor  creatures  I  help  to  insnare. 

Though  so  much  of  Heaven  appears  in  my  make. 

The  foulest  impressions  I  easily  take. 

My  parent  and  I  produce  one  another. 

The  mother  the  daughter,  the  daughter  the  mother. 
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OK  A  OAKDLB. 

Of  an  ihhalitaiits  on  eadii, 

To  man  alone  I  owe  my  birth, 

And  jet  the  oow,  the  aheep^  the  bee^ 

Are  dl  mj  parents  more  ifaan  he: 

I,  a  yirtae,  strange  and  laie. 

Make  the  fidrest  look  more  fiir; 

And  m jBel^  which  jet  ia  rarer, 

Growing  old,  grow  still  the  fidrer. 

Like  sotB^  alone  I  'm  duU  enoog^ 

When  doaed  witili  smoke,  and  sEneat^d  wti3 

Bnt^  in  the  midst  of  mirth  and  wina. 

I  with  doable  Inster  shine. 

Bmblem  of  the  Fair  am  I, 

Pdiah'd  neck,  and  radiant  eye; 

In  m J  eje  m j  greatest  graoe^ 

Emblem  of  the  Qjdops'  race ; 

Metals  I  like  them  sabdae^ 

Slave  like  them  to  Yulcan  too; 

Emblem  of  a  monarch  old, 

Wise,  and  giorions  to  behold ; 

Wasted  he  appears^  and  pale^ 

Watching  for  the  public  weal : 

Emblem  of  the  baeihful  dame^ 

That  in  secret  feeds  her  flame^ 

Often  aiding  to  impart 

All  the  secrets  of  her  heart ; 

YariouB  is  m  j  bulk  and  hoe^ 

Big  like  Bess^  and  small  like  Sue: 

Now  brown  and  bumish'd  lika  a  nnt^ 

At  other  times  a  yerj  slut ; 

Often  fair,  and  soft  and  tender, 

Taper,  tall,  and  smooth,  and  slender : 

Idke  Flora,  deck'd  with  various  floweim 

Like  Phoebus,  guardian  of  the  hoars  * 

Bat  whatever  be  m j  dress, 

Greater  be  m j  siae  or  less, 

Swelling  be  m  j  shape  or  small 

Idke  thyself  I  shine  in  alL 

Clouded  if  m  j  face  is  seen, 

M J  complexion  wan  and  green, 


JiHIOMATIO.  651 


Lingnid  like  a  loye-mdc  maid, 
Steel  afifords  me  present  aid. 
Soon  or  late,  mj  date  w  done^ 
As  my  thread  of  life  is  epaa; 
Yet  to  cat  the  fatal  thread 
Oft  reviyee  mj  drooping  head; 
Yet  I  perish  in  my  prime, 
Seldom  by  the  death  of  time; 
Die  like  lovers  as  they  gaae, 
Die  for  those  I  lire  to  please; 
Pine  mipitied  to  my  nm, 
Nor  warm  the  ftir  for  whom  I  bum; 
Ui^>itied,  unlamented  too^ 
like  an  that  look  on  yoo. 


OK    ▲    OOBKSOBBW. 

Thooghl^alasI  a  prisoner  be, 
My  trade  is  prisoners  to  set  iee. 
No  staye  his  lord's  commands  obeys 
With  soch  insinnating  ways. 
My  genins  piercing,  shaip,  and  bright^ 
Wherein  the  men  of  wit  delight 
The  deigy  keep  me  for  their  ease. 
And  torn  and  wind  me  as  they  please^ 
A  new  and  wondroos  art  I  show 
Of  raising  spmta  from  below; 
In  soariet  some,  and  some  in  white ; 
They  rise,  walk  round,  yet  never  fri^ 
In  at  each  nKmth  the  spirits  pass, 
Distinctly  seen  as  throng^  a  glass. 
O'er  head  and  body  make  a  rout^ 
And  drive  at  last  iJl  secrets  out; 
And  still,  the  more  I  show  my  art^ 
The  more  they  open  every  heart 

A  greater  diemist  none  than  I 
Who,  from  materials  hard  and  dry, 
Have  taught  men  to  extract  with  skill 
More  precious  juice  than  from  a  stiH 

Although  I'm  often  out  of  case, 
I'm  not  ashamed  to  show  my  &oe. 


060  SHIOMATIO. 

Thonc^  at  the  tables  of  Ihe  great 
I  Dear  the  sideboard  take  mj  aeiit; 
Yet  the  plain  'aqnire,  'when  dinner  '■ 
Is  never  pleased  till  I  make  one; 
He  kindly  bids  me  ntar  him  stand, 
And  often  taker  me  bj  the  hand. 

I  twioe  arda}  a-hunting  go, 
And  never  fail  to  seise  my  fi)e; 
And  when  I  have  him  by  thd  poD, 
I  drag  him  upward  from  his  hole ; 
Though  some  are  of  so  stabbom  kind, 
I  'm  fo^sed  to  leave  a  limb  behind. 

I  homiy  wait  some  &tal  end ; 
For  I  oan  break,  bat  soom  to  bend. 


AK    BOHO. 

Never  sleeping,  still  awake^ 
Pleasing  most  when  most  I  speak; 
The  delight  of  old  and  young. 
Though  I  Bpeak  without  a  tongue. 
Nought  but  one  thing  oan  oonfiMmd 
Many  voices  joining  round  me ; 
Then  I  fret,  and  rave^  and  gabble^ 
Like  the  laborers  of  BabeL 
Now  I  am  a  dog,  or  oow, 
I  can  bark,  or  I  can  low; 
I  can  bleat^  or  I  can  sing^ 
Like  the  warUers  of  the  s{Ning. 
Let  the  love-sick  bard  complain, 
And  I  mourn  the  cruel  pain; 
Let  the  happy  swain  rejoice. 
And  I  join  my  helping  voice : 
Both  are  welcome^  grief  or  joy, 
I  with  either  sport  and  toy. 
Though  a  lady,  I  am  stou^ 
Drums  and  trumpets  bring  me  out: 
Then  I  dash,  and  roar,  and  rattle^ 
Join  in  all  the  din  of  battle. 
Jove,  with  an  his  loudest  thunder. 
When  I  'm  vexed  can't  keep  me  under , 
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Yet  80  tender  is  my  ear, 
That  the  lowest  voioe  I  fear ; 
Much  I  dread  the  oourtier^s  fiite^ 
When  his  merit 's  out  of  dftte, 
For  I  hate  a  sQent  breath, 
And  a  whisper  is  my  death. 


ON   THB   YOWBLB. 

We  are  little  airy  oreatares, 
An  of  different  voice  and  featnri 
One  of  OS  in  glass  is  set, 
One  of  us  you  11  find  in  jet 
T*  other  you  may  see  in  tin, 
And  the  fourth  a  box  within. 
If  the  fifth  you  should  pursue, 
It  can  never  fly  from  you. 


ON   A   PAIB   OF   DIOB. 

We  are  little  brethren  twain, 
Arbiters  of  loss  and  gain, 
Many  to  our  counters  run, 
Some  are  made,  and  some  undone : 
But  men  find  it  to  their  cost, 
Few  are  made,  but  numbers  lost 
Though  we  play  them  tricks  forever, 
Yet  they  always  hope  our  favor. 


ON    A    SHADOW    IN    A    GLA88 

By  something  form'd,  I  nothing  am. 
Yet  every  thing  that  you  can  name ; 
In  no  place  have  I  ever  been. 
Yet  everywhere  I  may  be  seen; 
In  all  things  fiilse,  yet  always  true^ 
I  'm  still  the  same — ^but  ever  new. 
Lifeless,  life's  perfect  form  I  wear, 
Gan  show  a  nose,  eye,  tongue,  or  ear, 
Yet  neither  smell,  sec  taste,  nor  hear. 
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An  shapes  and  featares  I  can  boart^ 
No  flesh,  no  bones^  no  blood — do  fjbo^i 
An  colorsy  without  painty  put  on, 
And  change,  like  the  chameleon. 
Swiftly  I  come,  and  enter  there, 
Where  not  a  chink  lets  in  the  air ; 
like  thou^t^  I  'm  in  a  moment  gooe^ 
Nor  can  I  ever  be  alone : 
An  things  on  eartii  I  imitate 
Faster  than  nature  can  create ; 
Sometimes  imperial  robes  I  wear, 
Anon  in  beggar's  rags  appear ; 
A  giant  now,  and  straight  an  el^ 
I'm  every  one,  but  ne*er  myself; 
Ne'er  sad  I  mourn,  ne'er  gliid  rcgoioc^ 
I  more  my  lips,  but  want  a  Toice; 
I  ne'er  was  bom,  nor  ne'er  can  die, 
Then,  pr'ythee,  teU  me  what  am  I? 


ON    TIMS. 

Nrer  eating,  ever  doying^ 
An-devouring,  an-destroyim 
Never  findiug  full  repast^ 
fSn  I  eat  the  worid  at  ImL 
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AD.^ISOK,  JOSEPH— The  EsBayist  of  Hbe  ''Spectator;'*  bom  16S2 
died  1708.    Addison,  though  one  of  the  most  celebrated  of  English 
humorists,  wrote  scarcely  a  line  of  hmnorons  verse.    See  p.  638. 

ilillNGHAM,  WILLIAH— An  American  writer;  oonlributor  to 
"Putnam's  Magazine ;"  author  of  a  volume  of  poems  recently  pub- 
lished in  Htftibrd.    See  pi  70. 

ANOKYMOnS— To  Punch's  Almanac,  fbr  1868,  we  are  indebted 
ibr  an  account  of  this  proliAo  writer: 

Of  AifOK/*  says  Punch,  ''but  little  is  known,  though  his  worlcs  are 
excessively  numerous.  He  has  dabbled  in  every  thing.  Prose  and 
Poetry  are  alike  fiuniliar  to  his  pen.  One  moment  he  will  be  vp 
the  highest  flights  of  philosophy,  and  the  next  he  will  be  down  in 
•ome  Idtchen  garden  of  literature,  culling  an  Enormous  Goosoberry, 
to  present  it  to  the  columns  of  some  provincial  newspaper.  His 
contributions  are  scattered  wherever  the  English  language  is  read. 
Open  any  volume  of  Misoellaniee  at  any  place  you  will,  and  you  are 
sure  to  tall  upon  some  choice  little  bit  signed  by  '  Anon.'  What  a 
mind  his  must  have  been  1  It  took  in  every  thing  like  a  pawn* 
broker's  shop.  Nothing  was  too  trifling  for  its  grasp.  Now  he 
was  hanging  on  to  the  trunk  of  an  elephant  and  explaining  to  you 
^ow  it  was  more  elastic  than  a  pair  of  India-rubber  braoeR;  attd 
next  he  would  be  constructing  a  suspension  bridge  with  a  series  of 
monkey's  tails,  tying  them  together  as  they  do  pocket-handkercliioiii 
in  the  galleiy  of  a  theater  when  they  want  to  flsh  up  a  bomiet  that 
has  fallen  into  the  pit 

"  Anon  is  one  of  our  greatest  authors.  If  all  the  things  which  are 
signed  with  Anon's  name  were  collected  on  rows  of  shelvos^  he 
would  requh^  a  British  Museum  all  to  himself.  And  yet  of  this 
great  man  so  little  is  known  that  we  are  not  even  acquainted  with 
his  Christian  name.  There  is  no  certificate  of  baptism,  no  moldy 
tombstone,  no  musty  washing4)ill  in  the  world  on  which  we  on 
hook  H  e  smallest  liue  of  speculation  whetner  it  was  John,  or  Jamni 
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or  Jodnifti  or  Tom,  or  Dick,  or  Bnij  Anon.  Shtine  that  a  bihi 
riioidd  wiite  so  maoh,  and  yet  be  known  so  littla  Oblhion  om 
ilB  anuffen^  aometimefl,  Tery  m^fnatlj.  On  aeoond  thonghti^  per- 
haps^ it  ia  aa  well  t^  the  worka  of  Anon  wero  not  collected  to- 
gether. Hia  reputation  for  oonaiatency  would  not  probably  be 
nicreaaed  hj  the  collection.  It  would  be  found  tiiat  frequentl j  he 
had  contradksted  himself  that  in  many  instances  when  he  kad 
been  warmly  upholding  the  Ghiiatian  white  of  a  queetion  he  jsA 
afterward  turned  round,  and  maintained  with  equal  wanntli  tha 
Pagan  black  of  it  He  might  often  be  discovered  oo  both  aides  of 
a  truth,  Jumping  boldly  from  the  right  aide  over  to  the  wrang,  and 
flinging  big  atonea  at  any  one  who  dared  to  assail  him  in  either 
position.  Sudi  douhle-aidedneaB  would  not  be  pretty,  and  yet  we 
ahoold  be  lenient  to  such  inconsistencies.  With  one  who  had  wri^ 
ten  80  many  thouaand  Tdumefl^  who  had  twirled  hia  tiioughta  aa 
with  a  mop  on  every  possible  subject,  how  waa  it  possible  to  ex- 
|ect  any  thing  like  oonaiatency  ?  How  waa  it  likely  that  he  could 
recollect  every  little  atom  out  of  the  innumerable  atoma  hia  pea 
had  heaped  up? 

"Anon  ong^t  to  have  been  rich,  but  he  lived  in  an  age  whsa 
piracy  was  the  foshion,  and  when  bookaeUera  walked  about^  as  H 
were^  like  Indian  cbiefi,  with  the  skulla  of  the  authors  they  had 
slaiu,  hung  round  their  necks.  No  wonder,  therefore,  that  wa 
know  nothing  of  the  wealth  of  Anon.  Doubtless  he  died  in  a  gat- 
ret,  like  many  other  Idndred  spiritB,  Death  being  the  only  aoore  oat 
of  the  many  knocUng  at  his  door  that  he  could  pay.  But  to  hk 
immortal  credit  let  it  be  said  he  haa  filled  more  libraries  than  llie 
most  generous  patrona  of  literature.  The  volumea  that  formed  the 
ftiel  of  the  barbvians*  bonfire  at  Alexandria  would  be  but  a  aoudl 
book-stall  by  the  side  of  the  octavos,  quartos^  and  duodecimoB  he 
has  pyramidized  on  our  bodk-shelvesL  Look  through  any  catakgns 
you  will,  and  you  will  find  that  a  large  proportion  of  the  works  in 
It  have  been  contributed  by  Anon.  The  only  author  who  can  in 
the  least  compete  with  him  in  fecundity  ia  Dud."  See  pp.  669,  570^ 
671,  672,  ^84^  687,  646. 

Um-JAGO^nr,  the— Perhapa  the  most  fomoua  conectk>n  of  Rv 
Htical  Satirea  extant  Orighiated  by  Canning  in  1797,  it  appeared 
in  the  form  of  a  weekly  newspaper,  interspersed  with  poetry,  tbs 
avowed  object  of  which  was  to  expose  the  vicious  doctrines  of  tbs 
IVench  Bevolution,  and  to  hold  up  to  ridicule  and  contempt  tbs 
advocates  of  that  event,  and  tiie  sticklers  for  peace  and  parliament 
ary  refbrm.  The  editor  was  WHliam  Gifford,  the  vigorous  and  un* 
acrupul'^Ais  critic  and  poetaster  the  writers,  Kr.  John  Hbokhsai 
Fraro,  Mi*.  Jenkinson  (afterward  Barl  of  liverpod);  Mr  Geoigi 
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SDifl^  Lord  Olare^  Lord  MondngtoD  (afterward  Uarquis  WellesI^), 
Lord  Morpoth  (afterward  Earl  of  CarlislAX  Baron  Macdonald,  aiid 
otfaor&  These  gentlemen  spared  no  meansy  &ir  or  foul,  in  their 
attempts  to  blacken  their  adyersaries.  Their  most  diHtinguiahed 
coontrymen,  if  opposed  to  the  T017  gorenunent  of  the  ime  bdng, 
were  treated  with  no  more  respect  than  foreign  adversaries,  and 
were  held  np  to  public  execration  as  traitors,  blasphemers,  and  de- 
tMHichees.  The  period  was  one  of  great  political  excitement^  a 
fleroe  war  with  repablican  France  being  in  progress,  the  necessitiy 
tor  which  divided  the  public  into  two  great  parties ;  national  credit 
being  affected,  the  Bank  of  England  suspending  cash  pajmenta, 
mutiniee  breaking  out  in  the  fleets  at  Spithead  and  the  Nore,  and 
Ireland  at  the  verge  of  rebellion.  Spain,  also,  had  declared  war 
against  Britain,  which  was  thus  left  to  contend  singly  against  the 
power  of  France.  Party  feeling  running  very  high,  the  anti-Jaoo- 
bins  were  by  no  means  disoriminating  in  their  attacks,  associating 
men  together  who  really  had  nothing  in  common.  Henoe  the 
reader  is  surprised  to  find  Charles  Lamb  and  other  non-intruders  into 
politics,  figuring  as  congenial  conspirators  with  Tom  Paine.  Fox. 
Sheridan,  Erskine,  and  other  eloquent  liberals  of  the  day,  with 
Tiemey,  Home  Tooke,  and  Coleridge  were  at  the  same  tiine  writ- 
ing and  talking  hi  the  opposite  extreme,  and  little  quarter  was 
given— certainly  none  on  the  part  of  the  Tory  wits.  The  poetry 
of  the  '*  Anti-Jacobin,"  however,  was  not  exclusively  political,  com- 
prising also  parodies  and  burlesques  on  the  current  literature  of  the 
day,  some  being  of  the  highest  degree  of  merit,  and  distinguished 
by  sharp  wit  and  broad  humor  of  the  hi^piest  kind.  In  these, 
Canning  and  his  coadjutors  did  a  real  service  to  letters,  and  assisted 
in  a  purification  which  Gifibrd,  by  his  demolition  of  the  DoUa  Crua- 
can  school  of  poetry  had  so  well  begim.  Perhaps  no  lini's  in  the 
English  language  have  been  more  effective  or  oftener  quoted  tlian 
Canning's  ^  Friend  of  Bwnanity  and  the  Knife  Grinder, ^^  Many  of 
the  celebrated  caricatmree  of  Gih«y  were  originally  designed  to  iUua* 
trato  the  Poetry  of  the  Anti-Jaoobin.  It  had,  however,  but  a  brielj 
though  brilliant  existenoe.  Wilberforce  and  others  of  the  more 
moderate  supporters  of  the  ministry  became  alarmed  at  the 
boldness  of  the  language  employed.  Pitt  (himself  a  contributor 
to  the  Journal),  was  induced  to  interfere,  and  after  a  career  of  eighl 
months,  the  *'  Anti- Jaoobm"  (m  its  original  form),  ceased  to  be.  Sec 
pp.  384,  386,  387. 

ITTOUK,  WILLIAH— Professor  of  Polite  Utorature  m  the  Edin 
burg  University:  editor  of  "Blackwood's  Magazine:"  son-ui-law  a 
the  late  Professor  WilaoiL  Professor  Aytoun  was  bred  to  the  bai 
bat,  we  believe,  never  came  into  practice     He  is  the  author  of 
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■orenl  humoroiia  pteoeS)  and  of  many  in  ^diloh  the  iniciuioa  to  be 
ftomoroiu  was  not  realized.  He  ia  what  the  English  call  a  vvrf 
d&oer  man.  like  many  otben  who  excel  in  ridicole  and  sarcaam,  h« 
is  deToid  of  that  kind  of  moral  principle  which  makes  a  writer  pr^ 
ftr  the  Just  to  the  Dashing.  Ajtoun  is  a  fierce  Tory  in  politios— « 
snob  on  principle.  The  specimens  of  his  hnmoioos  poetry  cod- 
taiued  in  this  collection  were  taken  finom  the  *' Ballads  of  Bon  Gai]]> 
tier/'  and  the  "  Iddes  Napoldoniennes,**  edittons  of  both  of  which 
hare  been  published  in  this  country.  See  pp.  181,  346,  34*7,  603, 
504,  600,  607,  610,  611,  612,  613,  614»  610,  670. 

I IRHAM,  REy.  RICHARD  HARRIS— Author  of  the  celebrated 
"Ingoldsby  Legends,"  poblished  originally  in  ''Bentley'a  Miaoel- 
lany,*'  afterward  collected  and  published  in  three  yolomes,  with  i 
memoir  by  a  son  of  the  author. 

Mr.  Barham  was  bom  at  Canterbury,  England,  December  0th, 
1788.  His  family  is  of  great  antiquity,  having  given  its  name  to 
the  well-known  "Barham  Downs,"  between  Dover  and  Ganterbuiy. 
He  was  educated  at  St.  Paul's  Sshool  in  Canterbury,  where  hs 
made  the  acquaintance  of  Richard  Bentley,  who  afteorward  became 
his  publisher.  From  this  school,  he  went  to  Ozibrd,  entering 
Brazennose  College,  as  a  gentleman  commoner,  where  he  met  Th60> 
dore  Hook,  and  formed  a  fiiendship  with  that  prince  of  wits  which 
terminated  only  with  Hook's  life.  At  the  IJnivelBtty,  Barliam  led 
a  wild,  dissipated  life — as  the  bad  custom  then  was — end  was 
noted  as  a  wit  and  good  fellow.  Being  called  to  aoooont,  on  one 
oocssion,  by  his  tutor  for  his  continued  absence  ftom  morning  prayer, 
Barham  replied, 

^  The  fact  is,  sir,  you  are  too  late  for  me." 

*' Too  late?"  exclaimed  the  astonished  tutor. 

^  Yee,  sir,"  rejoined  the  student,  **  I  can  not  sit  up  till  sevea 
o'clock  in  the  morning.  I  am  a  man  of  regular  habit^  and  unless  1 
get  to  bed  by  four  or  live,  I  am  fit  for  nothing  the  next  day.** 

The  tutor  took  thus  jovial  reply  seriously,  and  Barham  peroeiviiijt 
that  he  was  really  wounded,  offered  a  sincere  apology,  and  after- 
ward attende<l  prayers  more  regularly. 

Entering  tlie  church,  he  devoted  himself  to  his  clerical  dutin 
with  exemplury  assiduity,  and  obtained  valuable  prefemiont,  rising 
at  length  to  be  one  of  the  Canons  of  St.  Paul's  Cathedral  Thi^ 
office  brou^rht  him  into  relations  with  Sydney  Smith,  with  whom, 
though  Barham  was  a  Tory,  he  had  much  convivial  interi'oiimc. 

Tory  early  in  life  Mr.  Barham  became  an  occasional  ix^ntribukw 

to  Blackwood's  Magazine,  then  in  the  prime  of  its  vigorous  youth. 

Tbe  series  oi'  contributions  cuilea  **  Family  Poetry,"  which  apfivM 

.  ir>  the  vulumos  lor  1823,  uud  subseciuunt  yr^a^a,  wore  by  him. 
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of  ihxmd  humoroos  efltadoofl  have  been  transferred  to  this  Totome 
In  183t  Mr.  Bentley  established  his  "Misnellany/*  and  secured  tht 
flenrioee  of  his  ftiend  Barham,  who,  up  to  this  time  was  unknown  to 
the  general  public,  though  he  had  been  for  nearly  twenty  years  a  suo- 
oeesfhl  writer.  The  "  Ingoldsby  Legends"  now  appeared  iu  rapid 
■uooeesion,  and  proved  so  popular  ihaX  their  auliior  soon  became 
one  of  the  recognized  wits  of  the  day.  A  large  nmnber  of  these  unique 
and  exceUent  productions  enrich  the  present  collection.  '*  As  re- 
spects these  poems^"  says  Mr.  Baiham's  biographer,  **  remarkable  as 
they  have  been  pronounced  Ibr  the  wit  and  humor  which  tliey  di» 
play,  their  distinguiahing  attractions  lies  in  the  almost  unparalleled 
flow  and  felicity  of  the  versification.  Popular  phraaeSi  sentences 
tiie  most  prosaic^  even  the  cramped  technicalities  of  legal  diction, 
and  snatches  bom  well-nigh  every  language^  are  wrought  in  with 
an  apparent  absence  of  all  art  and  effort  that  surprises,  pleases,  and 
convulses  the  reader  at  every  turn.  The  author  triumphs  with  a 
master  hand  over  every  variety  of  stanza^  however  complicated  or 
eracting ;  not  a  word  seems  out  of  place,  not  an  expression  lorced; 
syllables  tiie  most  intractable,  and  the  only  partners  fitted  for  them 
tfarongboat  the  range  of  language  are  coupled  together  as  nacurallj 
as  those  kindred  spirits  which  poets  tell  us  were  created  pairs,  and 
dispersed  in  space  to  seek  out  their  particular  mates.  A  harmony 
pervades  the  whole,  a  perfect  modulation  of  numbers,  never,  per-  * 
hapi^  surpassed,  and  rarely  equaled  m  compositions  of  their  claa^ 
This  was  the  Jbrte  of  Thomas  Ingoldsby ;  a  harsh  lino  or  untrue 
ibyme  grated  on  his  ear  like  the  Shandean  hinge.'*  These  observa- 
tions are  just  As  a  rtiymer,  Mr.  Barham  has  but  one  equal  in 
English  literature—Byron. 

Mr.  Barham  died  at  London  on  the  17th  of  June,  1845,  in  the 
fifty-seventh  year  of  his  age.  He  was  an  extremely  amiable,  be* 
nevolent  character.  It  does  not  appear  that  his  love  of  thi^  humoi^ 
ous  was  ever  allowed  to  interfere  with  the  performance  of  hi8  duties 
as  a  clergyman.  Without  being  a  great  preacher,  he  wtis  a  luithfuJ 
and  kindly  pastor,  never  so  much  in  his  element  as  when  minister- 
ing to  the  distresses,  or  healing  the  differences  of  his  pariflhioners. 
Unlike  his  friend,  Sydney  Smith,  he  was  sing^ularly  timd  of  the 
drama,  and  for  many  years  was  a  member  of  the  G^arrick  Club.  He 
was  one  of  the  few  English  writers  of  humorous  verse^  a2  of  whoiy 
writings  may  be  read  aloud  by  a  fiither  to  his  &mily,  and  in  whosi 
wit  there  was  no  admixture  of  galL  See  pp.  41,  44^  125,  129,  136, 
146,  156,  164,  282,  287,  417,  418,  419,  568,  569. 


'BSNTLEITS    MISCKLLANT''— A    London    Monthly  Magazine^ 
iionded  about  twenty  years  ago  by  Mr.  Beutiey,  the  publisher.  Charles 
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DiakMi^  and  the  amtiior  of  the  Ingoldabj  Legeods  wore  onciig  tlif 
lint  ooDtribatonL    See  p.  576. 

dLAOKWOOD'S  ICAGAZmE^Firat  ajypeaied  in  Apii],  1811 
FcMmded  bfWiUuHii  Blackwood,  a  BhrewdEdJnbuigh  bookseller.  In 
literaiy  abflify  and  fieroe  politieal  partiflanahip,  soon  placed  H  five- 
most  in  the  ranks  of  T017  periodicals.  Peciiapa  no  magarine  has 
ofor  achieved  such  oelebri^,  or  numbered  soch  a  host  of  fflaatriona 
oontrftrntoni  John  'WHaon,  the  world-fiunouB  "  Christopher  North," 
was  the  virtual,  though  not  nominal  editor,  Blackwood  himself  re- 
taining that  titla  It  would  be  a  long  task  to  enumerato  all,  wfao^ 
flom  the  days  of  Sir  Walter  Soott  and  the  Ettrick  Sheidierd,  to  thoao 
of  Bolwer  and  Charles  Madkay,  have  iqipeazed  in  ita  coUimnii 
ICaginn,  Lockhart^  Gillies,  Moir,  Landor,  Wordsworth,  Ooleridgeb 
Lamb,  Bowles,  Barry  Oomwall,  Gleig^  Hamilton,  Aird,  Sym,  Be 
Quinoey,  Allan  Cunnin^iam,  Kra.  Hemans,  Jerrold,  Grolj,  War- 
ren, Tngoldsby  (BaifaamX  Elisabeth  Barrett  Brownings  Malnei^  and 
many  otiien^  of  scarcely  less  note,  found  in  Blackwood  aoope  fiir 
their  prodnctioni^  whetiier  of  prose  or  Tense.  In  its  early  days 
much  of  personality  and  sarcasm  marked  its  pagea,  savage  Ofwlanghlri 
on  Leigh  Hunt^  and  "the  Cockney  SdiodL  of  Ltteratnre^"  altanialiQg 
with  attacks  on  the  Edinburgh  Review,  the  Quarterlj,  and  all  Whigs 

'  and  Whig  productions  whatever.  The  celebrated  ^^N^esAfnifvinaMi^ 
a  series  of  papers  containing  probably  more  learning^  wit,  eloquence^ 
eccentndty,  humor,  and  personality  than  have  ever  i^pearad  elsa- 
where^  formed  part  of  the  individui^ty  of  Blackwood.  Tbej  wars 
written  by  Wilson,  Maginn,  Lockhart,  and  Hogg^  the  two  fint 
named  (and  especially  Wilson),  having  the  pre-eminenoeu  To  tlie 
New  Yoric  edition  of  this  work,  by  Dr.  Shelton  Hadcenaie  (whose 
notes  contain  a  perfect  mine  of  informationX  we  refer  the  reader  Ar 
fhrther  particulars  relative  to  Blackwood.  See  pp.  410,  412,  414, 
687,  588. 

BBOCGHAM,  LOBB— The  well-known  memb^  of  tiie  Bhiglish 
House  of  Peera  It  seems^  ihim  some  jocularitiea  attributed  to  Lis 
lordship^  that  he  adds  to  his  many  other  daims  to  distinctian  thai 
of  being  a  man  of  wit    See  p.  680. 

BRYANT,  WILLIAM  CULLEN— The  most  celebrated  of  American 
piieta  Editor  of  the  ''  New  York  Evening  Post"  Bom  1794.  See 
p.  68. 

BURNS^  ROBERT— Bom  1760,  died  1798.  The  best  k>ved,  mort 
national,  most  independent,  traeat,  and  greatest  of  Soottiah  poeta 
of  whom  to  say  moro  here  were  an  iropeftiuence.  See  pp^  35,  S43 
246^  247,  551,  662,  668. 
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9OTI1BB,  SAMUEL— 'Bom  in  1612 ;  the  son  of  a  subetantial  Ijnnei 
iu  WoroesterBhire^  Bngland.  Very  little  is  known  of  the  eariiec 
portion  of  his  life,  as  he  had  reached  the  age  of  fifty  before  he  waa 
so  much  as  heard  of  by  his  cotemporarie&  He  appears  to  have  re^ 
oeiyed  a  good  education  at  the  cathedral  school  of  his  native  oounty, 
ttDd  to  have  filled  various  sitnatioDS)  as  clerk  in  the  service  of 
Tliomas  JefEHes  of  Barl's  Oroombe^  secrotaiy  to  the  Countess  of 
Kent^  and  general  man  of  business  to  Sir  Samuel  Luke,  of  Co|  la 
Hoo,  Bedibrdshire,  who^  it  is  said,  served  as  the  model  for  his  hero^ 
Hudibros.  The  first  part  (^  this  singular  poem  was  published  at  the 
dose  of  1662,  and  met  with  extraordinaiy  suocess.  Its  wit,  its 
quaint  sense  and  learning,  its  paaaages  of  sarcastic  reflection  on  bil 
manner  of  topics,  and  above  aJl,  its  unsparing  ridicule  of  men  and 
things  on  the  Puritan  side^  combined  to  render  it  a  general  &vorit& 
The  reception  of  Part  IL,  which  appeared  a  year  subsequent,  was 
equally  flattering.  Yet  its  author  seems  to  have  Men  into  the 
greatest  poverty  and  obscurity,  fiom  which  he  never  was  enabled  to 
emerge.  It  appears  to  have  been  his  strange  &te  to  flash  all  at  once 
into  notoriety,  wliich  lasted  precisely  two  yeara,  to  All  the  court  and 
town  during  that  time  with  continuous  laughter,  intenningled  with 
inquirios  who  and  what  he  was,  and  then  for  seventeen  long  yean 
to  plod  on  unknown  and  unregarded,  still  hearing  his  Hud£brar 
quoted,  and  still  preparing  more  of  it,  or  matter  similar,  with  no  n 
aulk  He  died,  in  ahnost  abeohite  destitution,  in  1680,  and  was 
buried  at  a  friend*s  expense^  in  the  church-yard  of  St  Paid'a^  Oovenl 
Garden.    See  pp.  199,  627,  628,  629,  680,  681,  632,  633. 

BTBOM— A  noted  English  Jacobite.    Bom  1691.    See  p.  646. 

BTBON,  OBOBaB  GORDON  NOEL— Bom  1788,  died  in  Greece, 
1824.  Respecting  his  celebrated  Satire  on  the  poet  Rogers,  whkdi 
f^ipears  in  this  collection,  we  read  the  Ibllowing  in  a  London  penod- 
ical: — "  The  satire  on  Rogers,  by  Lord  Byron,  is  not  surpa8So<i  ^ 
oool  malignity,  dexterous  portraiture^  and  happy  imagery,  m  the 
whole  compass  of  the  EngUsh  language.  "It  is  said,  and  by  tl.oee 
wdU  informed,  that  Rogers  used  to  bore  Byron  while  in  Italy,  hf 
his  inoessant  mioute  dilettantism,  and  by  visits  at  hours  when  B}  ron 
did  not  care  to  see  him.  One  of  many  wild  tteeJsA  to  repel  his  un- 
leaaonable  visiis  was  to  set  his  big  dog  at  him.  To  a  mind  like 
ByroQ^s,  here  was  suiBdent  provocation  for  a  satire.  The  subject, 
too^  was  irreslBtible.  Other  inducements  were  1  ot  wanting.  No 
man  indulged  himself  more  in  sarcastic  remarks  on  his  cotemporarioi 
tiian  Mr.  Rogers.  He  indulged  his  wit  at  any  sacrifice.  He  spared 
iM>  oue,  and  Bynm,  consequently  did  not  escape.  Sarcastic  &<? jnnga 
travel  on  electric  win^— and  000  of  Hogern's  personal  nnd  r.^.viiiji 


178  CATALOGUE    OF    SOUBCVU. 

■Diiflions  to  Byron  reached  the  ean  of  the  poetic  pQgrim  at  BanreDui 
Few  ekaractera  can  bear  the  microBOopic  scrotinj  of  wit  Byra 
aaffered.  Fewer  characters  can  bear  its  microeoopb  acnitiny  wfaM 
quickened  by  anger,  and  Rogers  suffered  stiU  more  severely. 

^'Thia,  the  greatest  of  modem  satirical  portraits  in  verae^  was 
written  before  their  final  meeting  at  Bologna.  Bosers  was  nol 
ftware  that  any  saying  of  his  had  ever  reached  the  ear  of  Byran. 
and  Byron  never  published  the  yerses  on  Rogers.  They  met  Hka 
Ifae  handsome  women  described  by  CSbber,  who^  though  they  wished 
ona  another  at  the  deyil,  are  *  }lj  dear,'  and  *  Ky  dear/  wheoew 
they  meet  One  doubtless  considered  his  saying  as  aranethmg  to  b« 
fcrgotten,  and  the  other  his  yerses  as  something  not  to  be  remem- 
bered. These  verses  are  not  included  in  Byron's  woik%  and  m% 
very  little  known."    See  pp.  33,  34,  311,  667,  668. 

StHAUGER  lived  hi  the  thirteenth  century,  dyfaig  in  1400.  He  ii 
designated  the  father  of  English  poetry.  The  obsolete  phraseology 
of  his  writings,  though  presenting  a  barrier  to  general  appreciatioB 
and  popularity,  will  never  deter  those  who  truly  love  the  "daintiei 
thai  are  bred  in  a  book"  from  holding  him  in  affection  and  revs^ 
ence.  His  chief  work,  the  "Ganterbury  Pilgrimage,"  ''well  of  Bn- 
C^ish  undefiled"  as  it  is,  was  written  in  the  decline  of  life,  when  its 
author  had  passed  his  sixtieth  year.  For  catholicity  of  spirit,  low 
of  nature,  purity  of  thought^  patlios,  humor,  subtle  and  minute  di» 
crimination  of  character  and  power  of  expressing  it,  Chaucer  has 
one  superior — Shakspeare.    See  p.  21. 

CHESTERFIELD,  LORD— Bom  m  1694;  died  1773.  Gourtiei^ 
statesman,  and  man  of  the  world ;  funous  for  many  things,  but 
known  to  literature  chiefly  by  his  "  Letters  to  his  Son,"  which  have 
formed  three  generations  of  **  gentlemen,'*  and  still  exert  great  infla- 
enoe.  Chesterfield  was  a  noted  wit  in  his  day,  but  most  of  hii 
good  things  have  been  lost    See  p.  646. 

OLEYELAND,  JOHN— A  political  writer  of  Charles  the  Fimf  s  time ; 
author  of  several  satirical  pieces,  now  known  only  to  the  carious. 
He  died  m  1659.    See  p.  646. 

COLERIDGE,  SAMUEL  TAYLOR— Poet,  plagiarist,  and  opniD' 
oater.  Bom  at  Bristol,  m  1770.  Died  near  London  in  1834.  He 
was  a  weak  man  of  genius,  whose  reputation,  fonneriy  immAnift^ 
ha£  declined  since  he  has  been  bettor  known.  But  **  Christabel'' 
and  the  "Ancient  Mariner,**  will  charm  many generatiODS  of  readsii 
yet  unborn.  Most  of  the  epigrams  which  appear  in  his  wuiks  U9 
^dapkd  from  Leasing.     See  pp.  104,  667,  668. 
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XIWPKH.  WILIiIAK— The  gentle  poet  of  religiouB  England :  bom 
1731 ;  died  1800.  Gowper  was  an  elegant  hmnoriat,  despite  the 
glocmineaB  of  his  religious  belieC  It  is  said,  however,  that  Us 
most  oomic  eflhsions  were  written  during  periods  of  despondency. 
See  pp.  99,  241,  242. 

CBUIESHAITK'S  OMNIBUS"— A  monthly  Magazine,  published 
et  the  period  of  the  artist's  greatest  oelebritjr,  principally  as  a  Tehide 
fur  hit  pencil  Its  editor  was  Laman  Blanohard,  a  lively  esaayist^ 
and  amiable  man,  whom  antidpatiens  of  pecuniary  distress  subs^ 
quently  goaded  to  suicide.    See  pp.  431,  689. 

DBVREAUX,  a  H.— An  Amenoan  scholar.  Translatarof  *'Trl- 
arte*s  Fables,"  recently  pubUshed  in  Boston.    See  pp.  239,  24L 

BBSKIKE,  THOMAS— One  of  the  most  eminent  of  English  law 
yem    Bom  1760;  died  1823.    See  p.  669. 

FIBLDINa,  HENRY— The  great  English  Homorist;  author  of 
"Tom  Jones;"  bom,  1707 ;  died,  1764.    See  p.  382. 

OAT,  JOHN — ^A  poet  and  satirist  of  the  days  of  Queen  Anne.  Bora 
1688 ;  died,  1732.  His  wit^  gentleness,  humor,  and  animal  splriti 
appear  to  have  rendered  him  a  general  fiivorite.  In  worldly  mat- 
ters he  was  not  fortunate,  losing  £20,000  by  the  South  Soa  bubble ; 
nor  did  his  interest,  '^hich  was  by  no  means  inconsidorable,  succeed 
fai  procuring  him  a  place  at  courts  He  wrote  fables,  pustoralt*,  the 
burlesque  poem  of  "Trivia,"  and  plays,  the  most  successful  and  cele 
brated  of  which  is  the  "  Be^^gar's  Opera"  Of  this  work  there  exists 
a  sequel  or  second  part,  as  fhll  of  wit  and  satire  as  the  originid,  but 
much  less  knowa  Its  performance  was  suppressed  by  Walpole^ 
upon  whom  it  was  supposed  tc  reflect    See  pp.  216,  350,  590. 

ORAY,  THOMAS— Author  of  the  •'Elegy  written  hi  a  Ck>untr7 
Ohurch-yard;"  Professor  of  Modem  Histoiy  in  the  Uniyersity  of 
Cambridge.  Bom  in  London,  1716;  died,  1771.  Gray  was  leanied 
in  History,  Architecture,  and  Natural  History.  As  a  poet,  he  wm 
remarkable  for  the  labor  bestowed  on  his  poems,  for  his  reluctance 
to  publish,  and  for  the  small  number  of  his  compositiQna  Oarlylt 
thinks  he  is  the  only  English  poet  who  wrote  less  than  he  ought 
See  p.  97. 

SALFIK, ^A  writer  for  the  presa^  a  resident  of  New  Yoffc, 

author  of  "  Lyrics  by  the  Letter  H,"  published  a  year  or  two  din:t 
fay  '/erby.    See  pp.  678,  679. 
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ROLMJSS,  OLIYEB  WENDBLL— A  physidaii  of  Boston, 
of  Anatomj  in  Harvard  UniTeratty;  bom  at  Gambridge^  ^^Uin  ^ 
18C9.  Br.  Holmee*B  humoTona  Tenea  are  too  weO  known  to  reqdrt 
comment  in  this  plaoa  His  borieaqae,  entitled  "Evening,  bj  m 
Taaor,*'i8  very  exceUent  of  its  kind.    See  pp.  61, 340, 342, 517. 61& 

BOOT),  THOMAS— Airtfaor  of  the  <"  Song  of  the  Shirty"  which  Ponck 
had  the  honor  of  jQrat  pabliahing.  Bom  in  1798;  died  L  134& 
Hood  was  the  son  of  a  London  bookseller,  and  began  life  aa  a  dark. 
He  became  afterward  an  engraver,  but  was  drawn  gndnallj  inte 
tlie  literary  prafesnon,  which  he  ezeraaed  ftr  more  to  the  advantage 
of  his  readers  than  his  own.  His  later  years  were  saddened  by  ill- 
health  and  poverty.  Some  of  his  oomio  vorooa  aeem  Ibroed  and  con- 
trived, as  though  done  ibr  needed  wages.  Hood  was  one  of  tht 
Utenury  men  who  should  have  made  of  literatorea  ataflj  not  a  crateh. 
It  was  in  him  to  prodnoe^  like  Lamb,  *  ibw  veiy  admirable  things 
the  execution  of  which  should  have  been  the  pleasant  oocopatiaB 
of  his  leisure,  not  the  toil  by  which  he  gainedyhia  bread.  See  pfL 
46,  46,  289,  294^  307,  809,  422,  423,  426,  426,'^592,  694,  596. 

HUNT,  JAMBS  HENBY  LErGH— Bn^ish  Journalist  and  Boat 
Bom  in  1784.  His  ikther  waa  »  clergyman  of  the  Established 
church,  and  a  man  of  wit  and  Ming,    See  p.  683. 

JOHNSON,  DB.  SAMUEL— Bom  1709 ;  died  1784.  CMtic^  motal- 
iat,  lexioograiAer,  and,  above  all,  ttie  hero  of  Boawell's  Uib  of 
Johnson.  The  ponderous  philosopher  did  not  disdain,  oocaaionaQf  , 
to  give  play  to  his  elephantine  wit    See  p.  646. 


lONSON,  BEN— Bom  1674;  died  1637.  Poet,  play-wri^t, 
iHend  of  Shakspeare,  in  whose  honor  he  has  left  a  ndble  eulogiuBL 
A  manly,  sturdy,  laborious^  English  genius^  of  whose  dramatic  pn^ 
ductiona,  however,  but  one  ("  Eveiy  Man  in  his  Humor")  has  r» 
tained  possession  of  the  stage.  He  is  also  the  auti&or  of  some  eziqiii- 
site  lyrics.    See  pp.  526,  626. 

L  VMB,  CHARLES— Bom  hi  London,  1776;  died,  1832.  As  »ha- 
norous  essayist,  unrivaled  and  peonliar,  he  is  known  and  loved  by 
all  who  are  likely  to  possess  this  volume    See  ppi  29,  666. 

LANDOR,  WALTER  SAYAGE— A  livhog  English  wnter  of  ooosi^ 
arable  celebrity,  author  of  *'  Imaginary  Conversation^*'  ootitributal 
to  several  heading  periodicals  Mr.  Landor  is  now  advanced  fi 
years,  ffis  humorous  vctses  are  few,  and  not  of  striMpg  exeeUenes 
Seepu  679 
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*LA]SiTERN,"  THE— Aoomic  weekly,  in  imitation  of  *' Punch,'*  pt^ 
Uflhed  in  this  Gity  a  few  yean  ago.  The  leading  spirit  of  the  "Lan* 
tern"  was  Mr.  John  Brougham,  the  well-known  dramatist  and  aoior. 
Seep.  194. 

'•  LEADER,*'  THE— A  London  weekly  newspaper,  of  liberal  opinions; 
ably  written  and  badly  edited,  and,  therefore,  of  limited  circolatiicn. 
See  p.  680. 

LBSSma,  (K)TTHOLD  EPHEADf — The  well-known  German  au 
thor;  bom  1729;  died  1781.  The  epigrams  of  Lessing  hare  been 
so  iVequcntly  stolen  by  English  writers,  that,  perhaps,  they  may  now 
be  oonsidored  as  bek>ng]ng  to  English  literatore^  imd  hence  entitled 
10  a  place  in  this  oolleotlon.  At  least  we  ibimd  the  temptation  to 
add  them  to  oar  stock  irresistible.    See  pp.  663,  664,  666,  668. 

LINDSAY— A  friend  of  Dean  Swifi  A  polite  and  elegant  scholar; 
an  eminent  pleader  at  the  bar  in  Dublin,  and  afterward  advanced 
to  be  one  of  the  justices  of  the  Common  Reas.    See  p.  644. 

LOWELL^  JAICES  RUSSELL— The  American  Poet  Bom  at  Bos- 
ton, in  the  year  1819.  To  Mr.  Lowell  must  be  assigned  a  high,  if 
not  the  highest  plaoe^  among  American  writers  of  humorous  poetry. 
The  Biglow  Papers,  from  which  we  have  derived  several  excellent 
pieces  for  this  volume,  is  one  of  the  most  ingenious  and  well-eui^ 
tained  JmB  d'eaprii  in  existence.  See  pp^  622,  678,  819,  623,  626, 
629. 

IIAPBS,  WALTER  DE— A  noted  clerical  wit  of  Henry  the  Second's 
time.    See  p.  583. 

BCOORE,  THOMAS— The  Irish  poet;  bom  at  Dublin  in  the  year 
1780.  Moore  has  been  styled  the  best  writer  of  political  squibs 
that  ever  lived.  He  was  employed  to  write  comic  verses  on  pass- 
ing events,  by  the  conductors  of  the  *'  London  Times,"  in  whidi 
Journal  many  of  his  satirical  poems  appeared.  The  political  eiAi- 
sions  that  gave  so  much  delight  thirty  years  ago  are^  however, 
scarcely  intelligible  to  the  present  generation,  or  if  intelligible,  noit 
interesting.  But  Moore  wrote  many  a  sprightly  stanza,  the  humor 
of  which  does  not  depend  for  its  effect  upon  local  or  cotemporary 
allusions.  This  collection  contains  most  of  them.  See  pp.  36,  87, 
88,  30,  124,  269,  260,  261,  263,  266^  267,  269,  273,  276^  416,  6601 
«61,  662,  663,  664,  666.  % 

MORRIS,  GEORGE  P— The  fother  of  polite  journalism  in  this  city 
and  the  most  celebrated  of  American  Son^writersi  Bom  in  Peon 
i^lvfinia  alx>ut  the  beginning  of  the  present  oentuiy.    See  p.  196b 
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*PBBOT  BBUQUES"— -A  oelebrated  ooUeotkni  of  andeat  baOad^ 
edited  by  Bishop  Perpy,  a  man  of  great  antkpiarian  knowledge  and 
poetio  taste.  The  publication  of  the  **  Perpy  Retiqaes**  in  the  laii 
century,  introduced  the  taste  for  the  antique,  which  was  gratified  to 
the  utmost  by  Sir  Walter  Scovt,  and  which  has  acaroely  yet  cearad 
to  rage  in  somo  quarterBL    See  pp.  76,  77,  80. 

PHTTiTPS,  B.A.BOLAY— A  Uylng  Bnglish  writer,  of  whom  nodiing  !i 
known  in  this  countiy.    See  pu  646. 

nNDAB)  PETEB— See  Wdoott 

POPE,  ALEXAKDEBr— The  poet  of  the  time  of  Queen  Anne;  ao- 
thor  of  the  "Dunciad,"  whioh  has  been  styled  the  nxMt  perfect  of 
aatirea.    Bom  m  Londoo,  1688 ;  died,  1744.    See  pu  639. 

PBAED,  WiNTHKOP  KAOKWOBTH— An  Bnglish  poet,  author 
of  **  Lillian,"  bom  in  London  about  the  year  1800.  Little  is  known 
of  Mr.  Praed  in  this  country,  though  it  was  here  that  his  poems 
were  first  collected  and  published  in  a  voluma  His  fiunUy  is  of 
tho  aristocracy  of  the  city,  where  some  of  his  surviving  relatioua 
are  still  engaged  in  the  business  of  banking.  At  Eton,  Praed  was 
highly  distinguished  fbr  his  literary  taleuts.  He  was  for  some  time 
the  editor  of  "The  Etonian,'*  a  piquant  periodical  published  by  the 
students.  From  Eton  he  went  to  Cambridge,  where  he  won  an  un- 
precedented number  of  prizes  for  poems  and  epigrams  in  Greek, 
Latin,  and  English.  On  returning  to  London,  he  was  associated 
with  Thomas  Babbington  Macaulay  in  the  editorship  of  "  £ni^^ 
Quarterly  Magazine^"  after  the  discontinuance  of  which  he  oocik 
sionnlly  contributed  to  the  '*  New  Monthly.**  A  few  years  before 
ojs  death,  Mr.  Praed  became  a  member  of  Parliament^  but  owing 
vo  his  love  of  ease  and  society,  obtained  little  distinction  in  tiiait 
body. 

Mr.  N.  P.  Willis  thus  writes  of  the  poet  as  he  appeared  ia 
society:  '*  We  chance  to  baye  it  in  our  power  to  say  a  word  as  to 
Mr.  Proed's  personal  appearance^  manners,  etc.  It  was  our  good 
fortune  when  first  in  England  (in  1834  or  *36X  to  be  a  guest  at  tho 
same  hospitable  oountiy-house  for  several  week&  Tho  party  there 
assembled  was  somewhat  a  famous  one— Miss  Jane  Porter,  Miai 
Julia  Pardee,  Krazinski  (the  Polish  historian),  Sir  Gardiner  Wilkin* 
son  (the  Oriental  traveler),  venerable  Lady  Cork  ('  Lady  Bellair*  of 
D*Israeli's  novel),  and  several  persons  more  distinguished  in  sode^ 
than  in  iteraturei  Praed,  we  believe,  had  not  been  long  married, 
Imt  ho  was  there  with  his  wife.  He  was  appa^ntly  about  thirlgr* 
five,  tall,  and  of  dark  oomplex';>n,  with  a  studious  bend  in  his  shoot 
and  of  irregular  features  <trongly  impressed  with  nelancholy 
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nuimerB  wrre  particalarly  reaeired,  though  as  tmassomiiig  aa 
tbey  ocnild  veil  be.  His  exquisitely  beautiftil  poem  of  'Lillian* 
was  amoDg  the  pet  treasures  of  the  lady  of  the  house,  and  we  had 
•U  been  indulged  with  a  sia^t  of  it,  in  a  choioely  bound  manuscript 
oopy — but  it  was  hard  to  make  him  oonfeas  to  any  literaiy  habits 
cr  8t«ndmg.  As  a  gentleman  of  ample  means  and  retired  Hfe^  tiie 
kind  of  notioe  drawn  upon  him  by  the  admiration  of  this  poemi 
seemed  distasteAiL  His  habits  were  veiy  secluded.  We  only  saw 
him  at  table  and  in  the  eyening;  and,  for  the  rest  of  the  day,  he 
was  away  in  the  remote  walks  and  woods  of  the  extenslTe  park 
around  the  mansion,  apparently  more  fond  of  solitude  than  of  any 
tiling  else.  Mr.  Praed's  mind  was  one  of  wondeifiil  readiness^ 
fhythm  and  rhyme  coming  to  him  with  the  flow  of  an  impioyiai^ 
tONu  The  ladies  of  the  parly  made  the  events  of  every  day  the 
■dfajects  of  charades,  epigrams,  sonnets,  eta,  with  the  design  of 
nggesthig  Inspiration  to  his  ready  pen;  and  he  was  most  bril* 
Bantly  complying,  with  treasures  for  each  in  her  turn.*' 

Mr.  Praed  died  on  the  16tb  of  July,  1839,  without  having  ao- 
oomplished  any  thing  worthy  the  promise  of  his  earlier  years^ 
another  instance  of  Life's  reversing  the  judgment  of  College.  As  a 
writer  of  agreeable  trifles  for  the  amusement  of  the  drawing-room, 
he  has  had  few  superiors,  and  it  is  said  that  a  large  number  of  his 
inq^nromptu  efltuions  are  still  in  the  possession  of  his  fiiends  un- 
published. Two  editions  of  his  poems  have  appeared  in  New  York, 
one  by  Lan^ey  in  1844,  and  another  by  Bedfleld,  a  few  years  later. 
flee  pp.  60,  62,  313,  316. 

PBIOB,  MATTHBW— Bom  1664;  died  172L  A  wit  and  poet  of  no 
tnaSi  genius  and  good  nature— one  of  the  minor  celebrities  of  the 
d«ys  of  Queen  Anne.  His  "Town  and  Country  Mouse^**  written 
:f  ridicule  of  Diyden's  &mous  ''Hind  and  Panther,"  procured  him 
iie  appointment  of  Secretary  of  Embassy  at  the  Hague,  and  he 
subsequentiy  rose  to  be  embassador  at  Pari&  Suffering  disgrace 
with  his  patrons  he  was  afterward  recalled,  and  received  a  pension 
torn  the  TTniveiitty  of  Oxford,  up  to  the  time  of  his  dea^  See 
p|k.  86,  200,  201,  202,  634,  636,  536,  637,  661,  662. 

*  PUNCH" — Commenced  in  July,  1841,  making  its  appearance  Just  at 
the  dose  of  the  Whig  ministry,  under  Lord  Melbourne,  and  the  ao* 
oession  of  the  Tories,  headed  by  Sir  Robert  PeeL  Originated  by  a 
drole  of  wits  and  literary  men  who  frequented  the  "  Shakq>eare'i 
Head,"  a  tavern  in  Wych-street,  London.  Mark  Lemon,  the  landlord 
was,  and  still  is,  its  editor.  -He  Is  of  Jewish  descent,  and  had  some 
reputation  for  ability  with  his  pen,  having  been  connected  with 
other  journals,  and  also  vmtten  farces  and  dramatio  pieces.    F  ondi'i 
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MriSeet  ooatrftmton  were  Doaglaa  Jerrold,  Albert  fenith,  GKIkal 
Abbot  a^Beokett  Hood  and  Maginii — ^ThackeraT'B  dabiU  oocorriog  is 
the  third  volume.  It  is  aaid  that  tme  evening  eaoh  week  was  eqie^ 
iaily  devoted  to  a  festive  meeting  of  these  wziten^  where,  Lemoa 
presiding,  they  deliberated  as  to  the  condoct  and  eoniBe  of  the  peri* 
cdicaL  "Pmioh,"  however,  was  atflistnotsoueowftil,  and  indeed  on 
toe  point  of  bdng  abandoned  as  a  bad  speoolation,  when  ICesBn. 
Bradbory  and  Bvana,  two  aspiring  printen,  now  extensive  pobUsh- 
en^  porchaaed  it  at  the  very  moderate  piioe  of  one  hundred  poundUL 
since  which  time  it  has  oontinued  their  property,  and  a  valu- 
able one.  In  those  days  It  presented  a  somewhat  diffeier  t  a^ie^r^ 
anioe  from  the  presenti  being  more  closely  printed,  finer  type  used, 
and  the  illustrations  (wHh  the  exoeption  of  small,  black,  sOkomiti 
catM,  after  the  style  of  those  in  similar  French  puUioatioosX  wen 
oomparati^y  scanty.  Soon,  however,  **  Fundi**  throve  i^Mce^  amply 
meriting  Its  snoceas.  To  Henning's  drawioga  (mostly  those  of  a  po 
litical  nature),  were  added  those  of  Leech,  Kenny  Meadows,  Fhit 
(H.  E.  Browne),  Gilbert,  Allied  Growquill  (ForresterX  and  othei»- 
Doyle^s  pencil  not  appearing  till  some  yean  later.  Chief  of  these 
gentiemen  hi  posseesion  of  the  peculiar  artistio  ability  whidi  has 
identifled  itself  with  "Punch**  mi  unquestionably  ICr.  John  Lseoh, 
of  whom  we  shall  snbsequentiy  speak,  at  greater  length.  He  baa 
remained  constant  to  the  Journal  fW>m  its  first  volume. 

Jerrold*8  writings  date  fiom  the  commencement  Many  eeasya 
and  satiric  aketches  over  fimoy  signatures)  are  from  his  pen.  flis 
later  and  longer  production^  extending  throu^  many  volume^ 
are  "  Punch's  Letters  to  his  Son,**  **  Punches  Complete  Letter  Wxit- 
er,**  **  Twelve  Labors  of  Hercules,**  "  Autobiography  of  Tom  Thumb," 
"Mrs.  Candle's  Curtain  Lectures,**  "Capsicum  House  for  Yomtg 
Ladies,**  "  Our  littie  Bird,**  "  Mni  Benimble's  Tea  and  T^Mt,**  "  Mni 
Robinson  Crusoe,**  and  "Mni  Bib's  Baby,**  the  last  two  of  which 
were  never  completed.  During  the  publication  of  the  "  Caudle  Leo- 
turee,**  "  Punch"  reached  the  highest  circulation  it  has  attained.  We 
have  the  authority  of  a  personal  friend  of  the  author  for  the  assenion 
hat  their  heroine  was  no  fictitious  one.  The  lectures  were  im 
:enaely  popular,  EngUshmen  not  being  slow  to  recognize  in  Jei^ 
;  lid's  caustic  portraiture  the  features  of  a  very  formidable  hoPisehold 
r^>ality.  But  with  the  ladies  Mrs.  Caudle  proved  no  fovorite,  nor,  in 
their  judgment,  did  the  "Break&st-Table*Talk,**  of  the  Hen-pecked 
Husband  (subsequentiy  published  in  the  Almanac  of  the  canenl 
year),  make  amends  for  the  writer's  former  productioofli 

Albert  Smith's  contributions  to  the  pages  of  "  Punch,**  were  the 
"  Physiologies  of  the  London  Medical  Student,**  "  London  Idler,"  and 
*'  Evenmg  Parties,**  with  other  misoeDaneous  matter.  Mudi  of  tbf 
author's  cwn  personal  experienoe  is  probaUy  oomprised  in  the  fot 


CJ^r^LOQUB    OF    BOtBOXS.  090 

ner,  and  his  fellow-stadents  and  intimates  at  ICddteaex  Hoapital 
wt*re  at  no  loss  to  identify  the  minority  c^the  diaraotera  introduoecL 
Ur.  Smith's  connx^n  with  "  Pimch"  was  not  of  long  oontinuaooa 
A  seyere  criticism  appearing  subsequently  in  its  oolumnsi  on  his  novel 
of  the  **  Marchioness  of  Brinvilliers"  (published  in  "  Bentley's  Mi» 
CLilanj,''  of  which  journal  he  was  then  editor),  he^  in  retaliation, 
made  an  onslaught  on  "  Punch"  in  another  stoiy,  the  **  Pottletoo 
Legacy,'^  where  it  figures  under  the  title  of  the  Cracker. 

Mr.  Gilbert  a'Beckettf  who  had  before  been  engaged  in  many  un- 
vjLooeesful  periodicals^  found  in  "  Punch"  ample  scope  for  his  wit 
and  extraordinary  foculty  of  punniog.  In  "  The  CSomio  Bladcstone, ' ' 
"^  Political  Dictionary,"  "Punch's  Key's  Maxims,"  and  the  "Autobi- 
ography, and  other  papers  relating  to  Mr.  Briefless^"  he  put  his 
legal  Icnowledge  to  a  oomic  use.  Many  fugitive  minor  pieces  have 
also  proceeded  from  his  pen,  and  he  has  but  fow  equals  in  that  gro- 
tesque fonn  of  hybrid  poetry  known  as  Macaronia  He  is  now  a 
London  magistrate,  and  par  exoeHmoe^  the  punster  of  "  Punch." 

The  Greek  versions  of  sundry  popular  ballads,  such  as  "The  King 
of  the  Cannibal  Islands,"  were  the  work  of  Maginn.  Hood's  world* 
&mous  "  Song  of  the  Shirt,"  first  appeared  in  "  Punch's"  pagea 

Thackeray  has  also  been  an  industrious  contributor,  Commenc- 
ing with  "  Ifiss  Tickletoby's  Lectures"  (an  idea  afterward  carried 
out  in  a  somewhat  different  fashion  by  a'Beckett  in  his  "  Comic  His- 
tory of  England"),  he,  besides  miaoellaneoua  writinga^  produced  the 
"  Snob  Papers,"  "  Jeamee*s  Diary,"  "  Punch  in  the  East^"  "  Punch's 
Prom  Novelista,"  "The  Traveler  in  Iiondon,"  "  Mr.  Brown's  Letters 
i(,  a  Young  Man  about  Town,"  and  "  The  Proser."  Of  the  merits 
r  f  these  works  it  is  unnecessary  to  speak.  The  "Book  of  Snobs'* 
may  rank  with  its  author's  most  finished  productions.  "  Jeames^s 
Diary,"  suggested  by  the  circumstance  of  a  May-fair  fbotman  achiev- 
ing sudden  affluence  by  railroad  speculations  during  the  ruinously 
exciting  period  of  1846,  may,  however,  be  considered  only  a  fbr- 
ther  carrying  out  of  the  original  idea  of  "  Charles  Yellowplush."  A 
ballad  in  it,  "  The  Lines  to  my  Sister's  Portrait,"  is  said,  to  use  a 
vulgar,  though  expressive  phrase,  to  have  shtA  up  Lord  John  Man- 
nurs,  who  had  achieved  some  small  reputation  as  "  one  of  the  Young 
England  poits."  Thackeray  parodied  his  style,  and  henoeforth  the 
rdoe  of  the  mxnstre?  was  dumb  m  the  land.  like  Jerrold's  "  Oaodls 
Lectures,"  of  which  many  versions  appeared  at  the  London  theaters^ 
Jeamee's  adventures  were  dramatized.  The  "  Prose  Novelists"  con 
tain  burlesque  imitations  of  Bulwer,  Disraeli,  Lever,  James,  Fonnl 
more  Cooper,  and  Mr&  Gore.  The  illustrations  accompanying  Thack- 
eray's publications  in  "  Punch,"  are  by  his  own  hand,  as  are  also 
niany  other  sketches  seaiierod  throughout  the  volumes.  They  ma^ 
be  g  merally  distinguished  by  the  insertion  of  a  pair  of  specti  iclee  ii 
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the  corner.  His  artideB,  too^  freqaently  bear  the  eignatare  *'8p80  ' 
Not  until  the  commencement  of  1865  did  Thackeraj  relinquiah  hk 
connection  with  "  Punch."  An  allusion  to  this,  from  his  pen,  cod- 
tabed  in  an  essaj  on  the  genius  of  Leech,  and  published  in  Hv 
'*  Westminster  Review,"  was  commented  upon  yery  bitterly  by  Jei^ 
fold,  in  a  notice  of  the  article  which  appeued  in  "  Lloyd's  Wceidy 
Newspaper,"  of  which  he  is  editor. 

During  the  last  five  years,  other  writers,  among  which  may  \m 
enumerated  the  Mayhew  brothers,  Mr.  Tom  Taylor,  Angus  RcmIl 
and  Shirley  Brooks,  haye  found  a  field  for  their  talents  in  "  Punch.' 
Only  Jerrold,  a'Bedcett,  and  the  editor,  Mark  Lemon,  remain  of  tlia 
origmal  contributors.  Its  course  has  been  a  varied,  but  perfect^ 
independent  one,  generally,  however,  following  the  lead  of  the  al 
mighty  "  2Vm«8,"  that  gloiy  and  shame  of  English  journalism,  on 
political  quostions.  In  earlier  days  it  was  every  way  more  demo- 
cratic, and  the  continuous  ridicule  both  of  pen  and  pencil  directed 
against  Prince  Albert,  was  said  to  have  provoked  so  mudi  resent- 
ment on  the  part  of  the  Queen,  that  she  proposed  interference  to 
prevent  the  artist  Doyle  supplying  two  frescos  to  the  pavilion  at 
Buckingham  Palace.  "Punch's"  unpartiality  has  been  shown  faj 
attacks  on  the  extremes  and  absurdities  of  all  parties,  and  there  can 
be  Uttle  question  that  it  has  had  considerable  influence  in  producing 
political  reform,  and  a  large  and  liberal  advocacy  of  all  popular  qoes* 
tions.  In  l^half  of  that  great  change  of  national  policy,  the  repeal 
of  the  Com  Laws,  "  Punch"  fought  most  vigorously,  not,  however, 
f(H'getting  to  bestow  a  few  raps  of  his  bcUdn  on  the  shoulders  of  the 
Premier  whoso  wisdom  or  sense  of  expediency  induced  such  suddai 
tergiversation  as  to  bring  it  about  O'Gonnell's  blatant  and  vena] 
patriotism  was  held  up  to  merited  derision,  which  his  less  waiy,  but 
more  honest  tbilowers  in  agitation,  O'Brien,  Meagher,  and  Mitrhell, 
equally  shared.  Abolition  (or  at  least  modification)  of  tiie  Game 
Laws,  and  of  the  penalty  of  death,  found  championship  in  '^Poncfa,** 
though  the  latter  was  summarily  dropped  upon  a  change  in  pablic 
opinion,  perhaps  mainly  induced  by  one  of  Carlyle's  *'  Latter  Day*^ 
pamphlets.  *'  Ponch"  has  repeatedly  experienced  (and  mented)  the 
significant  honor  of  being  denied  admission  to  the  dominions  of  con- 
tinental monarchs.  Louis  Philippe  interdicted  its  presence  in 
France,  oven  (if  we  recollect  aright)  before  the  Spanish  marriages 
had  provoked  its  fiercest  attacks — subsoquentiy,  however,  withdraw* 
ing  his  royal  vtlo.  In  Spain,  Naples,  the  Papal  Dominions,  those  ol 
Austria,  Russia,  and  Prussia,  the  hunch-backed  jester  has  been 
often  under  ban  as  an  unholy  thing,  or  only  tolerated  in  a  mutilated 
fiivm.  Up  to  the  commencement  of  the  late  war,  strict  moaf>> 
ores  of  tills  kind  wore  in  operation  upon  the  Russian  fit>ntier,  b^ 
"  pTuich*'  now  ifl  freely  accorded  ingress  in  the  Czar's  dcniiniou»— 
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fKibMj  as  a  means  of  keeping  up  the  f^eUng  of  antagoiiiam  iowank 
Bngland. 

Its  success  has  proToked  innumerable  rivals  and  imitatora.  from 
the  days  of  "Judy,"  "Toby,"  "The  Squib,"  "Joe  MiUer,"  "Orea« 
Gun,"  and  "  Puppet-Show,"  to  those  of  "  Diogenes"  and  "  Falaialt" 
N^one  have  achieved  permanent  popularity,  and  future  attemptB 
would  most  likely  be  attended  with  similar  failure,  as  "  Punch"  has 
a  firm  hold  on  the  likings  of  the  English  people,  and  especially  Lor^ 
ionerSb  It  fau-ly  amounts  to  one  of  their  institutions.  Like  aU 
journals  of  merit  and  independence,  it  has  had  its  law  troublen, 
more  than  one  action  for  libel  havmg  been  commenced  against  it. 
James  Silk  Buckingham,  the  traveler  and  author,  took  this  ooursei 
h.\  consequence  of  the  publication  of  articles  disparaging  a  club  of 
his  originating,  known  as  the  "  British  and  Foreign  Institute."  A 
Jew  clothes-man,  named  Hart,  obtained  a  small  sum  as  damagsi 
from  "Punch."  But  Alfred  Bunn,  lessee  of  Druiy  Lane  Theater, 
libretto-scribbler,  und  author  of  certain  trashy  theatrical  booki^ 
though  most  vsliemently  "  pitched  into,"  resorted  to  otlier  model 
than  legal  redress.  He  produced  a  pamphlet  of  a  shape  and  appear- 
ance closely  resembling  his  tormentor,  filled  not  only  with  quizzical, 
BAtbrical,  and  rhyming  articles  directed  against  Lemon,  a'Beckett, 
and  Jerrold  (characterizing  them  as  Thick-head,  Sleek-head,  and 
Wrong-head),  but  with  caricature  cuts  of  each.  Whether  in  direol 
ooQsequence  or  not^  It  is  certain  that  "  the  poet  Bunn"  was  unuKh 
tested  in  future. 

Our  notice  would  scarcely  be  complete  without  a  few  lines  devoted 
to  ihe  "  Punch"  artists,  and  more  especially  John  Leech.  Doyle 
(the  son  of  H.  B.,  the  well-known  political  caricaturist),  whose  exqui- 
site burlesque  medieval  drawings  illustrative  of  the  "  Manners  and 
CuHtoms  of  ye  Englishe,"  will  be  remembered  by  all  familiar  with 
*  Punch's"  pages,  relinquished  his  connection  with  the  journal  and 
the  yearly  salary  of  eight  hundred  pounds,  in  consequence  of  the 
^nti-papal  onslaughts  which  followed  the  nomination  of  Cardina^ 
Wiseman  to  the  (Catholic)  Archbishop  of  Westminster.  The  arti£ 
ueld  the  older  fiuth,  and  was  also  a  personal  friend  of  **  His  Emi 
nenoe."  His  place  was  then  filled  by  John  Tenniel,  a  historical 
painter,  who  had  supplied  a  cartoon  to  the  Palace  of  Westmmster, 
And  is  still  employed  on  "  Punch,"  he,  in  conjuncticn  with  Joha 
Leech,  and  an  occasional  outsider,  fUmishing  the  entire  illustrations. 
^'ohn  Leech,  himself,  to  whom  the  periodical  unquestionably  on'^ 
naif  its  success,  has  been  constant  to  "  Punch"  from  an  early  day. 
He  has  brought  caricature  into  the  re^on  of  the  flno  arts,  and  be^ 
oome  the  very  Dickens  of  the  pencil  in  his  portrayal  of  the*  humorous 
lide  of  life.  Before  his  advent^  comic  drawing  was  confined  to  vef  f 
mited  topics,  outre  drawings  and  ugliness  of  features  forming  tbi 

29'^ 
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ftm— fludi  t8  it  fTEML  Seymoiir'a  **  Oockney  ^lortiimeii,^  and  Odk 
■hank*8  wider  (yet  not  extensive)  range  of  8iibject8»  were  then  flu 
best  things  extant  How  stands  the  case  now?  Let  "Poncn*^ 
twentj-jiine  Tolumes,  with  their  ample  store  of  pictorial  mirth  ot 
Leech's  crsatbg;  so  kindlj,  so  honesty  so  pleasant  and  gnooM,  an- 
swer. Oontrast  their  blameless  wit  and  humor  with  the  sjimofM 
and  (bnl  double  eniendn  of  French  drawings,  and  think  of  the  difftr- 
ence  myolontarily  suggested  between  the  social  atmospheres  of  FaiSi 
and  London. 

Leech  is  a  good-looking  fellow,  approadiing  the  age  of  fbrfy,  and 
cot  unlike  one  of  his  own  handsome  '*  swells'*  in  personal  appear* 
ance.  The  Royal  Academy  Exhibition  of  1865  contained  his  pof^ 
trait,  painted  by  Ifillaia^  the  chief  of  the  jA^Bapbaelite  artistl^  who 
is  said  to  be  his  flriend.  As  may  be  gathered  from  his  many  spcrU 
ing  sketches,  Leech  is  fond  of  horsea^  and  piques  himself  on  **  know- 
ing the  points"  of  a  good  animal  (We  may  mention,  by-the-bji 
tliat  Mr.  ^  Briggs"  of  equestrian  celebrity  had  his  original  on  the 
Stock  Exchange.)  He  in  summer  travels  considerably,  forwarding 
bis  sketches  to  the  '*  Punch"  oiBoei  generally  penciling  the  aooom 
panying  words  on  the  wood-blook.  In  one  of  the  past  volumes,  dat- 
ing some  eight  or  ten  years  back,  he  has  hitroduoed  himself  in  a  cat 
designated  **  our  artist  during  the  hot  weather,"  wherein  he  i^ipean 
with  his  ooat  oS^  reclining  upon  a  so&,  and  informing  a  pretty  serr- 
ant-girl  who  enters  the  room,  that  "  he  is  busy."  Quizzical  portnilB 
of  the  writers  of  ^  Punch"  have  been  introduced  in  its  pagesL  In 
JeiTold's  '*  Capsicum  House**  (vol  XIL),  the  author's  portrait  bur- 
loaqued  into  the  figure  of  "  Punch,**  oocurs  more  than  onoei  And  a 
double-page  cut,  entitled  "  Mr.  Punch's  Fanoy  Ball,**  in  the  early 
|>art  of  the  same  volume,  comprises  sketches  of  the  then  entire  eorp§ 
of  contributors,  artistic  and  literary.  They  are  drawn  as  ftnning 
the  orchestra,  Lemon  conducting,  JeiTold  belaboring  a  big  drum, 
'J'liackeray  playing  on  the  flute.  Leech  the  violin,  and  others  extract' 
ing  harmony  fix>m  divers  musical  instruments.  Again  they  appear 
fii  a  later  date,  as  a  number  of  bojrs  at  play,  in  an  illustration  at  tiie. 
commencement  of  YoL  XXVIL 

"  Punch's'*  office  is  at  86  Fleet-street  The  engraviu}?,  printings 
and  stereotyping  is  performed  at  Lombard-street,  Whitdnars,  where 
its  proprietors  have  extensive  premises.  See  pp.  66,  57,  321,  332. 
824,  325,  327,  328,  330,  331,  333,  334,  336,  338,  339,  432,  433,  434^ 
435,  436,  437,  438,  439,  440,  441,  442,  443,  444,  446,  446,  447,  44S^ 
450,  451,  453,  455,  456,  457,  458,  459,  460,  461,  462,  463,  464^  4«6^ 
466,  4G7,  468,  469,  470,  471,  472,  473,  474,  476,  478,  480,  486,  492 
496,  497,  498,  499,  572,  573,  674,  676,  676,  630,  631,  632,  688,  881 
886,  636,  >37,  538,  640,  643,  644. 


OATALOOUX    OF    80UB0X8. 

SBJEGTKD  ADDRBSSBS^**  bj  James  md  Horace  Smith,  pubUtbel 
In  London,  October,  1812.  The  most  saocessflil  jtfu  (f  esprit  of  mod* 
em  times,  having  somved  the  occasion  that  suggested  it  for  nearlj 
half  a  oentmy,  and  still  being  highly  popular.  It  has  run  throuf^ 
twenty  editions  in  En^^d,  and  three  in  America^  The  opeoung 
of  Drmy-lane  theater  in  1802,  after  having  been  burned  and  n- 
boilt,  and  the  offiaring  of  a  prize  of  fifty  pounds  by  the  manager 
for  the  best  opening  address^  were  the  drcumstances  which  sag- 
gnsted  the  production  of  the  '*  Rejected  Addresses."  The  idea  of 
the  work  was  suddenly  couoeived,  and  it  was  executed  in  six 
weeks.  In  the  pre&oe  to  the  ei^teenth  ISondon  edition  the « an* 
thors  give  an  interesting  statement  of  the  difficulties  they  enooan* 
tered  in  getting  the  volume  published: 

**  Urged  forward  by  our  hony,  and  trusting  to  chance,  two  very 
bad  coacyutora  in  any  enterprise^  we  at  length  congratulated  our- 
selves on  having  completed  our  task  in  time  to  have  it  printed  and 
published  by  the  opening  of  the  theater.  Bat,  alas!  our  difficulties  so 
&r  fh>m  being  surmounted,  seemed  only  to  be  beginning.  Strangen 
to  the  aroana  of  the  bookseller's  trade,  and  unacquainted  with  their 
ihnost  invincible  objection  to  sln£^  volumes  of  low  price,  especially 
when  tendered  by  writers  n^  have  acquired  no  previous  name^  we 
Httie  anticipated  that  they  would  lefhse  to  publish  our  'B^eoted  Ad- 
dreastis,'  even  although  we  asked  nothing  for  the  copyright  Such, 
however,  proved  to  be  the  case.  Our  manuscript  was  perused  and 
returned  to  us  by  several  of  the  most  eminent  publishers.  Well  do 
we  remeiEkber  betaking  ourselves  to  one  of  the  craft  in  Bond-street, 
whom  we  found  in  a  back  parlor,  with  his  gouty  leg  propped  upon 
a  cushion,  in  spite  of  which  warning  he  dilated  his  luncheon  with 
firequent  glasses  of  Madeira.  'What  have  you  ahready  written?* 
was  his  first  question,  and  interrogatory  to  which  we  had  been  sub- 
jected in  ahnost  every  instancei  'Nothing  by  which  we  can  be 
known.'  'Then  I  am  afraid  to  undertake  the  publication.'  We 
presumed  timidly  to  suggest  that  every  writer  must  have  a  begin- 
ning, and  that  to  refose  to  publish  for  him  until  he  had  acqaired  s 
name^  was  to  imitate  the  si^ient  mother  who  cautioned  her  m  l 
against  going  into  the  water  until  he  could  swim.  '  An  old  joke^ 
a  regular  Joel'  exclaimed  our  companion,  tossing  off  another 
bumper.  'Still  older  than  Joe  Miller,' was  our  reply;  'for,  if  w a 
mistake  not,  it  is  the  very  first  anecdote  in  the  focetis  of  Hiorodes.' 
'Ha,  sirsl'  resumed  the  bibliopolist,  'you  are  learned,  are  yout 
do,  hoh! — ^Well,  leave  your  manuscript  with  me;  I  will  look  it  ovef 
to-night,  and  give  you  an  answer  to-morrow.'  Punctual  as  thf 
oZock  we  presented  ourselves  at  his  door  on  the  following  morning, 
nhen  our  papers  were  returned  to  us  with  the  observation — 'These 
iriflea  are  really  not  defldent  in  smartness;  they  are  woU,  ?aAl> 
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w«L  ftirbegmnen;  bat  thej  will  never  do— oeirer.    TfaeywouM 
not  paj  for  adyertiaiiig,  and  without  it  I  ahoold  not  sell  fifty  oopieo. 
**  ThiB  was  discouraging  enough.    If  the  moat  ezperienoed  pQl>- 
liaherB  feared  to  be  out  of  pocket  by  the  work,  it  was  manifest  d 
forHori,  that  its  writers  ran  a  risk  of  being  still  more  heavy  k)sen^ 
should  they  undertake  the  publication  on  their  own  account    We 
had  no  objection  to  raise  a  laugh  at  the  expense  of  others;  but  to 
do  it  at  oiu*  own  cost,  unoertain  as  we  were  to  what  extent  ve 
might  be  involved,  had  never  entered  into  our  oontemplatiou     In 
•  this  dilemma,  our  *  Addresses,*  now  in  every  sense  rejected,  mig^^ 
pA>bably  have  never  seen  the  light,  had  not  some  good  angel  7j\u^ 
pered  us  to  betake  ourselves  to  Mr.  John  Miller,  a  dramatic  pub- 
lisher, then  residing  in  Bow-street,  Covent  Garden.    No  soooer 
had  this  gentleman  looked  over  our  manuscript,  than  be  inmiei2i> 
alely  ofifered  to  take  upon  himself  all  the  risk  of  publication,  and  to 
give  us  half  the  profits,  should  (hart  he  any;  a  Uberal  propositioo, 
with  which  we  gladly  dosed.    So  rapid  and  decided  was  its 
oees,  at  which  none  were  more  unfeignedly  astonished  than  its 
thors,  that  Mr.  Miller  advised  us  to  collect  some  *  Imitations  of 
Horace^'  which  had  appeared  anonymoasly  in  the  '  Monthly  Mirror,' 
'.fibring  to  publish  them  upon  the  same  terms.    We  did  so  aooord- 
zngly;  and  as  new  editions  of  tiie  *Rejeoted  Addresses'  were  caUed 
for  in  quick  succession,  we  were  shortly  enabled  to  sell  our  half 
oopyright  in  the  two  works  to  Mr.  Miller,  for  one  thousand  pounds  1 
We  have  entered  mto  this  unimportant  detail,  not  to  gratify  wsaj 
vanity  of  oar  own,  but  to  encourage  such  literary  beginners  as  may 
be  placed  in  similar  drcumstanoes ;  as  well  as  to  impress  upon  pob- 
lishers  the  propriety  of  giving  more  ooifiideration  to  the  possiUs 
ineiit  of  the  works  submitted  to  them,  than  to  the  mere  magic  of  a 
nama** 

The  authors  add,  that  not  one  of  the  poets  whom  they  '^anda 
ciously  burlesqued,"  took  offense  at  the  ludicrous  imitation  of  theii 
style.  From  "  Sir  Walter  Scott,''  they  observe,  "  we  received  favon 
and  notice,  both  public  and  private,  which  It  will  be  difficoh  ti 
forget,  because  we  had  not  the  smallest  claim  upon  his  kindness 
*  I  certainly  must  have  written  this  myself  1'  aud  that  fine  tem 
Itered  man  to  one  of  the  authors,  pomtmg  to  the  description  of  thr 
Fire^  *  although  I  forgot  upon  what  occasion.'  Lydia  White,  a  lit 
erary  lady,  who  was  prone  to  feed  the  lions  of  the  day,  invited  oo^ 
of  us  to  dinner;  but,  recollecting  afterward  that  William  Spencer 
formed  one  of  the  party,  wrote  to  the  latter  to  put  him  off;  teUii^ 
iilm  that  a  man  was  to  be  at  her  table  whom  he  '  would  not  like  t» 
meet'  'Pray  who  is  this  whom  I  should  not  like  to  meetf  in 
quired  the  poet  *0!'  answered  the  lady,  'one  of  those  men  win 
have  made  that  shamef^il  attack  upon  you  I'    'The  ^^17  man  V7p(» 
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I  Bhoold  like  to  knowl'  rejoined  the  Ihrelj  and  oareleflB  bat  1 
The  two  indhriduate  aooordingly  met^  and  hare  contumed  fiut 
IHends  ever  since.  Lord  Byron,  too^  wrote  thus  to  Mr.  Mixnray 
imm  Italy:  *TeU  him  we  foigive  him,  were  be  twenty  times  ooi 
satirist' 

**  It  may  not  be  amiss  to  notioe,  in  this  plaoe^  one  arhaosm  of  a 
Leioeeter  clergyman,  which  may  be  pronounced  unique:  *  I  do  not 
see  why  they  should  have  been  rejected,'  observed  the  mattetK^^ 
&ct  annotator;  'I  think  some  of  them  very  goodl'  Upon  the 
whole,  few  have  been  the  instances,  in  the  acrimonioos  history  of 
literature^  where  a  malicious  pleasantry  like  the  'Bejooted  Ad* 
dresses'— which  the  parties  ridiculed  might  well  consider  more  an- 
noying than  a  direct  satire— instead  of  being  met  by  querulous  bit- 
terness or  petulant  retaliation,  has  procured  for  its  authors  tiie 
acquaintance,  or  conciliated  the  good- will,  of  those  whom  they  had 
the  most  audado  osly  burlesqued." 

James  Smith  died  in  London  on  the  29th  of  Decembei*,  1836,  ia 
the  sixty-fourth  year  of  his  age.  His  brother  survived  him  many 
years.  Both  were  admired  and  ever-welcome  members  of  the  bei# 
society  of  London.    See  pp.  893,  396,  402,  408) 

ROGBBS»  SAMUBL— The  English  poet  and  banker,  recently  de- 
oeased.  Author  of  a  "pretty  poem,"  entitled,  **The  Pleasures  of 
Memory."  In  his  old  age,  he  was  noted  finr  the  bitter  wit  of  bit 
oonvereation.    See  pi.  566. 

lAXE,  JOHN  Q— Editor  of  the  "^  Burlington  Gazette,"  and  Wm- 
dering  Minstrel  The  witty  poems  of  Mr.  Saze  are  somewhat  in 
tlie  manner  of  Hood.  To  be  fblly  appreciated  they  must  be  heard, 
as  they  roU  in  sonorous  volumes,  fiom  his  own  lips.  His  ooUeoted 
poems  were  published  a  fow  years  ago  by  Ticknor  &  Fields,  and 
have  already  reached  a  nhitb  edition.  See  pp.  68,  69,  343,  619^ 
67T,  678. 

VOTT,  SIR  WALTERr-Bom  1T71;  died,  1832.  Sr  Walter  Scotl^ 
though  he  excelled  all  his  cotemporaries  in  the  humorous  deline^i 
tion  of  character,  wrote  little  humorous  verse.  The  two  pieoef 
published  in  this  volume  are  so  excellent  that  one  is  surprised  to 
find  no  more  of  the  same  description  in  his  writings.  See  pp  llf^ 
569. 

SESSRIDAN,  DR  THOMAS— Noted  for  being  an  intimate  Mend  of 
Dean  Swift,  and  the  grand&ther  of  Kiuhard  Briosiey  Sheridan. 
Bom  in  1684- ;  died  in  1738.  He  was  an  eccentric,  witty,  som^ 
wbaX  learned,  Dublin  schoclmaster.    Ho  published  some  oarmooi 
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and  a  tranilalian  of  Penhn;  aoqiiired  great  oeiefarilT  at  a.^,...., 
bat  thxx>iigh  the  imprudenoe  that  diafciiigdahed  the&mHy,  ciloaed  hk 
hfb  in  poverty.  We  may  int&t  fbom  the  few  speGuneiis  of  his  lk» 
tiouB  writJiigB  that  have  been  praaeiTed  that  he  was  one  of  Urn 
ivittiest  of  a  nation  of  wits.  One  or  two  of  hia  epIgrBOMi  are  ez- 
quiaitelf  fine.    See  |yp.  212,  646. 

HBBRIDAN,  RICHARD  BRINSIiET— Author  of  the  ^'Rivala,*  and 
the  "School  for  Scandal"  Bom  at  Dublin  hi  1761;  died,  1816 
Slheiidan  must  have  written  more  humorous  poetzy  than  we  have 
oeen  able  to  diacorer.  It  is  probable  that  most  of  his  epignum 
and  verified  repartees  have  either  not  been  presenred,  or  have 
eaoaped  omr  search.  ICoore^  in  his  "life  of  Shflridan,"  ghres  sped- 
mens  of  his  satirioal  yeBses,  but  only  a  few,  and  but  one  of  striking 
ezoellenoe.    See  pp.  281,  669. 

filCTH,  HORAOS— See  "R^ected  AddresBee." 

SMITH,  JAMES-See  *'  R^ected  AddreoMS." 

BIOTH,  REV.  SYDNEY— The  Jorisl  prebendaiy  of  St  Panl'i^  Ifas 
wittiest  Englishman  that  ever  lived;  died  hi  1845.  Except  tlis 
"Recipe  for  Salad,"  and  an  epigram,  we  have  feund  no  oomt 
verses  by  him.    He  "leaked  another  way."    See  pp.  41)^  66d. 

SOUTHEY,  ROBERT— The  English  poet  andmanof  letten;  bora 
in  1*774.  Southey  wrote  a  great  deal  of  humofoos  verse^  mooh  of 
which  is  ingenious  and  fluent  Hie  waa  amaaini^y  dazienns  hi 
the  use  of  words,  and  excelled  all  his  cotempocazies^  except  Byron 
and  Barham,  m  the  art  of  rhymhig.  See  ppi  2d,  28,  105,  250y  388^ 
389,  390,  391,  392. 

IWIFT,  JONATHAN— Dean  of  St  Patrick's,  DubHn.  Bom  1667; 
died,  1739.  It  were  superfluous  to  speak  of  the  career  or  abilitiei 
of  this  great  but  most  unhappy  man,  who  unquestionably  lankji 
Mghest  amid  the  brilliant  names  of  that  brilliant  epoch.  Hia  worics 
speak  fbr  him,  and  wiU  to  all  tima  Of  his  poetical  writings  it  maj 
be  said  that  though  only  surpassed  in  wit  and  humor  by  his  maM* 
unhrersaUy  known  prose,  they  are  infinitely  muHer  than  any  thiog 
else  in  ti^e  English  language.  They  have,  howev2r,  the  negative 
vfartue  of  being  nowise  lioeDtious  or  demoralizing— <xr  at  least  nc 
more  so  than  is  inseparable  firom  the  choice  of  obscene  and  repal* 
sive  subjects.  Nearly  all  bis  unob{ectionable  comic  versea  may  b« 
(bund  m  this  volume.  See  pp.  204,  206,  206,  368,  369,  360,  365 
639,  640,  541,  542,  643,  644^  585,  586,  652.  653,  654,  655^  666 
«i\  6ft8,  659.  <i60,  661.  66i 
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"BACKER AT,  WILLIAM  ICAKBPEAGE— The  gretttesi  of  ttfing 
Baiirista  Born  at  Oalcntta  of  EngMi  parents,  in  1811.  ICost  of 
Mr.  Thackeray's  oomic  Terses  appeared  origfaudlj  in  "Poneh.'* 
'they  have  reoentlj  been  collected  and  pablished  in  a  Tohnne  with 
other  and  more  serious  i^eoes.  This  collection  contains  nothing 
more  mirth-provoking  than  the  "Ballads  of  Pleaceman  X,*'  bj  Mr. 
Thackeray.  See  pp.  54,  184^  191,  318,  319,  697,  601,  603,  606^ 
UIO,  613,  617. 

WAKE,  WILLIAM  BASTL— An  Bnglish  writer,  oontribiitoff  to 
''  Hone's  Every  Day  Book.**    See  p.  102. 

WALLER,  EDMUND— Bom  fai  Warwiokahire,  England,  in  1608. 
Poet,  mac  of  fortmie,  membev  of  the  Long  Parliamentk  and  traitor 
to  the  People's  Oause.  He  was  fined  ten  thousand  poonds  and 
banished,  but  Cromwell  permitted  his  retom,  and  the  poet  rewarded 
his  demency  by  a  panegyiio.    See  pp.  633,  634 

WESLEY,  REV.  SAMUEL— A  clergyman  of  the  Ohurch  of  Sn- 
g^d;  &th6r  of  the  celebrated  John  Wesley;  author  of  a  vdimie 
of  poems,  entitled  *' Maggots;"  bom  in  1662 ;  died  hi  1786.  See 
p.  666. 

WILLIAMS,  Sm  OHARLES  HANBURY— A  noted  wit  of  Qeoige 
the  Second's  time ;  bom  hi  1709 ;  died,  1769.  He  was  a  friend  of 
Walpole,  sat  in  parliament  fbr  Monmonth,  and  rose  to  some  distino- 
tion  in  the  diplomatic  servio&  An  edition  of  his  wiitingB  in  three 
▼ohimes  was  published  in  London  in  1822.  Tune  has  robbed  his 
satires  of  their  pomt,  by  boiyhig  in  oblivion  the  choumstances  that 
gave  rise  to  them.  A  smg^  specimen  of  his  writings  is  aU  thai 
was  deemed  worthy  of  plaoe  in  this  volume.    See  p.  87. 

^TLLIS^  N.  P. — ^The  well-known  American  poet  and  journalist 
Mr.  Willis  has  written  many  humorous  poems^  but  only  a  few  have 
escaped  the  usual  &te  of  newspaper  versesi  Bom  at  Portland, 
Mafaie,  1807.    See  ppL  60,  62,  63,  64^  66,  66. 

ITOLOOTT,  JOHN  (Peter  PhidarX  the  most  voluminoaa,  and  one  of 
the  best^  of  the  humorous  poets  who  have  written  in  the  Bnglirii 
language.  He  was  bom  in  Devonshire,  England,  and  flourished  in 
die  reign  of  George  IH,  whose  peculiarities  it  was  his  delight  tc 
ridicule.  No  king  was  ever  so  merdleasly  and  so  succeesflilly  1am- 
voooed  by  a  poet  as  George  HI.  by  Peter  Phidar.    Wolontt  was 

.  by  profession  a  Doctor  of  Mediemeu    In  1766.  we  find  him 
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pnylng  his  rolallTe^  Sb  WiDiam  Trekwnej,  w  Janudoi^  of  wUA 
iiUad  Sir  W^llnm  had  been  appointed  governor.  While  Ihere^  Un 
rector  of  a  raluable  living  died,  and  Dr.  Woloott  oonoeiTed  the  idea 
of  entering  the  church  and  applying  for  the  vacant  rectorahip.  To 
this  end  he  began  actaallj  to  perform  the  datiee  of  the  pori^  read- 
ing prayers  and  preaching,  and  aoon  after  returned  to  Engiaud  to 
take  ordera,  providced  with  powerftil  reoommendatioiia.  T  >  fail 
groat  disappointment)  the  Bishop  of  London  refiised  him  (xdimitisn, 
and  the  reader  of  Peter  Pindar  will  not  be  at  a  loss  to  gueaa  tbt 
reason  of  the  reAisaL  Woloott  now  established  himself  in  Tmro^ 
and  oontinued  in  the  suooessftd  practioe  of  medicine  there  fiir  sev- 
eral years. 

At  Traro,  he  met  the  yoothftil  Opia  *'  It  is  modi  to  his  boocc," 
says  one  who  wrote  in  Woloott's  own  lifetime,  **  that  during  kiii 
residence  in  Cornwall,  he  disoovered,  and  enoonraged,  the  flue  tat 
ents  of  the  late  Opie,  the  artist ;  a  man  of  such  modeafy,  simplicity 
of  mannocs,  and  ignorance  of  the  world,  that  it  is  probable  fail 
genius  would  have  lain  obscure  and  uselesSi  had  he  not  met,  m  Di; 
Woloott,  with  a  judidous  friend,  who  knew  how  to  i^preciate  hii 
worth,  and  to  recommend  it  to  the  admiration  of  the  worid.  The 
Doctor's  taste  in  painting  has  already  been  notioed;  and  itmsf 
now  be  added,  that  perhaps  ^w  men  have  attained  more  coned 
notions  on  the  subject,  and  the  fluency  with  which  he  expatiates  oo 
the  beauties  or  defects  of  the  productions  of  the  ancieDt  or  moden 
school,  has  beeu  «mply  acknowledged  by  all  who  have  shared  ia 
his  company.  The  •wme  tame  appears  to  have  directed  him  to 
some  of  the  flrst  subjecta  ot  hto  puetical  satire^  when  h^  began  to 
treat  the  public  with  the  piecea  which  compose  these  volumes 
Tho  effect  of  these  poems  on  the  public  mind  wiD  not  be  soon  fcr- 
goL  Here  appeared  a  new  poet  and  a  new  critic^  a  man  of  vd- 
quc^tiooable  taste  and  luxuriant  &ocy,  oombined  with  such  powen 
of  datire,  as  became  tremendously  ibnnidable  to  all  who  had  the 
misfortune  to  flUl  under  his  displeasure.  It  was  acknowledged  a: 
tho  same  time,  that  amid  some  personal  acrimony,  and  aomo  affijc- 
tionato  preferences,  not  flu*  removed,  perhaps,  from  downright  prqu- 
diCQ,  ne  in  general  grounded  his  praise  and  censure  upoa  solid 
principles,  and  carried  the  public  mind  along  with  him,  altfaoiifci) 
sometimes  at  the  heavy  expense  of  individuals." 

Later  In  life  Dr.  Woloott  removed  to  London,  where  he  died  at  an 
advanced  age.  His  writings  were,  as  may  be  supposed,  eagerly 
ftttd  at  the  time  of  their  publicatioo.  but  since  the  poet^s  death, 
they  have  ncarcely  received  the  attention  which  their  merits  da^ 
serve,  lie  present  collectioa  oontainn  all  of  his  best  paems  wtuob 
ai«  not  of  a  character  too  local  and  ootemporaiy,  or  loo  ooMaa  Iq 
axpreasbn.  «^o  be  eqfoyed  by  the  modem  fsadsr  *  8ot|9il],|l|H 
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8A,  90,  91,  93,  96,  218,  21*7,  218,  220,  222,  223,  220,  231,  233,  23  S, 
838,  867,  546,  547,  548,  549,  550.  551. 

TBIABTE,  DON  TOMAS  DE— An  eminent  Spanish  poet,  bom  at 
Teneriife  about  1760.  He  is  known  to  English  readers  ohiefly 
thiou^  his  Titoraiy  Fables^"  of  which,  specimens,  translated  bj 
Ifr.  Derereanz,  are  given  in  this  yolume.  Yriarte  also  irrole  OGO* 
DiSaiaDdeflMji.    Bee  pp.  289,  241. 
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